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POEMS 

By     Mr.       G    A    Y. 

RUHAL       SPORT  S* 

A      G  E  O  H  G  I  C. 

INSCRIBED  TO  MR.  POPE.     nij*. 

**  —  Securi  prx)i«  runs 
*'  Pandimus."  NBMe«iAK. 

CANTO        I. 

"^^OU,  who  the  fwccts  of  rural  life  btvc  known, 
•*•     Dcfpifc  th*  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town  i 
In  Windfor  groves  your  cafy  hours  employ, 
And,  undidurb'd,  yourfelf  and  Mufc  enjoy. 
Thames  lidens  to  thy  drains,  and  filcnc  flows,  j 

And  no  rude  wind  through  milling  ofiers  blows ; 
While  all  his  wondering  nymphs  around  thee  throngs 
To  hear  tlie  Syrens  warble  in  thy  fong. 

*  This  poem  received  many  material  corre£Uons  from 
the  Author  after  it  was  firfl  pubJiftcd. 
Vol.  I.  B  ^\xt 
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But  I,  who  ne'er  was  blefs'd  by  Fortune's  hand, 
VoT  brighten'd  plough- (hares  in  paternal  land,  lo 

Long  in  the  noify  town  have  been  imn^ux'd, 
Refpir'd  its  fmokc,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd  ; 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind. 
And  fchemcb  of  ftate  involve  th'  uneafy  mind ; 
Fa£i:ion  embroils  the  world  ;  and  every  tongue  15 

Is  movM  by  flattery,  or  with  fcandal  hung : 
Friendlhip,  for  fylvan  (hades,  the  palace  flics, 
Where  all  muft  yield  to  lutereft's  deaijer  ties  ; 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  ehvy  burns. 
And  Hontfty  forfakes  them  all  by  turns  $  20 

While  calumny  upon  each  parry  *s  thrown. 
Which  both  proraote,  and  both  alike  difown. 
Fatigued  at  1  aft;  a  calm  retreat  I  chofe, 
And  footh'd  my  harjafs'd  mind  with  fweet  repofc, 
Where  fields,  and  (hades,  and  the  refre(hing  clime,   25 
Infpire  the  fylvan  fong,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 
My  Mufe  (hall  rove  through  flowery  me^ds  and  plains, 
And  deck  with  Rural  Sports  her  native  ftrains. 
And  the  fame  road  ambitioufly  purfue. 
Frequented  Ijy  the  Mantuan  Swain  and  You.  30 

'Tis  not  that  rural  fports  alone  invite. 
But  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  delight ; 
Hpre  blooming  Health  exerts  her  gentle  reign. 
And  ftrings  the  (inews  of  th'  induftrious  Twain. 
Soon  as  the  n^prnin^  lark  fal^tes  the  day,  3  5 

Through  dewy  fields  I  uke  my  frccjucnt  way. 
Where  I  behold  the  farmer's  early  care, 
In  the  rcvQlving  labours  of 'the  year. 

When 
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When  the  freib  Spring  in  all  her  flate  is  crown'd, 
Aad  high  luxuriant  grafs  o'eifprcads  the  ground,       40 
The  labourer  with  a  bending  fcyche  is  feen^ 
Shaving  the  furfacc  of  the  waving  green  i 
Of  all  her  native  pride  difrobes  the  land, 
Anil  meads  lays  wade  before  his  fweeping  hand; 
While  with  the  mounting  fun  the  meadow  glows,      45 
The  fading  herbage  round  he  loofely  throws  : 
But,  if  fome  fign  portend  a  laAing  ihower, 
Th'  experieac'd  fwain  forcfees  the  coming  hour ; 
His  fun-burnt  hands  the  fcattering  fork  forfake. 
And  ruddy  damfels  ply  the  faving  rakej  50 

In  rifing  hills  the  fragrant  harveft  grows. 
And  fpreads  along  the  iield  in  equal  rows. 

Now  when  the  height  of  heaven  bright  Phcebus  gains. 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirfVy  plains, 
Wlien  heifers  feek  the  (hade  and  cooling  lake,  ^5 

And  in  the  middle  path-way  balks  the  fnake ; 
O  lead  me,  guard  me  from  the  fultry  hours. 
Hide  me,  ye  forefb,  in  your  clofefl:  bowers. 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  fprcading  arms  entwines. 
And  with  the  beech  a  mutual  (bade  combines  ;  6e 

Where  flows  the  murmuring  brook,  inviting  dreams. 
Where  bordering  hazlc  overhangs  the  ftrcams, 
Whofe  rolling  current,  winding  round  and  round, 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  wood  rcfound  j 
Upon  tlie  mofly  couch  my  limbs  I  caft,  ^^ 

And  e'en  at  noon  the  fweets  of  evening  tafte, 

Plere  I  pcrufe  the  Mantuan*s  Georgic  flrains. 
And  Icam  the  labours  of  Italian  fwainsj 

B  z  In 
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In  every  page  I  fee  new  landfcapes  rife. 

And  all  Hefperia  opens  to  my  eyes,  70 

I  wander  o*cr  the  various  rural  toil. 

And  know  the  nature  of  each  different  foil  : 

This  waving  field  is  gilded  o*er  with  corn. 

That  fpreading  trees  with  blufliing  fruit  adorn  : 

Here  1  furvey  thepurple  vintage  grow,  7:5 

Cliinb  round  the  poles,  and  rife  in  graceful  row : 

Now  I  behold  the  fleed  curvet  and  bound. 

And  paw  with  reftlefs  hoof  the  fmdking  grovind  : 

The  dewlap'd  bull  now  chafes  along  the  plain, 

"IVhile  burning  love  ferments  in  every  vein  j  8o 

His  well-arm'dfront  againft  his  rivall  aim*, 

^nd  by  the  dint  of  war  his  miftrefs  claims  : 

The  careful  infe6t  'midft  liis  works  I  view, 

Now  from  theilowei's  exhauft  the  fragrant  dcwj 

With  golden  treafures  load  his  little  thighs,  tt 

And  fteer  bi«  diftant  journey  through  the  (kies ; 

^Somc  againft  hoftile  drones  the  luvc  defend^ 

Others  with  fwcets  the  waxen  cells  diflend  : 

Each  in  .the  toil  his  deftin'd  office  bears, 

And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  foul  appears.  99 

Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  talk  of  day. 
And  trudging  homeward  vvhiftles  on  the  way? 
When  the  big-udder 'd  cows  with  patience  Aand, 
Waiting  the  ftroakings  of  the  damfel's  hand; 
No  warbling  cheers  the  woods  s  the  feather'd.choir,  95 
To  court  kind  (lumbers,  to  the  fprays  retire ; 
When  nq.rude  gale  difturbs  die  fleeping  trees. 
Nor  afpen  leaver  xoofcfs  the  gentleft  breeze  4 

Engag'd 
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EogagM  in  diought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  ilray, 
To  take  my  £irewell  of  the  parting  day ;  xoo 

Far  in  the  deep  the  fun  his  glory  hides, 
A  Areak  of  gold  the  fea  and  iky  divides  :' 
Tlie  purple  clouds  their  amber  linings  ihow^- 
And  edg'd  with  flame  rolls  every  wave  below  r- 
Here  penfive  I  behold  the  fading  light,  105 

And  o'er  the  difhrnt  billow  lofc  my  fight; 
Now  Night  in  filent  (late  begins  to  rifi^. 
And  twinkling  orbi  beftrow  th'  uncloudy  Ikies- j 
Her  borrowed  luftre  growing  Gyntltia" lends, 
And  on  the  main  a  glittering  path  extends  ;  x  id 

Millions  of  worlds  hang  in  the  fpacious  air, 
Which  round  their  funs  their  annual  circles  ftcerj. 
Sweet  contemplation  elevates  my  fenfc, 
While  I  furvey  the  works  of  Providence. 
O  could  the  Mufe  in  loftier  drains  rchearfe"  115 

The  glorious  Author  of  the  univcrfe, 
Who  reins  the  winds,  gives  the  vad:  ocean  bounds, 
And  circumfcribes  the  floating  worlds  their  rounds  ; 
My  foul  fliould  overflow  in  fongs  of  praifc, 
And  my  Creator*s  name  infpire  my  lays  !  12* 

As  in  fucceflive  couife  the  feafons  roll. 
So  circling  pleafurcs  recreate  the  foul. 
When  genial  Spring-  a  living  warmth  beflows, 
And  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
No  fwelling  inundation  hides  the  ^^rounus,  113 

But  cryftal  currents  glide  within  their  bounds ; 
The  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forfakc. 
Float  in  the  fun,  and  Ikim  along  the  lake, 
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With  frequent  leap  they  range  the  (hallow  ftreamiy 
Their  filver  coats  refk£^  the  dazzling  beams.  130 

Now  let  the  fiflierman  his  toils  prepare, 
And  arm  himfelf  with  every  watery  fnare; 
His  hooks,  his  lines,  perufc  with  careful  eye,. 
Encreafe  his  tackle,  and  his  rod  re-tye. 

When  floating  clouds  their  fpongy  fleeces  drain,   1 J5 
Troubling  the  ftreams  with  fwift  defcending  rain; 
And  waters,  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  iide^ 
Bear  the  ioofc  foil  into  the  fwelling  tide  ; 
Theni  foon  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  rife. 
And  drive  the  liquid  l)urthen  through  the  Ikies,        140 
Tlie  fifticr  to  the  neighbouring  current  fpeeds,     . 
Whofc  rapid  furface  purls  unknown  to  weeds : 
.  Upon  a  rifing  border  of  the  brook 
He  fits  him  down,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook  -, 
Now  expe6bation  chears  his  eager  thought,  145 

His  bofom  glows  with  treafurcs  yet  uncaught. 
Before  his  eyes  a  banquet  feems  to  Hand, 
Where  every  gueft  applauds  his  ilulful  hand. 

Far  up  the  ftream  the  twifted  hair  he  throws. 
Which  down  the  murmuring  current  gently  flows;  15© 
When,  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  fway 
Dire£ls  the  roving  trout  this  fatal  way. 
He  greedily  fucks-in  the  twining  bait. 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fallacious  meat : 
Now,  happy  fiflierman,  now  twitch  tlic  line  !  155 

How  thy  rod  bends  I  behold,  the  prize  is  thine  1 
Caft  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gafping  pains,^ 
And  trickling  blood  his  filver  mail  diftains. 

z  Yovi 
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You  muft  riot  ^v4ry  worm  promifcuous  ufc ; 
Jadgcment  vnll  tell  the  proper  bait  to  chufe  :  »6o 

The  wurm  that  draws  a  long  immoderate  fize 
The  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morfel  flies  ; 
And,  if  too  fmall,  the  naked  fraud  's  in  iight, 
And  fear  forbids,  whik  hunger  does  invite. 
Thofe  baits  will  heft  reward  the  fiAer's  pains,  165 

Whofe  polifli'd  tails  a  (hining  yellow  flains  : 
Clctnfe  them  from  filth,  to  give  a  tempting  glofs, 
Cherifh  the  fuUy'd  reptile  race  with  mofs ; 
Amid  the  ▼eidant  bed  they  twine,  they  toll. 
And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  foil.  1 70 

But,  when  the  fun  difplays  his  glorious  beams. 
And  (hallow  rivers  flow  with  filver  flreams, 
Then  the  deceit  the  fcaly  breed  furvcy, 
Balk  in  the  fun,  and  look  into  the  day  : 
You  now  a  more  delufive  art  mufl  try,  175 

And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly.- 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride  : 
Let  nature  guide  thee ;  fometimes  golden  wire 
The  (hining  bellies  of  the  fly  require  ;  iSo 

The  peacock's  plumes  thy  tackle  muft  not  fail. 
Nor  the  dear  purchafe  of  the  fable's  tail. 
ILach  gaudy  bird  fome  flendcr  tribute  brings, 
And  lcnd&  the  growing  infedl:  proper  wings  : 
Silks  (It  all  colours  muft  their  aid  impart,  185 

And  every  fur  promote  the  filhcr's  art. 
bo  the  gay  lady,  with  expenfivc  care, 
ToriOWi  iljc  p.ide  of  land,  of  fca,  and  air; 

B  4  I'urs, 
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Fors  pcaris  amd  ptnacs,  ^c  gQaniBg  dug  Sfgiaf%p 
I>nzf<»  oor  cfcsy  >o^  0^5  bears  bctnfi.  i^ 

Mark  wril  tbc  t jciooi  fcAcs  of  die  year, 
Hoir  cbr  focccnBBg  ta(e&  nee  appear; 
In  dtts  rcir«lria^  mooo  oce  colcar  icig^Uy 
Which  10  d]«  next  the  fickU  ctdoc  ittflain* 
Ofe'  hare  I  (ceo  a  fkjiful  angler  try  195 

The  rancm*  cokmn  of  die  treachennis  §y ; 
When  he  widi  finisdefi  pain  bach  ikimoi'd  die  bfook. 
And  die  coy  £ih  rcyeds  die  flupping  hook. 
He  ihaket  die  hoogb*  diat  00  the  margin  grow. 
Which  o*er  die  ftream  a  wafiog  foreft  dirov ;  •€• 

When  sf  an  infed  Ml  On%  certain  gnide). 
He  gently  ukes  him  from  the  whirhng  tide; 
Examines  well  his  form  widi  curioos  eyes» 
His  gattdy  Ted,  his  vaogs,  his  homsy  and  fize ; 
Then  round  his  hook  the  choTen  for  be  winds,         205 
And  on  the  btck  a  fpeckled  feather  binds. 
So  jofl  the  coloon  fl&ine  through  erery  part» 
That  Nature  feemt  again  ta  lire  in  Art. 
Ix;t  not  thy  wary  (Up  ad? ance  too  near. 
While  all  thy  hope  hangs  on  a  fingle  hair  {  zio 

'1  he  new-form'd  infe£^  on  the  water  mores, 
^11  »e  fpeckled  trout  the  curious  fnarc  approves ; 
U|>on  the  curling  furfacc  let  it  glide, 
Wtrh  natural  motkm  from  thy  hand  fupply'd, 
AgainA  tlie  IImmi  BOW  gently  let  it  play,  .    115 

Now  in  the  rapid  cMf,  roU  away. 
The  fcaly  ihoftb  float  by,  and,  feiz'd  with  fear, 
ih'  fctlows  toft  in  thinner  air ; 

But 
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Bat  ffxm  tbey  leap,  and  catch  the  fwimming  hak, 
Phnge  on  the  hook,  and  ih^  an  equal  fate.  tao 

When  a  briik  gale  againil  the  current  blow9>- 
And  all  th«  watery  plain  in  wrinkles  flows,. 
Then  let  tlie  fi(hennan  his  art  repeat, 
Where  bubbling  eddies  favour  the  deceit.. 
If  an  enormous  falnion  chance  to  fpy^  225 

The  wanton  errors  of  the  floating  fly,. 
He  lifts  his  iilver  gills  above  the  floods 
And  greedily  fucks-in  th?  unfaithful  food  $ 
Tlien  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey. 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  fpoil  away :  239 

Soon  in  fmart  pain  he  feels  the  dire  miflake, 
Lafhes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lakei. 
With  fudden  rage. he  now  aloft  appearsr 
And  in  his  eye  convulfive  anguiih  bears ; 
Acd  now  again,  impatient  of  the  wound,.  235 

He  roils  and  wreathes  his  (hining  body  round  ; 
Then  headlong  ihoots  beneath  the  daftiing  tide, 
Tiie  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide, 
No-.v  hope  exalts  the  fiflier's  heating  heart,. 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  fears  his  dubious  artj  £40 

He  views  the  tumbling  fifli  with  longing  eyes. 
While  the  line  ftretches  with  th'  unwieldy  prize; 
Each  motion  humours  with  his  fteady  hands, 
And  one  flight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  commands : 
Till,  tirM  at  laft,  defpoilM  of  all  his  ftrength,  245 

Tijc  ganic  athwart  the  ftrcam  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now,  with  plcafure,  views  the  gafping  prize 
Gnafh  his  ibarp  teeth,  and  roil  his  blood-fliot  eyes; 

Then 
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Then  dnws  him  to  xhc  §uxtf  with  anfal  oat^ 
AMd  lifb  his  noftrils  in  thf  fickeniog  air :  150 

Vpoo  the  barthen'd  ftreara  he  flotttog  lies. 
Stretches  his  qoiTeriog  fins,  and  gafping  dies* 

Woold  you  prefenre  a  numeroas  fiony  race  ? 
Let  your  fierce  dogs  the  rarenous  oeter  chaee 
(Th'  amphibious  monfter  ranges  all  the  fboires,         155 
Parts  through  the  wares,  and  erery  haunt  ezplofts)  : 
Or  let  the  gin  his  roring  fleps  betray. 
And  fare  horn  hoftik  jaws  the  fcaiy  pny. 

I  nerer  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
Cerlook  the  muddy  flream,  whofe  tangling  wecdb  160 
Perplex  the  fiflier  $  I  nor  chufe  to  bear 
The  thievifh  nightly  net,  nor  barbed  fpear ; 
Nor  drain  I  ponds,  the  golden  carp  to  take, 
Nor  trowle  for  pikes,  difpeoplers  of  the  lake ; 
Around  tlie  ileel  do  tortur'd  worm  fli^l  twine,         165 
No  blood  of  liring  infed  flain  my  line. 
Let  me,  lefs  cruel,  caft  the  feathcr'd  hook. 
With  pliaDt  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook, 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  ftray, 
And  with  the  fur  wrought  fly  delude  the  prey.         270 
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'^JO  W,  fporting  Mufe,  draw-in  the  flowing  reins, 

-*•  ^    Leave  the  ckar  fbreams  a  while  for  funny  plains. 

Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearfe, 

And  all  the  6iherman  adorn  thy  verfe ; 

Should  you  the  Wide  encircling  net  difplay,  275 

And  in  its  fpacious  arch  inclofe  the  fea ; 

Then  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land. 

And  with  the  foal  and  turbot  hide  the  fand ; 

It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long. 

And  tire  the  reader  ^^th  the  watery  fong.  180 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chace  lefrain, 
Nor  render  all  the  plowman's  labour  vain, 
When  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn. 
And  cloathes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  com. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  ta(k  repair,  285 

Haftc  !  fave  the  produ£t  of  the  bounteous  year  : 
To  the  wide-gathering  hook  long  furrows  yield. 
And  rifing  Ihcaves  extend  through  all  the  field. 

Yet,  if  for  fylvan  fports  thy  bofom  glow, 
I.ct  thv  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe.  %<)%, 

V/iili  what  delight  the  rapid  courfe  I  view ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  race  purfue  I 
He  fnaps  deceitful  air  with  empty  jaws ; 
The  fubtle  hare  dartb  fwift  beneath  his  paws  ; 

She 
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She  fliesy  he  flretches,  now  with  nimble  bound         295 
Eager  he  prelTes  on,  but  overihocts  his  ground ; 
She  turns-;  he  winds,  and  foon  regains  the  way,. 
Then  tears  with  goary  mouth  the  fc reaming  prey. 
What  various  fport  does  rural  life  afford  ! 
What  unbought  dainties  heap  the  wholefomc  board !  300 

Nor  lefs  the  fpaniel,  ikilful-to  betray,. 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather 'd  prey. 
Soon  as  the  labouring  horfe,  with  f welling  vebs. 
Hath  fafely  hous'd  the  farmer's  doubtful  gains> 
To  fweet  repaft  th*  unwary  partridge  flies,  305 

With  joy  amid  the  fcatterM  harveft  lies  ; 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  forgets. 
Nor  dreads  the  flavery  of  entangling  nets. 
The  fubtle  dog  fcours  with  fagacious  nofe 
Along  the  field,  and  fnuffs  each  bfeeze  tliat  blows;  3 10 
Againft  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way. 
While  the  flrong  gale  dire£(s  him  to  the  prey ; 
Now  the  warm  fcent  affures  the  covey  near. 
He  treads  with  caution,  and  he  points  with  fear; 
Then  (left  fome  fentry-fowl  the  fraud  dcfcry,  315 

And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  fly) 
CloTe  to  the  ground  in  expedtation  lies, 
Till  in  the  fnare  the  ftuitcring  covey  rife. 
Soon  as  the  blu(hing  light  begins  to  fpread. 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gilds  the  mountain's  head,     320 
His  early  flight  tli'  ill-fated  partridge  takes. 
And  (juits  the  friendly  (helter  of  the  brakes. 
Or,  when  the  fun  cafts  a  declining  ray. 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  weftern  way, 

Let 
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Let  your  dbfeqnioas  nmger  fearch  aroand,  3  25 

Where  yellow  ihibbk  withers  on  the  ground  t 

Nor  wiU  the  roving  fpy  direft  in  v»n, 

But  numerous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 

When  the  meridian -fun -contrafts  the  ihade. 

And  friiking  heifers  fcek  the  cooling  glade  ;  330 

Or  when  tlie  country  floats  with  fudden  rains. 

Or  driving  mifts  deface  the  moiftcn'd  plaijM  5 

In  vain  his  toils  th*  unikilful  fowler  tries, 

While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  Hes. 

Nor  muft  the  f porting  verfe  the  gun  forbear,        355 
But  what 's  the  Fowler's  he  the  Mufe's  care.  . 
See  how  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  the  way  : 
The  fceni  grows  warm  ;  he  flops  ;  he  fprings  the  preyi 
The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  ftubbie  rife, 
And  on  fwift  wing  divide  the  founding  fkics  ;  340 

The  fcattering  lead  purfucs  the  certain  fight, 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  their  flight. 
Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  Winter's  hand 
Spreads  wide  herhoarj'  mantle  o'er  the  land; 
Now  to  the  copfe  thy  leflcr  fpaniel  take,  34^ 

Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch  and  force  the  brake ; 
Not  xlofeft  coverts  can  proteft  the  game  : 
Hark  !  the  dog  opens ;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
The  woodcock  flutters ;  "how  he  wavering  flies ! 
The  wood  refounds  :  he  wheels,  he  drops,  he  dies.  350 

The  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  fing, 
Who  terror  bears  upon  his  foaring  wing  : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hern  furvey, 
And  lofty  numbers  pamt  their  airy  fray. 
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TiUy  fpent  at  lad,  ihe  paots,  and  heaveg  for  breach. 
Then  lays  her  down»  and  waits  dev<N)ring  death. 

But  dzy,  adventurous  Mufe !  hail  thou  the  force 
To  wind  the  t willed  horn,  to  guide  the  borfe  ? 
To  keep  thy  feat  unmov'dy  hail  thou  the  (kill,         39* 
O'er  the  high  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Canil  thou  the  (lag's  laborious  chace  dire6l. 
Or  the  (Irong  fox  through  all  his  arts  dcuSt  ? 
The  theme  demands  a  more  experienc'd  lay : 
Ye  mighty  hunters  !  fpare  this  weak  eHTay.  395 

O  happy  plains,  remote  from  war*s  alarms. 
And  all  the  ravages  of  hoftile  arms  ! 
And  happy  ihepherds,  who,  fecure  from  fear. 
On  open  downs  preferve  your  fleecy  care  f 
Whofe  fpacious  barns  groan  with  increafiog  flore,    409 
And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor  I 
*    No  barbarous  fuldier,  bent  on  cruel  fpoil, 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  your  fertile  foil; 
No  trampling  deed  lays  wafle  the  ripen'd  grain. 
Nor  crackling  fires  devour  the  promised  gain  :  40$ 

No  flaming  beacons  cad  their  blaze  afar. 
The  dreadful  (ignal  of  invaiive  war  : 
No  trumpet's  clangor  wounds  the  mother's  car, 
Aod  calls  the  lover  from  his  fwooning  fair. 
.      What  happinefs  the  rural  maid  attends,  419 

',  lacbearful  labour  while  each  day  flie  fpends  ! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  has  fent, 
I  Ar^,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content 
'  (Such  happinefs,  and  fuch  unblemifli'd  fame. 
Ne'er  glad  the  bofom  of  the  courtly  dame)  :  41 5 

She 


16  GAY'S      POEMS. 

She  never  feels  the  fpleen's  imagmM  pains, 

Vot  melancholy  ibgnates  in  her  rms ; 

She  nerer  lofes  Hfe  in  dioagfadefs  cde. 

Nor  on  the  TclYct  conch  invites  difeafe ; 

Her  home-fpnn  dre^i  in  firaple  neatnefs  Hess,  429 

And  for  no  glaring  equipage  Ihc  fighs : 

Her  reputation,  which  is  all  l^r  hoaft. 

In  a  malidous  mBt  ne'er  was  loft ; 

No  midnight  mafi^uerade  her  beauty  wears, 

Amd  health,  not  paint,  the  fading  bloom  repairs.     425 

If  lovc*^  (ok  paflioo  in  her  bofom  reign. 

An  equal  poffion  warms  her  happy -Twain  ; 

No  hoflKbrcd  jars  her*qaiet  ftate  control. 

Nor  watchful  jealoofy  torments  her  foul; 

With  fecret  joy  flie  fees  her  little  race  439 

Hang  00  her  brcaft,  and  her  fmall  cottage  grace ; 

The  fleecy  ball-dieir  bofy  fingers  cull. 

Or  firom  the  fpindle  draw  the  lengthening  wool : 

Thus  flow  her  hoors  widi  conilant  peace  of  jnind, 

TSfl  age  the  kteft  diread  of  life  unwind.  455 

Te  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noife  and  ibrifc. 
The  kind  rcwarders  of  induftrious  life ; 
Tc  (hady  woods,  where  once  I  os'd  to  rore. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  Mufc  and  Love  ; 
Tennurmuring  ftrcams  that  in  maeandcrs  roll,  440 

The  fweet  compofers  of  the  penfive  foul ; 
f^arcwcll !  —  The  city  calls  me  firom  your  bowers : 
Pare  well,  amufing  thoughts  and  peacdul  hours ! 
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BOOK       L 

T  S I N  G  that  graceful  toy,  whpfe  waving  play 

"■■    With  gentle  gales  relieves  tli'.'  fultry  day ; 

Hot  the  wide  fan  by  Perfian  dames  difplay'dy 

Which  o'er  their  beauty  cafts  a  gratefiil  fliade ; 

Nor  tliat  long  kaown  in  China's  artful  land,  5 

Which,  while  it  cools  the  face,  fatigues  die*  liand: 

Nor  Ihall  the  Mufe  in  Afian  dim'ates  rove, 

To  feek  in  Indodan  fome  fpicy  grove. 

Where,  ilretcb*d  at  eafe,  tlie  panting  lady- lies. 

To  (hun  the  fervor  of  meridian  Ikies,  .  lO 

While  fweating  flaves  catch  every  breeze  of  air. 

And  witli  widc-fprcading  fans  refrefli  the  fair  j 

No  bufy  gnats  her  pleafing  dreams  moleft. 

Inflame  her  cheek,  or  ravage  o'er  her  breafl:  $ 

But  artificial  zephyrs  round  her  fly,  >  15 

T\rx\  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  Iky. 

Nor  fhall  Bermudas  long  the  Mufe  detain, 
Whufe  fragrant  forefts  bloom  in  Waller's  flrain, 
Where  l}rcathing  fweets  from  every  field  afcend. 
And  the  wild  woods  with  golden  apples  bend.  2» 

Yet  let  me  in  fome  odorous  fliade  repofe, 
Whilft  in  my  verfe  the  fair  palmetto  grows : 
L\kc  the  tall  pine  it  ihoots  its  ftately  head  ; 
r.Liii  the  broad  top  depending  branches  fpreadj 

C  a  N* 
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No  knotty  limbs  t\\c  taper  body  bears ;  25 

Hung  on  each  hough  a  iingle  leaf  appears, 

Which,  (hriverd  in  its  infancy,  remains 

Like  a  clos'd  fan,  nor  ftretches  wide  its  veins, 

Bur,  as  the  feafons  in  their  circle  run,. 

Opes  its  rihh'd  furface  to  the  nearer  fun  :  30 

I'cneatli  this  Ihade  the  weary  peafant  lies. 

Plucks  the  broad  leaf,  and  bids  the  breezes  rife. 

Stay,  wandering  Mufe  !  nor  rove  in  foreign  climes  ; 
To  thy  own  native  Ciorc  confine  thy  rhymes. 
Airrrt,  ye  Nine,  your  loftieft  notes  employ  5  35 

Say  what  celeftial  Ikill  contrived  the  toy  ; 
Sav  how  this  inftrument  of  Love  began. 
And  in  immortal  drains  difplay  the  Fan. 

Strephon  had  long  confefs'd  his  amorous  pain. 
Which  gay  Corinna  raiilied  with  difdain:  40 

Sometimes  in  broken  words  he  figh'd  his  care, 
Look'd  pale,  and  trembled  when  he  view'd  the  fair; 
With  bolder  freedoms  now  the  youth  advanc'd. 
He  drcfs'd,  l^e  Inugh'd,  he  fung,  he  rhym'd,  he  dancM; 
Now  calTd  more  powerful  preients  to  his  aid,  45 

And,  to  fdduce  the  miflrcfs,  brib'd  the  maid; 
Smooth  flartcry  in  her  foftcr  hours  apply 'd. 
The  fureft  charm  to  bend  the  force  of  pride  : 
But  dill  unmov'd  remains  the  fcornful  dame, 
Jnf uks  her  captive,  and  derides  his  flame.  50 

When  Streplion  faw  his  vows  difpers'd  in  air. 
He  fought  in  folitude  to  lofe  his  care  ; 
Relief  in  folieude  he  fought  in  vain, 
Ic  fcrv'd,  like  muflck,  but  to  feed  his  paia. 

To 
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To  Venus  now  the  flighted  Boy  complains,  55 

And  calls  the  Goddefs  in  thefe  tender  Arains  : 

O  potent  Q^een  f  from  Neptune's  empire  fprung^ 
IVhofc  glorious  birth  admiring  Nereids  iung, 
Who  'midft  the  fragrant  plains  of  Cyprus  rove, 
Whofe  radiant  prcfencc  gilds  the  Paphian  grove,        60 
Where  to  thy  name  a  thoufand  altars  rife, 
And  curling  clouds  of  incenfc  hide  the  ikies  : 
O  beauteous  Goddefs  I  teach  me  how  to  move, 
Infpire  my  tongue  with  eloquence  of  love  ! 
If  lofl  Adonis  e'er  thy  bofom  warm'd,  6$ 

If  e'er  his  eyes  or  godlike  figure  charm'd, 
Think  on  thofc  hours  when  firfl:  you  felt  the  dart. 
Think  on  the  refllefs  fever  of  thy  heart ; 
Think  how  you  pine  in  abfence  of  the  fwain  : 
By  thofe  uneafy  minutes  know  my  pain.  7^ 

Ev'n  while  Cydippe  to  Diana  bovvF, 
And  at  her  fhrine  renews  her  virgin  vows, 
The  lover,  taught  by  thee,  her  pride  o'ercame  j 
She  reads  his  oaths,  and  feels  an  equal  flame. 
Oh,  may  my  flame,  like  thine,  Acontius,  prove  !      75 
May  Venus  di£^ate,  and  reward  my  love  1 
When  crouds  of  fuitors  Atalanta  try'd, 
She  wealth  and  beauty,  wit  and  fame,  defy'dj 
Each  daring  lover  with  adventurous  pnce 
Purfued  his>  wifhes  in  the  dangerous  race;  80 

Like  the  fwift  hind,  the  bounding;  dainrd  flies, 
Sriains  to  the  goal,  the  diftanc'd  lover  dies. 
Hippomencs,  O  Venus  !  was  thy  care. 
You  taught  the  fwain  to  flav.  the  flying  fair  j  > 

C  3  T^ 
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Thy  golden  preftnt  caug^  the  virgin's  eyes ;  Z^ 

Rhe  (bopt  I  he  rulhes  oo,  aad  gains  the  prize. 

Say»  Cyprian  Deity,  what  gift,  what  an. 

Shall  humble  into  love  Corinna's  heart  ? 

If  only  fome  bright  toy  can  charm  her  fight, 

Taach  me  what  prefent  may  fufpend  her  flight..  9# 

Thus  the  defponding  youth  his  flame  declares :  • 

The  Goddefs  with  a  nod  his  pallion  hears. 

Far  in  Cythera  ilands  a  fpacious  grovcy 
Sacred  to  Venus  and  the  God  of  Love  : 
Here  the  luxuriant  myrtle  rears  her  head,  95^ 

Like  the  tall  oak  the  fragrant  branches  fpresid  1 
Here  Nature  all  her  fwccts  profufely  pours. 
And  paints  th'  enameFd  ground  with  various  flowers  $ 
Deep  in  the  gloomy  glade  a  grotto  bends, 
Wide  through  tiic  craggy  rock  an  arch  extends,       io» 
The  rugged  ftonc  is  cloath'd  with  mantling  vines. 
And  round  the  cave  the  creeping  woodbine  twines* 

Here  bufy  Cupids,  with  pernicious  art, 
Form  the  flifF  bow,  and  forge  the  fatal  dart ; 
All  ihare  the  toil ;  while  fome  the  bellows  ply,         1^5. 
Others  with  feathers  teach  the  fhafts  to  fly : 
Some  with  joint  force  whirl  round  the  flony  wheel. 
Where  flseams  the  fparkling  fire  firom  tempered  ileel^ 
Some  point  their  arrows  with  the  niceft  ikill, 
>Vnd  with  the  warlike  ftore  their  quivers  fill.  i;ni 

A  diiFerent  toil  another  forge  employs  : 
Here  the  loud  hammer  fafhions  female  toys  ; 
Hence  is  the  fair  with  ornament  fupply'd; 
^ince  fpring  the  glittering  implements  of  pride ; 

Each. 
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Each  trinket  that  adorns  the  modern  dame  1 15 

Ftrlt  to  thefe  little  aruft»  ow'd  its  frame ; 

Here  an  iin6ni0i*d  diamond  crof^let  lay^ 

To  which  foft  lovers  adoration  pay ; 

There  was  the  poliih'd  cryfbd  bottle  feen^ 

That  with  quick  fcents  revives  the  modi^  fpleen  |    120 

Here  the  yet  rude  unjointed  fnufif-box  lies, 

Which  ferves  the  railly'd  fop  for  fmart  replies  j 

Tliere  piUs  of  paper  rofe  in  gilded  reams* 

The  future  records  of  the  lover's  flames  j 

Here  clouded  canes  'midd  heaps  of  toys  are  found,  125 

And  inlaid  tweezer-c^fes  flrow  the  ground  ; 

There  ftands  die  toilette,  nurfery  of  charms, 

Compleacly  furniih'd  with  bright  Beauty's  arms  1 

The  patch,  the  powder-box,  pulville,  perfumes, 

Pins,  paint,  a  flattering  glafs,  and  black-lead  combs.  130 

The-  toilfomc  hours  in  different  labour  Aide, 
Some  work  tlic  file,  and  fome  the  graver  guidej 
From  the  loud  anvil  the  quick  blow  rebounds. 
And  their  raised  anas  defcend  in  tuneful  founds. 
Thus  when  Semiramis,  in  ancient  days,.  1^5 

Bide  Babylon  her  mighty  bulwarks  raifc, 
A  fwarm  of  labourers  different  taflts  attend  : 
Here  pullies  make  the  ponderous  oak  afcend; 
With  echoing  ftrokes  die  craggy  quarry  groans. 
While  there  the  chiird  forms  the  (hapelcrs  ftoncsj    140 
The  weighty  mallet  deals  refounding  blows. 
Till  the  proud  battlements  her  towers  enclofc. 

Now  Venus  mounts  her  car,  (he  (hakes  the  reins. 
And  rtcers  her  tui  ties  to  Cy tliera's  plains ; 
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Strait  to  the  grott  with  graceful  flep  fhe  goes,  145 

Her  loofe  ambroiial  hair  beliind  her  flows  : 

The  fwcUing  bellows  heave  for  breath  no  more  j 

All  drop  their  filent  hammers  on  the  floor ; 

In  deep  fufpence  the  mighty  labour  (lands  j 

While  thus  the  Goddefs  fpoke  her  mild  commands  r  150 

Induftrious  Loves  I  your  prefent  toils  forbear  j 
A  more  important  talk  derhands  your  care  : 
Long  has  the  fchcme  em  ploy 'd  my  thoughtful  mind. 
By  judgement  ripen'd,  and  by  time  refin'd. 
That  glorious  bird  have  ye  not  often  feen,  155 

Who  draws  the  car  of  the  celeftial  Q^ecn  ? 
Have  ye  not  oft*  furvey'd  his  varying  dyes. 
His  tail  all  gilded  o'er  with  Argus'  eyes  ? 
Have  ye  not  feen  him  in  a  funny  day 
Unfurl  his  plumes,  and  all  his  pride  difplay ;  i6« 

Then  fuddenly  contraft  his  dazzling  train, 
And  with  long-trailing  feathers  fweep  the  plain  i 
Learn  from  this  hinf,  let  this  inftruft  your  art ; 
Thin  taper  fticks  muft  from  one  centre  part : 
Xiet  thefe  into  the  quadrant's  form  divide,  16^5 

The  fpreading  ribs  with  fnowy  paper  hide  j 
Here  (hall  the  pencil  bid  its  colours  flow. 
And  make  a  miniature  creation  grow. 
Let  the  machine  in  equal  foldings  clofe, 
•'And  now  its  plaited  furface  wide  difpofc.  i7«o 

So  ihall  the  fair  her  idle  hand  employ, 
And  grace  each  motion  with  the  reftlefs  toy; 
With  various  play  bid  grateful  zephyrs  rife, 
While  Love  in  every  grateful  zeph}T  flics. 

The 
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The  maftcr  Ctipid  traces  out  the  lines,  175 

And  with  judicious  hand  the  draught  defigns  r 
Th*  ezpe^ng  Loves  with  joy  the  model  view, 
And  the  joint  labour  eagerly  purfuc. 
Some  flit  their  arrows  with  the  ntceft  art, 
And  into  flicks  convert  the  ihiver'd  dart ;  iSo 

The  breathing  bellows  wake  the  deeping  fire. 
Blow  off  the  cinders,  and  the  fparks  afpire ; 
Their  arrow's  point  they  foften  in  the  flame. 
And  founding  hammers  break  its  barbed  frame ; 
Of  this  the  little  pin  they  neatly  mold,  185 

From  whence  their  arms  the  fpreading  flicks  unfold ; 
In  equal  plaits  they  now  the  paper  beiid, 
And  at  juft  diftance  the  wide  ribs  extend ; 
Then  on  the  frame  they  mount  the  limber  Ikreen, 
And  finifli  inftantly  the  new  machine.  190 

Tiie  Godtlcfs,  pleas'd,  the  curious  work  receives, 
Remounts  her  chariot,  and  the  grotto  leaves ; 
With  the  light  Fan  fhc  moves  the  yielding  air. 
And  gales  till  then  unknown  play  round  the  fair. 

Unhappy  lovers,  how  will  ye  wrthftaml,  19; 

When  thefc  new  arms  fhall  grace  your  charmer's  hand? 
In  ancient  times,  when  maids  in  thought  were  pure, 
When  eyes  were  artlcfs,  and  the  look  demure; 
When  the  wide  ruff  the  well-turn'd  neck  inclob'd, 
And  heaving  brcafls  within  the  flays  repos'd;  20» 

When  the  clofc  hood  conceal'd  the  modefl:  ear, 
Ere  black-lead  combs  difown'd  the  virgin's  hairj 
Then  in  the  muffunaf^ive  fingers  lay, 
Nor  taught  tlic  Fan  in  fickle  forms  to  play. 

How 
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Kow  are  the  fcx  improvM  in  amorous  arts  f  205 

WhatTiew-fouud  fnares  they  bait  for  human  hearts  I 

When  kindling  war  the  ravaged  globe  ran  o'er. 
And  fattened  thirfty  plains  with  human  gore. 
At  firft,  the  brandiih'd  arm  the  javelin  threw, 
Of  Cent  wing'd  arrows  from  die  twanging  yew  f        2x0 
In  the  bright  air  the  dreadful  faukhion  &one. 
Or  whiftling  flings  difmifs'd  th*  uncertain  ftonc- 
Now  men  thofc  lefs  deftru6live  arms  defpife  j 
Wide-wafteful  death  from  tl>undcriog  cannon  flics  : 
One  hour  with  more  battalions  flrows  the  plain,       215 
Than  were  of  yore  in  weekly  battles  flain. 
So  Love  with  fatal  airs  the  nymph  fupplie9. 
Her  drefs  difpofes,  and  directs  her  eyes. 
The  bofbm  now  its  panting  beauties  fliows  ; 
Th*  cxperienc'd  eye  rcfiftlefs  glances  throws;  S20 

Kow  vary'd  patches  wander  o'er  the  face, 
And  ftrike  each  gazer  with  a  borrowed  grace; 
The  flckle  head-drefs  finks,  and  now  afpires 
A  towery  front  of  lace  on  branching  wires ; 
The  curling  hair  in  tortur'd  ringlets  flows,  275. 

Or  round  the  face  in  labour*d  order  grows. 

How  fliall  I  foar,  and  on  uaweary  wing 
Trace  varying  habits  upward  to  their  fpring  ! 
What  force  of  thought,  wlvat  numbers,  can  cxprefs 
Th*  inconftant  equipage  of  female  drefs  !  230 

How  the  flrait  (lays  the  flcnder  waifl;  conflraini 
How  to  adjuft  die  manteau's  fweeping  train  1 
What  fancy  can  the  petticoat  furround, 
Widi  the  capacious  hoop- of  whale-bone  bound! 

a  But 
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Btttflay,  prefumptuous  Mufe !  nor  boldly  dare   23^ 
The  coilette^s  facred  myileries  declare. 
,  Let  a  jiift  dHbnce  be  to  beauty  p^d; 
Nooe  here  muft  enter  but  the  trufty  mad. 
Sboald  you  the  wardrobe's  magazine  rehearfe. 
And  g1o(2y  manteaas  ruftle  in  thy  verfe  t  240 

Should  you  the  rich  brocaded  fait  unfold, 
\\1iere  riiing  flowers  grow  (tiff*  with  frofted  gold*i 
The  dazzled  Mufe  would  from  her  fubjed  (hray»- 
And  in  a  maze  of  fiiihionsioic  her  way. 
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/^LYMPUS'  gates  unfold;  in  Heaven's  high  towers 

^^  Appear  in  council  all  th*  immortal  powers. 

Great  Jove  above  the  reft  exalted  fate, 

And  in  his  mind  revolv'd  fuccecding  fate ; 

His  lawful  eye  with  ray  fuperior  (hone  j  5 

The  thunder-grafping  eagle  guards  his  throne  j 

On  filver  clouds  the  great  aflcmbly  laid. 

The  whole  creation  at  one  view  furveyM, 

But  fee  !  fair  Venus  comes  in  all  her  ftate  ; 
The  wanton  Loves  and  Graces  round  her  wait ;  10 

With  her  loofe  robe  officious  Zephyrs  play. 
And  ftrew  with  odoriferous  flowers  the  way  ? 
In  her  right  hand  fhe  waves  the  fluttering  Fan ; 
And  thus  in  melting  founds  her  fpeech  began  : 

Aflcmbled  Powers'    who  fickle  mortals  guide,        15 
Who  o'er  the  fea,  the  flcies,  and  earth,  prefide  j 
Ye  fountains  !  whence  all  human  blefTings  flow, 
Who  pour  your  bounties  on  the  world  below ; 
Bacchus  firft  rais'd  and  prun'd  the  climbing  vine, 
And  taught  the  grape  to  ftream  with  generous  wine;  so 
Induftrious  Ceres  tam'd  the  favage  ground. 
And  pregnant  fields  with  golden  harvefls  crown'dj 
Flora  with  bloomy  fweets  enrich'd  the  year  j 
And  fruitful  Autumn  is  Pomona's  care. 

Ifii(l 
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I  firft  taught  woman  to  fubdue  mankind,  15 

And  all  her  native  charms  with  drefs  refin'd  r 
Celeftial  Synod!  this  machine  furvey, 
That  (hades  the  face,  or  bids  cool  Zephyrs  play; 
If  confcious  bluihes  on  her  check  arife. 
With  this  (he  veils  them  from  her  lover's  eycsj  39 

No  Icvcl'd  glance  betrays  her  aniorous  heart. 
From  the  Fan's  ambuih  (he  dire6^s  the  dart. 
The  royal  fceptrc  ihines  in  Juno's  hand, 
And  twided  thunder  fpeaks  great  Jove's  command ; 
On  Pallas'  arm  the  Gorgon  ihield  appears,  35 

And  Neptune's  mighty  grafp  the  trident  bears  j 
Ceres  is  with  the  bending  (ickle  fecn, 
And  the  flrong  bow  points  out  the  Cynthian  Queen ; 
Henceforth  the  waving  Fan  my  hands  (hall  grace, 
Tlie  waving  Fan  fupply  the  fceptre's  place.  49 

Who  (hall,  ye  Powers!  the  forming  pencil  hold  ? 
What  frory  (hall  the  wide  machine  unfold  ? 
Let  Loves  and  Graces  lead  the  dance  around. 
With  mynle-vvreaths  and  flowery  chaplets  crown'd ; 
Let  Cupid's  arrow  ftrovv  the  fmiling  plains  4^ 

With  unrefiiling  nymphs  and  amorous  fwains : 
Mav  glbwing  pictures  o'er  the  furface  fliine, 
To  melt  (low  virgins  wicU  a  warm  dcfign  ! 
Diana  rofe,  with  filver  crefccnt  crown'd. 
And  fixM  her  modeft  eyes  upon  the  ground;  50 

Then  with  becoming  mien  (he  rais'd  her  head. 
And  thus  with  graceful  voice  the  virgin  faid  : 

Has  woman  then  forgot  all  former  wiles. 
The  watchful  ogle,  and  delufive  fmiles  ? 

Docs 
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Docs  man  againfk  her  charms  too  powerful  prove  ?     55 

Or  arc  the  lex  grown  novices  in  love  ? 

Why  then  thefe  arms?  or  why  ihould  artful  eyes. 

From  this  fUghc  amhuih,  conquer  by  furprize  ? 

No  guilty  thou^t  the  fpotlefs  virgin  knows. 

And  o'er  her  cheek  no  confcious  crimfon  glows.        60 

Since  blufhcs  then  from  fhame  alone  arife, 

'Why  thould  we  veil  tliem  from  her  lover's  eyes  ? 

=  Let  Cupid  rather  give  up  his  command^ 
And  truft  his  arrows  in  a  female-  hand. 

'  Have  not  the  Gods,  already  cherifb'd  pride^  65 

And  woman  widi  defb:u£live  arms  fupply'd  ? 
Keptune  on  her  l^ftows  his  choice  (I  llores, 

:  For  her  tlie  chambers  of  the  deep  explores ; 
The  gapiog  ihell  its  pearly  charge  reiigns. 
And  round  her  neck  the  lucid  bracelet  twines  :  70 

Plutus  for  her  Inds  eartli  its  wealth  unfold. 
Where  the  warm  ore  is. ripen *d  into  gold; 

*  Or  where  the  ruby  reddens  in  the  foil, 
Wliere  the  green  emerald  pays  tlie  fearcher's  toil. 
Does  not  the  diamond  fparkle  in  her  ear,  75 

Glow  on  her  liand,  and  tremble  in  her  hair  ? 
From  tlic  gay  nympli  the  gUncing  ludre  fiies, 
Aiiii  imitates  the  lightning  of  her  eyes. 
But  yet,  it  Venus'  wiflies  muft  iucceed. 
And  this  fantaltic  engine  be  decreed,  lo 

May  I'onie  chafte  fh>ry  from  tlie  pencil  flow. 
To  I'pcak.  the  virgin's  joy,  and  Hymen's  woe  I 
Here  let  the  wretched  Ariadne  Hand, 
rduQ'd  by  Thefcus  to  foaic  defan  laod> 

Her 
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Her  locks  iiibeyelM  wtTing  in  die  wbd,  85 

The  cryAal  tean  confefs  her  tortur'd  mind. 
The  pcrjor*d  youth  unfurls  his  treacherout  faiU, 
And  their  white  bdfomt  catch  die  fnrtUing  gales. 
Be  Aiill  y€  wmda,  flie  cries;  fby,  Thefeuty  ftay ! 
Bttt  faidikia  Thcfeu«  hears  no  ttiore  than  thef.  ^ • 

AH  dtfperatt,  to  fome  craggy  cliiF  ibt  Hies, 
And  fprcadt  t  well-luwwn  iignal  in  the  ikies ; 
His  kdcSHig  Ytfkl  plows  the  foamy  maift  { 
^  fighsy  (he  callsy  fte  wares  the  iign  in  Taio. 

Paint  Dido  there  amidft  her  laft  -dilhefs*  9$ 

Pale  cheeks  and  hlood-ihoc  eyes  her  grief  exprefs  : 
Deep  in  her  brcaft  the  reeking  fword  is  drown'd  $ 
And  gttfhing  blood  {brcains  purple  from  tiie  wound  1 
Her  lifter  Anna  iMMrering  o'er  her  ftands, 
Accufes  Hcaren  with  lifted  eyes  and  hands,  loo 

Upbraids  the  Trojan  with  repeated  cries. 
And  nuxes  curfes  with  her  broken  fighs. 
View  this,  ye  maids;  and  then  each  fwain  believe; 
They  're  Trojans  all,  and  vow  but  to  deceive. 

Here  draw  Oenonc  in  the  lonely  grove,  §©5 

IVlicrc  Paris  iirft  bctrayM  her  into  love  : 
Let  withered  garlands  hang  on  every  bough. 
Which  the  f alfe  youth  wove  for  Ocnone's  brow ; 
Tui  garlands  loie  their  fweets,  theif  pride  is  flied. 
Aid  like  tlieir  odours  all  his  vows  are  fled.  ifo 

On  her  fair  arm  her  peniive  head  (he  lays, 
Aati  Xantbus'  waves  with  moumfixl  look  furveys  ; 
Tna:  flood  which  witnefs'd  his  inConftant  flame, 
WUn  thus  he  fwore^  and  won  the  yielding  dame: 

**Thefc 
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Her  naked  bofom  wanton  trefles  grace,  145 

And  gjowing  expectation. paints  her  face; 

0*cr  her  fai|;  limbs  a  thin.loofe  veil  is  fpreaci 

(Stand  off?  ye  fliepherds.;  fear  A6taeon's  head  !)  : 

Let  vigorous  Pan  th'  unguarded  minute  fcize, 

Ar.d  in  a  Ihaggy  goat  the  virgin  pleafc.  1^9 

Why  arc  curYecrcts  by  r4ir  blufhcs  fhown  ? 

Virgins  arc  virgins  flill — while  *tis  unknown. 

There  with  juft  warnuh  Aurora's  palTion  trace. 
Let  fpreading  crimi'on  (lain  her  virgin  face. 
See  Ccplialus  Iicr  wanron  airs  dcfpife,  155 

While  (he  provokes  him  with  defiring  eyes; 
To  raife  liis  pafHon,  ihe  difplay^  her  charfus. 
His  modcft  hanvl  uprn  her  boL'm  warms  : 
Nor  looks,  nor  :.;  ayers,  nor  i orcc,  his  heart  perfuade; 
Bur  with  difdain  he  quits  the  roly  rnaid.  160 

H«.rc  let  dilTolvini;  Leda  grace  t.l;c  toy, 
V/arni  clictks^nd  heaving  breads  n  veal  her  j»y; 
Bcncarh  the.prclliDg  I'wan  Ihe  pants  tjr-air, 
V.'l.ilc  with  hib  fluttering  wings  he  tans  the  fair. 
Tiitre  let  all-con([ucring  gold  exert  its  power,  165 

Ar,tl  fuftcn  Danae  in  a  glittering  (hower. 

\\ould  you  warn  Beauty  not  to  chcrifli  pride. 
Nor  vainly  in  the  treacherous  bloom  confide, 
(.;.  the  machine  the  fage  Minerva  place, 
''V;th  lineaments  of  wiAlom  mark  her  face.  17^ 

i'.L',  where  Ihe  li.*  near  fome  tranfparcnt  flood, 
Af.il  v/ith  her  pi|)e  cheers  the  refounding  wood  : 
Htr  image  in  the  floating  glafs  flie  fpies, 
il;r  bloated  checks,  woin  lips,  and  iluivcl'd  eyc«; 

Vol.  I.  D  SW 
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She  breaks  the  guilclefs  pipe,  and  with  difdain         175 

Its  (harterVl  ruias  flings  upon  the  plain ; 

With  the  loud  reed  no  more  her  check  ihall  fwell. 

What!  fpoil  her  face  I  No.  Warbligg  flrafnSy  farewclL 

Shall  arts,  Ihall  fciences,  employ  the  fair  ? 

Thofe  trifles  are  beneath  Minerva's  care.  iSo 

Fcpm  Venus  let  her  Icarji  the  married  life. 

And  all  the  virtuous  duties  of  a  wife. 

Here  on  a  couch  extend  the  Cyprian  dame. 

Let  her  eye  fparkle  with  the  glowing  flame; 

The  God  of  War  within  her  clinging  arms  .  1S5 

Sinks  on  her  lips,  and  kindles  all  her  charms. 

Paint  limping  Vulcan  with  a  hufband's  care. 

And  let  his  brow  the  cuckold's  honours  wear ; 

Beneath  the  net  the  captive  lovers  place, 

Their  limbs  entangled  in  a  clofe  embrace.  190 

Let  thefe  amours  adorn  the  new  machine. 

And  female  nature  on  tlie  piece  be  feen ; 

So  fiiall  the  fair,  as  long  as  Fans  fliall  lafl. 

Learn  from  your  bright  examples  to  be  chade^ 
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'HpHUS  Momus  fpi^e.    When  fage  Minehra  lofei 
-^    From  her  fw«et  Jips  fmoodi  docution  flows  i 
Her  ikilful  hind  an  ivory  pallet  graifd. 
Where  ftining  colours  were  in  order  ]^c'd. 
At  Gods  are  blefs'd  mdi  a  fnperior  ikiUy  .  5 

Andy  fwift  as  mortal  thought^  -perform  their  will  { 
Straight  flie  propofes,  by  her  art  divine, 
7o  bid  the  pnnt  exprefs  her  great  deiign. 
Th'  aflembled  Powers  confenr.    She  how  began. 
And  her  creating  pencil  fbdn'd  the  Fan.  10 

0*er  the  fair-field  trees  fpread,  and  rivers  ilow. 
Towers  rear  their  heads,  and  diftant  mountains  grow ; 
Life  feems  to  move  within  the  glowing  veins. 
And  in  each  face  feme  Hvely  paiHon  reigns. 
Thus  have  I  (een  woods,  hills,  and  dales  appear,       15 
Flocks  graze  the  plains,  Inrds  wing  the  filent  air. 
In  darkcn'd  rooms,  where  light  can  only  pafs 
Through  the  fmall  circle  of  a  convex  glafs  | 
On  the  white  flieet  the  moving  figures  rife. 
The  foreA.  waves,  clouds  float  along  the  fkies.  20 

•She  various  fables  on  the  piece  deiign'd. 
That  fpoke  the  follies  of  the  female  kind. 
The  fate  of  pride  in  Niobe  fhe  drew 
(Be  wife,  ye  nymfdis,  that  fcornful  vice  fubdue), 
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Thk  rentier (ifters,  bath'd  in  grief,  appear  55  ^ 

With  fable  garments  and  diflicvcVd  hair, 

And  o'er  their  gafping  brother*;  weeping  ftood  ;  - 

Sbmc  with  their  trelTes  ftopt  the  gufhing  blood  j 

They  ftrivc  to  ftay  the  fleeting  life  too  late,   • 

And  in  the  pious  a£bion  (hare  their  fate.  66  ' 

Now  the  proud  daoie,  overcome  by  trembling  fear, 

With  her  wide  robe  prote6^$  her  only  care ;  ' 

To  favc  her  only  care  in  vain  fhe  tries, 

Clofc  at  her  feet  the  lateft  viftim  dies. 

DMtm  her  fair  cheek  the  trickling  forrow  flows,*        6  j  ' 

Like  dewy  /pangles  on  the  blu flung  rofe; 

Fixt  in  aftoniflsment,  flie  weeping  floods 

The  plain  all  purple  with  her  children's  blood  5 

She  (HfFens  with  her  woes  j  no  more  her  hair' 

Iipcafy  ringlets  wantons  in  the  air  j  70 

Morion  forfakes  her  eyes*  her  veins  are  dry'd, 

And  beat  no  longer  with  the  fanguine  tide  j 

All  life  is  fled  j  -firm  marble  now  flie  grows, 

Which  dill  in  tears  the  mother's  anguifli  fliou'^. 

Ye  haughty  fair,  your  painted  Fans  difplay,  75 

And  the  juft  fate  of  lofty  pride  furvey. 
Though  lovers-  oft*  extol  j'our  beauty's  power, 
And  in  celcllial  fimiHcs  adore  j 
Though  from  your  features  Cupid  borrows  arms, 
And  GoddclTcs  confefs"  inferior  charms ;  Z^ 

I>o  not,  vain  maid,  the  flattering  tale  believe, 
Alike- thy  lovers  and  thy  glafs  deceive. 

Here  lively  colours  Procris*  pafTion  tell,^ 
Who  to  her  jcalousf«ars-a  vicUm-fell, 
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Heft  kotth  the  trembling  fauBter  o'er  his  wife*         ij^ 

Who  rolls  her  (ickeDiog  eyes,  and  gafps  for  life: 

Her  drooping  head  upon  her  ihoulder  lies. 

And  purple  gore  her  fnowy  bofom  dyes. 

What  guilty  what  horror,  on  hi*  £ice  appears  I 

See,  his  red  eye-lid  feems  to  fwell  with  tears ;  )• 

With  agony  his  wringing  hands  he  ftnuns. 

And  ifanong  coavuUIons  ftretch  his  branching  veins. 

Learn  hence,  ye  wives  !  bid  vain  fufpicion  ceafe, 
Lofe  not,  in  fullen  difcootent,  your  peace. 
For^  when  fierce  love  to  jealoufy  ferments,  95 

A  thoufand  doubts  and  fears  the  foul  invents  $ 
No  more  tlie  days  in  pleaiing  eonverfe  flow. 
And  nights  no  more  their  foft  endearments  know» 

There  on  the  piece  the  Volfcian  Qj^n  expir'd. 
The  love  of  fpoils  her  female  bofom  fir'd.  io« 

Gay  Chloreus'  arms  attrad  her  longing  eyes. 
And  for  the  painted  plume  and  helm  ihe  fighs  s 
Fearlefs  the  follows,  bent  on  gaudy  pcey. 
Till  an  ill-fated  dart  ob(lru£b  her  way ; 
Down  drops  the  martial  maid ;  the  bloody  ground   105 
Floats  with  a  torrent  from  the  purple  wound  t  . 
The  mournful  nymphs  her  droc^ng  head  fulbiuy 
And  try  to  flop  the  gufhing  life  in  vain. 

Thus  the  raw  maid  fome  uwdry  coat  (wnrtjt. 
Where  the  fop's  fancy  in  embroidery  plays ;  tt# 

Bis  fnowy  feather,  edg'd  with  crimfon  dyes» 
And  his  bright  fword-knot,  lure  her  wandering  eycsf 
Fring'd  gloves  and  gold  brocade  confpirc  to  noftf 
Till  the  nymph  falls  a  facrifice  to  lore* 

5  Hoe 
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Here  young^NarcHrus  o'er  the  fountain  (body       i 
And  TiewVl  his  image  in  the  cryftal  flood; 
The  cryilal  flboid  reflefb  bis  lorely  eharms. 
And  the  pieas'd  image  drives  to  meet  his  arms. 
No  nymph  his  uneiperienc'd  bread  fubdued. 
Echo  in  Tain  the  flying  boy  purfaedy  it% 

Himfelf  alone  the  fooHlb  youth  admires^ 
And  with  food  look  the  fmiling  fliade  defires : 
O'er  the  fmooth  lake  with  fruitlefs  tears  he  grieres. 
His  fpreading  fingers  flioot  in  Terdant  leaves. 
Through  his  pale  veins  gieen  fap  now  gently  flows,  115 
And  in  a  ihort-liv'd  flower  his  beauty  blows. 

Let  vain  Narciflvis  warn  each  female  bread. 
That  beauty 's  but  a  tranfient  good  at  bed. 
Like  flowers,  it  withers  with  th*  advancing  year ; 
And  age,  like  winter,  robs  the  blooming  fair.  13© 

Oh,  Araminta !  ceafe  thy  wonted  pride, 
Nor  longer  in  thy  faitlilefs  charms  confide; 
Ev'n  while  the  glafs  rcfledls  thy  fparkling  e^^es, 
Their  ludre  and  thy  rofy  colour  flics  ! 

Tl\us  on  the  Fan  the  breathing  figures  fliine,         135 
And  all  the  powers  applaud  the  wife  defign. 

The  Cyprian  Queen  the  painted  gift:  receives. 
And  with  a  grateful  bow  the  fynod  leaves. 
To  the  low  world  (he  bends  her  fteepy  way, 
Vlicrc  Strephon  pafs'd  the  folitary  day.  140 

:.e  found  him  in  a  melancholy  grove, 

i^  down-cad  eyes  betrayM  defponding  love  ; 

ic  wounded  bark  confefi'd  his  (lighted  flame, 

id  every  tree  bore  falfe  Corinna*s  name } 

D  4  In 
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Gtf  France  (hall  make  the  Fan  her  artift's  carf,        1^7  y 

And  with  the  coftly  trinket  arm  the  fak.« 

As  learned,  orators,  that  touch  the  hcarr. 

With  various?  aftbn  jaife  tlieir  foothing  art,' 

Both  head  and  hand  afftQ:  the  liflening.  throng. 

And  humour  ^ach  cxpreilion  of  -the  tongue  -;  1 80^ 

Saihall  each  pailion  by  the  Fan  be  feen. 

From  noify  anger  to  the  fullen  fpleen* 

While  Venus  fpokc,  joy  ihone  in  Strephon's  eyes  ; 
Proud  of  the  gift,  he  to  CorinnaflTes. 
But  Cupid  (who  delights  in  amorous  ill,  185^ 

Wounds  hearts,  and  leaves  them  to  a  woman's  will) 
With  certain  aim  a  golden  arrow  drew, 
Which  to  Leander's  panting  bofom  flew. 
Leander  lov'd ;  and  to  the  fprightly  dame 
In  gentle  fighs  reveal *d  his  growing  fljfme  :  190** 

Sweet  fmiles  Corinna  to  his  (ighs  returns, 

And  for  the  fop  in  equal  paflion  burns. 
Lo,  Strephon  comes  !  and,  with  a  fuppliant  bow. 

Offers  the  prefent,  and  renews  his  vow. 
When  flic  the  fate  of  Niobe  beheld,-  195  . 

Why  has  my  pride  againft  my  heart  rebellM  ? 

She  fighing  cry*d.     Difdain  forfook  her  breaft. 

And  Strephon  now  was  thought  a  worthy  gueft. 
In  Procris'  bofom  when  Ihe  faw  the  dart. 

She  juftly  blames  her  own  fufpicious  heart,  200' 

Imputes  her  difcontent  to  jealous  fear. 

And  knows  her  Strephon's  conflancy  fmcere. 
When  on  Camilla's  fate  her  eye  flie  turns. 

No  more  for  (how  and  equipage  (he  burns : 

»  She 
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SIm  Ittmt  LMQilcff't  ptflkm  t»  ilefpife^  905 

AmI  looks  on  oBciit  wkb  <if£ceniiiig  eyesi. 

NArcilFui'  change  to  the  vain  visgtik  ftmut^ 
Who  truftt  to  beauty^  tmfts  the  fHiaig  xsieu 
Youth  flies  a^ace*  with  youth  your  beauty  fies  ; 
XjOm  then,  ye  ▼irgins»  eve  the  blofinft  dies.  ai» 

Thus  Pallas  Uught  her*    Sorepfaon  n 
And  UymeA's  tocdi  ditfms^'d  the  bn^^hnA  i 
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T    H    E      P    R    O    E    ME 

^  T  O      T  H.E 

COURTEOUS    READER. 

/^  R  E  A  T  marvel  hath  it  been  (and  ihat  not  un- 
^^  wonhily)  to  diverfe  worthy  wits,  that  in  tliis  our 
Ifland  of  Brirain,  in  all  rar<^  fciencesTo  greatly  abouml- 
ing,  more  efpecidly  in  all  kinds  of  Pocfy  highly  flou- 
liihing,  no  Poet  (though  otherwife  of  notable  cunning 
in  roundelays)  hath  •  hit.  an .  the  'right  -fin^ple  Eclogue 
after  the  true  ancient  guife  o[  Theocritus,  before  this 
mine  attempt. 

Other  Poet  travailing  in  this  plain  higluvay  of  Paf- 
^oul  know  I  , none.  Yet,  xertes,  fucli  it. behoved  a 
Paftoral  to-be,  as  Nature  in  the  country  afFordethj.  an4 
ihc  manners. alTo  meet] y  copliid  from  the  ruftical  folk 
therein.  In  tliis  alfo  my  love  to  my  native  country 
Briuin  much  pricketh  me  forward,  to  .dcfcribe  aright 
■  <hc  manners  of  our  own  honed  and  laborious  plough- 
nvcn,  in  no-  wife  .Cure  more  unvvortliy-a  Britifli  Poet's 
imitation,  than  thcfe  of  Sicily  or  Arcadie  j  albeit,  not 
ignorant  I  am,  witat  a  rout  and  rabblemeni  ^f  critical 
pllimawfry  hadi  been  made  of  late, days. by  certain 

youpg 
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**  As  cue  who  long  in  populous  city  pent^ 
^  Where  houfes  thick  amd  fewers  annoy  the  air, 
^  Forth  iiiuing  on  a  fummer's  morn  to  breathe 
^  Among  the  plcafant  villages  and  farms 
.     **  Adjoin'dy  ^m  each  thing  met  conceives  delight  1 
**  The  fmell  of  grain  or  tedded  grafs  or  kine 
**  Or  dairy,  each  rural  %ht,  each  rural  found." 

Thou  wilt  not  find  my  (hepherdelTes  idly  piping  on 
ttten  reeds,  but  milking  the  kine,  tying  up  the  iheaves, 
or  if  the  hogs  are  aftray  driving  them  to  the  flyes. 
My  ihephcrd  gathereth  none  other  nofegays  but  what 
are  the  growth  of  our  own  fields ;  he  fleepeth  not  under 
myrtle  (hades,  but  under  a  hedge ;  nor  doth  he  vigi* 
hotly  defend  his  flocks  from  wolves,  becaufe  there  arc 
■one,  ai  maider  Spenfcr  well  obferveth  : 

'*  Well  is  known  that  fince  the  Saxon  king 
•*  Never  was  wolf  feen,  many  or  fome 
**  Nor  in  all  Kent  nor  in  Chridendom," 

For  as  much  as  I  have  mentioned  maider  Spenfer, 
Ibothly  I  muft  acknowledge  him  a  bard  of  fweeteft  nic- 
■orial.  Yet  hath  Ins  IL;  pherd*8  boy  at  fome  times 
cufed  his  ruftic  reed  to  rhymes  more  rumbling  than 
iWaL  Divcrfc  grave  points  alfo  hath  he  handled  of 
irchly  matter,  and  doubts  in  religion  daily  arifing,  to 
|Rat  clerks  only  appertaining.  What  liketh  me  beft 
■c  his  names,  indeed  right  fimplc  and  meet  for  the 
-Motry,  fuch  as  Lobbiii,  Cuddy,  Hobbinol,  Diggoni 
-^^  others,  fome  of  which  I  have  made  bold  to  borrow. 

Moreover. 
4  * 
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Moreaycr,  as  he  called  hh  Eclogues,  the  "dephcfciJs 
"  calendar,"  and  divided  the  fame  into  twelve  months, 
I  have  chofen  (perkd venture  not  over-ralhly)  to  name 
mine  by  the  days  of  the  week,  omitting  Sunday  or  tlic 
Sabbath,  ours  being  fuppbfed  to  be  chriftian  fbepherds, 
and  to  be  then  at  church- woffliip.  Yet  further  of  many 
of  maifter  Spenfer's  Eclogues  it  may  be  obfcrvcd ; 
though  months   tl^y   be  called,  of  .the  £aid  .months 

•  therein  nothing  is  fpecified  ;  wherein.  I  ha\*c  alfo  cfteera- 
ed  him  worthy  nunc  imitation. 

That  principally,  courteous  reader,  whereof  I  would 
^  have  thee  to  be  advertifeJ, ,  (feeing  I  depart  from  die 
vulgar  ufage)  is  touching  .the  language  of  my  (hcp^ 
herds  i  which  is,  foothly  to  fay,  fuch  as  is  neither  fpoken 
by  the  country  maiden  or  the  courtly  dame ;  nay,  not 
-  only  fuch.-as  in  tlie  pfefent  times  is  not  uttered,  hut 
was  never  uttered  in  times  pad ;  and,  if  I  judge  aright, 

•  will  never  be  utteied  in  times  future  :  it  having  too 
m.uch  of  the  country  to  be  fit  for  the  court,  too  -much 
of  4:he  jcourt  •  to  be  fit  for  ilie  country ;  ..too  nnieh 
of  the  language  of  oUl  times  to.  l)e  tkfor  the  prcfcnt, 
too  much  of  tiie  pivei'ent  to  have  becA-  fit  for  the  old, 
and, too  much  of  both  to  be  fit  for  ax)y  ume  to  come. 
Granted  alfo  it  is,  tint  in  this,  my  language,  1  fecm 
unto  myfelf  as  jl  London.,  maibn/.  who  calculatetK  liis 
work  for  a  teem,  of  years,  when.  he.  buildethwith-okl 
materials  upon  a.ground-rent  that  is  not  hisown,  wMch 
foon  turns  to  rubbifh  and  ruins.  For  .this, potnt,  no 
reafon  can  I  alleiige>  only  deep-learned. eniaxDflfifi  having 
led  me  thereunto. 

But 
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But  here  again  much  comfort  arifeth  in  me,  from 
the  hopes,  in  that  I  conceiye,  when  thefe  words  in  the 
courfe  of  traniitory  things  (hall  decay,  it  may  fo  hap, 
ifl  meet  time,  that  fome  lover  of  (implicity  (hall  arife, 
who  Ihall  have  the  hardinefs  to  render  thefe  miue 
Eclogues  into  fuch  modern  dialect  as  ihall  he  then  un- 
derftoody  to  wluch  end,  glofTes  and  explications  of  un* 
couth  pftftoral  terms  are  annexed. 

Gentle  Reader,  turn  over  the  leaf,  and  entertain 
thyfelf  with  the  profpe£l  of  thine  own  country,  Tunned 
by  the  painful  Ivand  of 

Thy  loving  countryman, 

JOHN    GAY. 
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TO.THB  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE 

LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKEL 

T    O,  I  who  crft  beneath  a  tree 

-**'  Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowzybce, 

And  Blouzelind  and  Marian  bright^ 

In  apron  blue  or  apron  white, 

Vow  write  my  fonnets  inz  book,  5 

For  my  good  lord  of  Bolingbroke. 

As  lads  and  lafTes  flood  around 
To  hear  my  boxen  hautboy  found, 
Our  clerk  came  porting  o'er  the  green 
rWith  doleful  tidings  of  the  queen  i  10 

That  queen,  he  faid,  to  whom  we  owe 
Sweet  peace  that  maketb  riches  floixj ; 
That  queen,  who  eas'd  our  tax  of  late. 
Was  dead,  alas !— and  lay  in  flate. 

At  this,  in  tears  was  Cicely  feen,  f^ 

Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean. 
An  doleful  dumps  ftbod  every  clown, 
The  parfon  rent  bis  band  and  gown. 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  that  death 
Had  fnatch'd  queen  Anne  to  Elzabetb,  ^o 

I  broke  my  reed,  and,  fighing,  fworc, 
I  *d  weep  for  Blouzelind  no  more, 

^  z  While 
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While  thus  wc  ftood  as  in  a  ftound. 

And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew,  the  ground, 

F.ujl  foon  by  bpnefire  j^nd  by  bell  .      ^5 

Wc  learnt  our  Liege  Was  paffing  w<*lL 

A  Ikilful  leach  (fo  God  him  fpced) 

They  faid  had  wrought  this  bleflcd  deed. 

This  leach  Arbutlono*  was  yclept. 

Who  many  a  night  not  once  had  flept ;  39 

But  watch'd  our  gracious.  Sovereign  dill ; 

For  who  could  rell  when  fhe  was  ill  ? 

Oh,  may*ft  thou  henceforth  fweetly  fleep! 

Sheer,  fwains,  oh  Iheer  your  fofteft  Ihcep, 
,  To  fwell  his  couch  j  for,  well  I  wqcn,  35 

'  He  fav*d  the  realip,  who  fav'd  the  Q^ieen. 
Quoth  I,  pleafe  God,  I  '11  hyc  with  glee 

To  court,  this  Arbuthnot  to  fee. 

I  fold  my  fhcep  and  lambkins  too, 

for  filver  loops  and  garment  blue ;  .40 

My  boxen  hautboy,  fwcei;  of  found,  » 

For  lace  that  edg'd  mine  hat  around ; 

For  Lightfoot  and  my  fcrip,  I  got 

A  gorgeous  fword,  and  eke  a  Knot; 
-  ^    So  fonh  I  far'd  to  court  with  fpeed,  45 

Of  foldier's  drumwithouten  dreed; 

For  peace  allays  the  ihepherd's  fea^ 

Of  wearing  cap  of  grenadier. 
There  faw  I  ladies  all  s^-row, 
Y  ^Before  their  Qpeen  in  feemly  (how.  50 

No  more  |*ll  fmg  Euxoma  brown. 

Like  goldtinch  in  hev  3uQday  gownj 
.    .  r  .  Nor 
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Nor  Clumiilis,  ttor  Marian  bright. 

Nor  damfel  that  Hobnelia  hight. 

But  Lanfdowne,  frcfh  as  flower  of  May,  5  5 

And  Berkeley,  lady  blithe  and  gay ; 

And  Anglefea,  whofe  fpeech  exceeds 

The  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds; 

And  blooming  Hyde,  with  eyes  fo  rare  } 

And  Montague  beyond  compare  :  4o 

Such  ladies  fair  would  I  depaint. 

In  rouhdelay  or  fonnet  quaint. 

There  many  a  worthy  wight  1  've  fccn. 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  green  : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear,  65 

Like  ^fofes,  in  our  bibles  fair  ; 
WIk>  for  our  trafl5ck  forms  defigns, 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mines. 
Now,  fliepherds,  clip  j'our  fleecy  care  ; 
Ye  maids,  your  fpinning-wheels  prepare ;  70 

Yc  weavers,  all  your  fliuttles  throw, 
A.?J  bid  broad-cloths  and  ferges  grow  j 
For  trading  free  (hall  thrive  again, 
Nor  Icafings  lewd  affright  the  Twain. 

There  faw  I  St.  John,  fwcet  of  mien,  7^ 

Full  flcdfaft  both  to  church  and  queen ; 
With  whofe  fair  name  1  '11  deck  my  drain  j 
St.  John,  riglit  courteous  to  the  fwain. 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  clay, 
Tiim  are  thy  fonnets,  gentle  Gay  ;  So 

And,  certes,  mirth  it  were  to  fee 
Thy  jojous  madrigals  twice  three, 

E  3  \Vich 
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With  preface  meet,  and  notes  profound,. 
Imprinted  fair,  and  well  y-bound. 
Alt  fuddenly  then  home  I  fped,  85 

And  did  ev'n  as  my  lord  had  faid. 

Loy  here  thou  hafl  mine  £clog\ies  fair^ 
But  let  not  thefe  detain  thine  ear. 
Let  not  th'  affairs  of  dates  and  kings 
Waity  while  our  Bowzybeus  iings.  90 

Rather  than  verfe  of  (imple  fwain 
Should  ftay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain  |. 
Or,  for  the  plaint  of  Parfon's  maid. 
Yon*  Emperor's  packets  be  delay 'd ; 
In  footh,  I  fwear  by  holy  Paul,  95 

1  *d  bmu  book,  preface,  iiotes,  and  all. 


MONDAY, 


r  55  I 

M     O      N      D     A     Y;;^ 

THE       S  Q,  U  A  B  B  L  E. 

LOBBIN^CLOUT,  CUDDY,  CLODDIPOLE^ 

LoBBKN  Clout. 
nPMY  younglings.  Cuddy,  arc  but  juft  awake, . 
-^    No  thruftles  (hrill  the  bramble-buih  forfake^  ^ 
No  chirping  lark  the  welkin  iheen  invokes, 
No  damfel  yet  the  fwdliog  udder  ftrokes  $ 
O'er  yonder  hill  does  fcant  the  dawn  appear : 
Then  why  does  Cuddy  leave  his  oott  fo  roar  ? ' 

Cuddy. 
Ah  Lobbin  Clout  I  I  ween,  my  plight  is  gueft>  . 
For  he  that  hves,  a  ftranger  is  to  reft  j 

Ver.  3 .  WelkiHy  the  fame  as  Welken,  an  old  Saxon 
word  fignifying  a  cloud \  by  poetical  licence  it  is  fre- 
quently taken  for  the  element  or  ftiy^  as  may  apjxiar  by 
this  verfe  in  the  Dream  of  Chaucer, 

**  Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud/* 
—  Sheen  or  Jbinet  an  old  word  for  Jbining  or  bright. 

Ver.  5.  Scanty  ufed  in  the  ancient  Britilh  authors  for 
Jcarce. 

Ver,  6.  Kear^  an  expreflion  in  fcvcral  counties  of 
England,  for  early  in  the  morning* 

Ver.  7.  7((7  av^^ir,  derived  from  the  Saxon,  to  think 
or  conceive^ 

E  4  .  If 
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If  fwains  belye  not,  thou  haft  provM  the  fmart, 

And  Blouzelinda  's  miftrefs  of  thy  heart.  i« 

This  rifmg  pear  betokenfeth  well  thy  mind,  ' 

TlK)fe  arms  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzelind. 

And  well,  I  trow,  our  piteous  plights  agree : 

Thee  EiDU29cliJvla.fmit^s,  Buxoma  me. 

LOBBIM   Cl>OVT. 

Ah,  Blouzelind  I  I  love  thee  more  by  half,  15 

Than  does  their  fawns,  or  cows  the  new-faH'n-calf : 
Woe  worth  the  tongue  i  may  hliftcrs  fore  it  gall,. 
That  nMDe&  Bttxoma>  Blouzelind  withal. 

CUD»Y. 

Hold,  witfcfs  Lobbin  Clout,  I  thee  advifc,- 
Left  blifters  fore  on  thy  own  tongue  arife.  z9 

Lo  yonder,  Cloddipole,  the  hhthfome  fwain, 
The  wifeft  lout  of  all  the  neighbouring  plain  ! 
From  Cloddipole  we  learnt  to  read  the  ikies, 
To  know  when  hail  will  faU,  or  winds  ari(e. 
He  taught  us  erft  the  heifer's  tail  to  view,  25 

When  ftuck  aloft,  that  fhowers  would  flraight  enfue; 
He  firft  tliat  ufeful  fecret  did  explain, 
i'hat  pricking  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  fwallows  fleet  foar  high  and  fport  in  air. 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  clear.  30 

Let  Cloddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearfe, 
And  praife  his  fweetheart  in  alternate  verfe. 
I  '11  wager  this  fame  oaken  ftaff  with  thee. 
That  Cloddipole  fhall  gire  the  prize  to  me. 

Ver.  25.   Erjf,  a  contraftion  of  ere  this ;    it  fignifies 
fime  time  ago,  ot  formerly. 

LOBRLM 
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LoBBiN  Clout. 
Sec  this  tobacco-pouch,  that  *£  lin'd  with  hair,        35 
Made  of  the  (kin  of  fleckeft  fallow-deer. 
l*liis  pouchy  that 's  ty'd  with  tape  of  rcddeft  hue, 
I  '11  wagtr,  tliat  the  prize  fhall  be  my  due. 

Cuddy. 
Begin  thy  carols  then,  thou  vaunting  (touch ! 
Be  thine  the  oaken  fbff,  or  mine  the  pouch.  40 

LoBBiN  Clout. 
My  Blouze]inda.is  the  bli theft  lafs. 
Than  primrofe  fweetcr,  or  the  clover-grafs. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  that  in  meadow  blows. 
Fair  is  the  daiiie  that  befide  hor  grows  ; 
Fair  is  the  giUifl6wer«  of  gardens  fweet,  4^ 

Fair  is  the  mary-gold,  for  pottage  meet : 
Bu:  Blouzalind  *s  than  gilliflowcr  more  fair, 
Tiian  daific,  mary-gold,  or  king-cup  rare. 

Cuddy. 
Mv  brown  Buxoma  is  the  fcateft  maid, 
Ti\2Z  e'er  at  wake  dclightfome  gambol  play'd,  ^o 

Clean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goofe's  down. 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
TiiC  witlcfs  lamb  may  fport  upon  the  plain. 
The  friiking  kid  delight  the  gaping  Twain, 
Ti^'j  wanton  calf  may  ikip  with  many  a  bound,  55 

Ar.  1  my  cur  Tray  play  defteft  feats  around  ; 
!)jr  neither  lamb,  nor  kid,  nor  calf,  nor  Tray, 
Di.'jce  like  Buxoma  on  the  firft  of  May, 

Vcr.  56.  Dd/t,  an  old  word,  f]gnifying^r//5  or  nimbU*. 
7  LOBBIH 
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LoBBiN  Clout. 
Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouzclind  is  near ; 
Of  her  bereft,  'tis  winter  all  the  year.    /  Ca' 

With  her,  no  fuitry  fummer's  heat  I  know  -, 
In  winter,  when  (he  *8  nigh,  with  love  I  glow. 
Gome,  Blouzelinda,  cafe  thy  fwain*s  defire. 
My  fummer's  ihaclow,  and  my  winter's  £fe  I ' 

Cuddy. 
As  with  Btixoma  once* I' worked  at  hay,  65 

Ev*n  noon-tide  labour  feemf'd  an  holiday  j 
And  holidays;  if  haply  ihe  were  gone. 
Like  worky^diys  I  wilh'd  would  foon  be  done; 
Eftfoons,  O  fweet-heart  kind,  my  love  rfcpay. 
And  all  the  year  fh'all^hen  be  holiday.  70 

LOBBIN  ClOUT» 

As  Blouzelinda,  in  a  gamefome  mood,- 
Behind  a  haycock  loudly  laughing  flood, 
J  (lily  ran,  and  fnatch*d  a  hafty  kifs; 
She  wip'd  her  lips,  nor  took  it  much  amifs. 
Believe  me.  Cuddy,  while  I 'm  bold  to  fay,  75 

Her  breath  was  fweeter  than  the  ripen'd  hay.  ^ 

Cuddy. 
As  my  Buxoma,  in  a  morning  fair, 
With  gentle  finger  ftroak'd  her  milky  care, 

Ver.  69.  Eft/oonSf  fiom  e/t,  an  ancient  Britiih  word, 
fignifying  foen.  So  that  eftfions  is  a  doubling  of  the 
word  foon  j  which  is,  as  it  were,  to  fay  twice  foon,  or 
very  foon, 

I  queintly 
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Iqueintly  ftolc  a  kifs  5  at  firft,  'tis  true. 

She  hown'd^  yet  after  granted  one  or  two.  So 

Loblnn,  I  fwear*  believe  who  will  my  vows  - 

Her  breath  by  far  exeelPd  the  breathmg  cows* 

LoBBiv  Clout. 
Leek  to  the  WeKh,  to  Dutchmen  butter 's  dear. 
Of  Iriih  fwuns  potatoe  is  the  chear; 
Oats  for  their  feafb  the  Scotdfh  (hepherds  grinds        S5 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  Blouzelind. 
Willie  (he  loves  turnips^  butter  1 11  defpife. 
Nor  leekSf  not  oatmeal,  nor  potatoe^  prize, 

CtTDDTi 

In  good  roail-beef  my  landlord  flicks  his  knife^ 
The  capon  £tt  delights  his  dainty  wife,  90 

Padding  our  parfon  eats,  the  fquire  loves  hare. 
But  whtte-pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma's  fare. 
While  flie  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  fliall  be, 
Nor  hare,  nor  beef,  nor  pudding,  food  for  me: 

Ver.  79.  ^uiint  has  various  fignifications  in  the  an- 
cient Englifii  authors.  I  have  ufed  it  in  this  place  in 
die  fame  fenfe  as  Chaucer  hath  done  in  his  Miller's 
Talc  "  As  Clerkes  being  full  fubtlc  and  queint,"  (by 
which  he  means  arcb  or  'waggijb)  ;  and  not  in  that  ob- 
fccne  fenfe  wlierein  he  ufeth  it  in  t\\e,  line  immediately 
following. 
Ver.  85. 

**  Populus  Alcidae  gratiffima,  vitis  laccho, 
"  Formofae  Myrtus  Veneri,  fua  Laurea  Phoebo, 
«  PhilHs  amat  Corylos.    lilas  dum  Philiis  amabir, 
**  Nee  Mynus  vincct  Corylos  nee  Laurea  Fhoebi," 
&c,  ViRO. 
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LofiBiN  Clout. 
As  once  I  playM  at  blindman*s  huffy  it  hapt  ^5 

About  my  eyes  the  towel  thick  was  wrapt. 
I  mifs*d  the  fwains,  and  feizM  on  Blouzelind. 
True  fpeaks  that  ancient  proverb,  *^  Love  is  blind.'* 

Cuddy. 
As  at  bot'cockles  once  I  laid  me  down, 
And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown;  xc4 

Buxoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Quick  rofe,  and  read  foft  mifchief  in  her  eye. 

LoBBiN  Clout. 
On  two  near  elms  the  (lackenM  cord  I  hung. 
Now  hrgh,  now  low,  my  Blouzelinda  fwung. 
With  the  rude  wind  her  rumpled  garment  rofe,        loe 
And  Ihow'd  her  taper  leg,  and  fcarltt  hoie. 

Cuddy. 
Acrofs  the  fallen  oak  the  plank  I  lakl, 
And  myfclf  pois'd  again  ft  the  tottering  maid. 
High  leapt  the  plank ;  adown  Buxoma  fell  j 
I  fpyfd  —  but  faithful  fweet-hearts  never  tell.  i  k 

LoBBiN  Clout. 
This  riddle,  Cuddy,  if  thou  canft,  explain, 
This  wily  riddle  puzzles  every  fwain. 
«  What  flower  is  that  which  bears  the  *virgin's  name, 
«  The  richeft  metal  joined  with  the  fame  ?*' 

Ver.  103 — lie.  were  not  in  the  early  editions.  N. 
Vci".  113.  Mary  gold. 

Cuddy 
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Cuddy. 
Anfvrcry  thou  carle,  and  judge  this  riddle  right,  115 
1 11  frankly  own  thee  for  a  cunmi\g  wight. 
"  What  flower  is  that  which  royal  honour  craves, 
"  Adjoin  the  virgim,  and  'tis  drown  on  graves?" 

Clodbipolb. 
Forhear,  contending  louts  I  give  o*er  your  (h:ains» 
An  oaken  (lafF  each  merits  for  his  pains.  120 

But  fee  the  fun-beams  bright  to  hbour  warn. 
And  gild  the  thatch  of  goodnun  Hodge's  banu 
Your  herds  for  want  of  water  (land  a-dry,. 
They  're  weary  of  your  fongs  —  and  fo  am  L 

Vcr.  117.  Rofemary. 
**  Die  quibus  in  terris  infcripti  nomina  Regum 
**  Nafcantur  Flores."  Yiito. 

Ver.  120.  **  £t  vitula  tu  dignus  &  hie.**       ViEO. 
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TUESDAY; 

OR, 

THE        DITTY, 

MARIAN. 

"•IT^OUNG*  Colin  Clout,  a- lad  of  peerlefs  meed, 
^    Full  well  could  dance,  and  ideftly  tune  the  reed^ 

'In  every  wood' his  carols  fweet  were  known. 
At  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  were  fhown. 
"When  in  the  ring  the  ruftic  routs  he  threw,  5 

The  damfels*  pleafures  with  his  conquefts  grew  j 
Or  whtn  ailant  thexudgel  threats  las  head, 

;His  danger  fmites  the  bread  of  every  maid, 
But  cluef  of  Marian.    Marian  lov'd  the  fwain, 
The  parfon's  maid,  and  neateft  of  the  plain ;  xo 

Marian,  that  foft  could  ftroke  the  udder'd  cow^' 
Or  leffen  with  hcriieve  the  barley-mow ; 
Marbled  with  fage  the  hardening  cheefe  (he  prefs'd, 
And  yellow  butter  Marian's  (kill  confefs'd  1 

.♦But  Marian  now,  devoid  of  country  cares,  15 

Kor  yellow  butter,  nor  fage-cheefi^,  prepares; 
For  yearning  love  the  witlefs  maid  employs. 
And  Love,  fay  fwains,  "  all  bufy  heed  deftroys." 
Colin  makes  mock  at  all  her  piteous  fmart  { 
A  lafs  that  Cicely  hight  had  won  his  heart,  i* 

2  .Cicely 
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he  weftern  lafs  that  tends  the  kee, 

il  of  the  parfon's  maid  was  &«. 

y  (hade  now  Marian  lies. along, 

\ixt  with  fighsy  thus  wails  in  plaining  fongs 

foful  day  I  4ih- woful  noon  and  morn  !  t^ 

irft  by  thee  ny  younglings  white  were  ihom  i 

rfty  I  <weeny  I  cad  a  lover *s  eye, 

:p  were  filly,  but  more  £11  y  I. 

.  the  ihetrs  they  felt  no  lading  fmart, 

)ft  but  fleeces,  while  I  loft  a  heart.  ^ 

Colin  I  canft  thou  leave,  thy  fweethearc  true  ? 

have  done  for  thee,  will  Cicely  do } 
e  thy  linen  wtih,  or  hofen  dam, 
it  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own  fpun  yarn  ? 
e  with  hufwife*s  hand  provide  thy  moat  ?        3.5 
ery  Sunday  morn  thy  neckcloth  plait, 
,  o'er  thy  kerfey  doublet  fpreading  wide, 
ice-time  drew  Cicely's  eyes  afide  ? 
re- e'er  I  gad,  I  cannot  hide  my  care, 
ff  dilafters  in  my  look  appear.  40 

as  the  curd  my  ruddy  check  is  grown, 

my  features  that  I  'm  liardly  known, 
ighbours  tell  me  oft*,  in  joking  talk, 
:s,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  and  chalk ; 
ingly  of  Marian  they  divine,  j^^ 

ift  not  that  with  thoughtful  love  I  pine, 
•lin  Clout,  untoward  ihepherd  fwain, 

wliiftling  blithe,  while  pitiful  1  plain. 

a  J.  Kee,  a  weft-country  word  for  kint  or  rooM. 

WWom 


**  u  1  P.  was  Marlan^s  dear  de  s 

V^.Uom  ^'V^^^'^^,  lerry-tnaU  at  mg^t. 
•rotnoila^***>*   ^,«\c  the  c^^*^ 

And  ba«  j„  ga*enn„  ^ 

-«n»en  w>  *'  *      ■  .K  Colin  on  tne  S' 
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Next  morn  I  mifs'd  three  hens  and  our  old  cock. 

And  off  the  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  Anock ;  So 

I  bore  thefc  lolTes  with  a  chriftian  mind. 

And  00  milhaps  could  feel,  while  tho\|  wert  kind. 

But  (ince,  alasl  I  grew  my  Colin's  fcom, 

I  've  known  no  pleafuFe»  night,  or  noon»  or  morn. 

Help  me»  -yegypfies ;  bring  him  home  again,  85 

And  to  a  conftant  lafs  give  back  her  Twain. 

Have  I  not  fat  with  tliee  full  many  a  night. 
When  dying  embers  were  our  only  light» 
When  every  creature  did  in  flumbcrs  lie,  ^ 

■Betides  our  cat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I  ?  90 

No  troublous  thoughts  the  cat  or  Colin  more ; 
While  I  alone  am  kept  awake  by  love. 

Remember,  Colin,  when  at  lad  year*s  wake 
I  bought  the  coftly  prefcnt  for  thy  fake ; 
Could'ft  tliou  fpcll  o'er  the  pofy  on  thy  knife,  q; 

And  with  another  change  thy  llate  of  lite  } 
If  thou  forget'il,  I  wot,  I  can  repeat, 
My  memory  can  tell  the  verfe  fo  fwect  .* 
**  As  this  is  grav'J  upon  this  knife  of  thine, 
•*  So  is  thy  image  on  this  hean  of  mine."  03 

:    But  woe  is  me  t  fuch  prefents  lucklcfs  prove, 
'     For  km'Vts^  they  tell  mc,  tdwap  fever  love. 
\       Thus  Marian  waiPd,  her  eyes  with  tears  brimfull, 
I    ^^Ticn  goody  Dobl)iny  brought  her  cow  to  bull. 
:  I    With  apron  blue  to  dry  her  tears  (he  fought ;  105 

j    Then  faw  the  cow  well  ferv*d,  and  took  a  groat. 

:      Vol.  I.  F  WEDNES- 
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WEDNESDAY; 

THE       DUMPS*. 
SPAR  AB  EL  LA. 


np  If  E  WMlingf  of  a  maiden  I 
^     A  mauko  ^r  tkat  &|MuilwIli  li^ltt. 
fhidi  Ar«fi«  ne'er  warble  in  the  fiana^s  da 
Nor  t)»e  gay  goldfinch  dtaoiiis  fo 
No  rriig'pye  chattered,  nor  the  painted  jar,  5 

No  ox  wa<i  fteatd  to  low,  nor  j£i  to  brav; 

*  Dumptf  ot  Dumbs f  made  uic  of  to  exprcfs  a  fit  of 
%\\tfuiitn/.  Some  have  pretended  that  it  is  derived  from 
Dumoph  a  k^ing  of  Hg)'pr,  that  built  a  pyramid,  and 
dfe<l  of  mclanclioly.  So  /v^rj  after  the  fame  manner  it 
thoiipht  to  have  come  from  MerofSf  another  £g\'ptiaii 
kii)^^  that  died  of  the  fanic  diflcmper.  But  our  EnJ^ik 
antujuatic*  have  conje^urcd  that  dumti^  which  u  a 
%f%$v9u\  buivinffi  of  ffirits,  comes  from  the  word 
sfimp/iftt  the  hcavieft  kind  of  pudding  diat  is  eaten  in 
chlfc  country,  much  ufed  in  Norlblk,  ami  other  coonties 
of  Snglano. 

Ver.  5. 

**  Immemor  hcrbarum  quo*  eft  mirata  juveoca 
''  Certanrety  quorum  Aupefa£lae  carmine  lynces  1 
**  £t  mutata  uios  rcquieninc  flumina  curfus." 

ViRC. 

No 
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No  niftling  breezes  play'd  the  Icares  among. 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  damfel  fung. 

A  while  O  O^Urfey,  lend  an  ear  or  twain, 
Nor,  though  in  homely  guife,  my  verfe  difdain  s        lo 
Whether  thou  fcek*ft  new  kingdoms  in  the  fun, 
Whether  thy  Mufe  does  at  Newmarket  run, 
Or  does  with  goilips  at  a  feaft  regale, 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  fack  and  ale. 
Or  elfe  at  wakes  with  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoice,  z  5 

\Vhcrc  D'Urfcy*^  lyricks  fwell  in  every  voice ; 
Yet  fuffer  me,  thou  bard  of  wondrous  meed. 
Amid  thy  bays  to  weave  this  rural  weed. 

Now  the  fun  drove  adowi^  the  weilern  ix>ady 
And  oxen  laid  tt  reft  forgot  the  goad,  20 

The  down  fitigued  trudg*d  homeward  with  his  fpade, 
Acrofs  the  meadows  ftretch'd  the  lengthen  d  ihadc  3 
When  Sparabella,  peniive  and  forlorn. 
Alike  with  yearning  love  and  labour  worn, 

Ver.  5. 

**  Tu  mihi  feu  magni  fupcras  jam  faxa  Timavi, 
**  Sive  oram  lUyrici  legis  aequoris  — '* 

Ver.  II.  An  opera  written  by  this  author,  called, 
"  The  World  in  the  Sun,  or  Tlic  Kingdom  of  Birds  ; 
he  is  alfo  famous  for  his  fong  on  the  Newmarket  horft- 
race,  and  fevcral  others  that  are  fung  by  the  Britiih 
1  wains. 

I        Ver.  17.  Meedy  an  old  word  iovfame  or  renown. 

Ver.  18. 

—  "  Hanc  fine  tcmpora  circum 
**  Inter  vi^lrices  cdcra/7?  ribi  ferpcrc  lauros.'* 

P  *  Leati'O^ 
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'Lcan*d  on  her  rake,  and  ftrait  with  doleful  guife        45 
Did  this  fad  plaint  in  moanful  notes  devifc. 

Come  night  as  dark  as  pitch,  furround  my  head. 
From  Sparabella  Bumkinet  is  fled  j 
The  ribbon  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won, 
Laft  Sunday  happier  Cluirifilis  put  on.  ^ 

Sure  if  he  *d  eyes  (^but  love,  iheyfajy  has  none) 
I  whilom  by  that  ribbon  had  been  known. 
Ah,  well-a-day  ?  I  *m  fhent  with  baneful  fmart. 
Tor  with  the  ribbon  he  beflowM  his  heart. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laflcs,  with  this  burden  aid,  35 

**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Shall  heavy  Clumfilis  with  me  compare  ? 
View  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  defpair. 
Her  blubber'd  lip  by  fmutty  pipes  is  worn. 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whiffs  arc  borne !  40 

The  cleanly  chcefe-pr6fs  fhe  could  never  turn. 
Her  aukward  fift  did  ne'er  employ  ihe  churn  ; 
If  e'er  (he  brew*d,  the  drink  woiild  ftrait  go  ifour, 
Before  it  ever  felt  the  thunder's  power ;  * 

No  hufwifery  the  dowdy  creature  knew ;  45 

To'fura  up  all,  her  tongue  c6nfcfs'd  the  (hrew. 

*  My  plaint,  ye  lafTes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
^       t  bird  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

'«r.  Jr5.  *<Incumbens  tcrcti  Damon  fic  coepit  olivae.** 
cr.  33.    ^bent^    an  old  word,    fignifying  hurt  or 
sermtd. 
Vcr.  37. 
««MppfoNif^datur,quid  non  fpcrcmus  amantcs?"  Virc. 

I've 
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r  've  often  fccn  my  vifage  in  yon  lake. 
Nor  are  my  features  of  the  homeliefl  make,  50 

Though  Clumiilis  may  boall  a  whiter  dye, 
'tet  the  black  floe  rums  in  my  rolling  eye  j 
And  faired  blolToms  drop  with  every  blaft. 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  laft. 
Her  wan  complexion  's  like  the  withered  leek,  55 

While  Katliarine  pears  adorn  my  ruddy  cheek. 
Yet  ihe,  alas  !  the  witlefs  lout  hath  won. 
And  by  her  gain  poor  SparabelV'^  undone  I 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  ilraps  unite,. 
The  clucking  hen  make  friendfhip  with  the  kite  {       60 
Let  the'  fox  fimply  wear  the  nuptial  noofe. 
And  join  in  wedlock  with  the  waddling  goofe ; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  flranger  thing  to  pafs. 
The  faireft  (hcpherd  weds  the  foulcft  lafs, 

•*  My  plaint,  ye  laffcs,  with  this  burden  aid,  65 

"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 


Ver.  49. 

*•  Ncc  fum  adco  informis,  nupcr  me  in  littorc  vidi.'* 

ViRG. 

Ver.  53. 

«•  Alba  liguflra  cadiint,  vaccinia  nigra  leguntur." 

VlRG. 


Ver.  59, 


r.  59.  . 

*«  Jungentur  jam  gryphes  cquis  ;  aevoquc  fcqucnti. 

*'  Cum  canibus  timidi  vcnient  ad  pocula  dama?/' 

VlRG. 

F  3  Sooner 
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Sooner  fhull  cats  difport  in  waters  cleafy. 
And  fpeckled  mackrcl  graze  the  meadows  fair  j 
Sooner  (hall  fcreech-owls  balk  in  funny  day, 
And  the  flow  afs  on  trees,  like  fquirrcls,  play;  fm 

Sooner  fhall  fnails  on  infe£t  pinions  rove ; 
Than  I  forget  my  flicpherd^i  wonted  love. 

"  My  plaint,  yc  lafles,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  *Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Ah '    didfl:  thou  know  what  proffers  I  withftood,    75 
When  late  I  met  the  Squire  in  yonder  wood ! 
To  me  he  fped,  regardlefs  of  his  game, 
While  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  (hame ; 
My  lip  he  kifs'd,  and  prais'd  my  healthful  look. 
Then  from  his  purfe  of  filk  a  guinea  took,  8« 

Into  my  hand  he  forc'd  the  tempting  gold, 
While  I  with  modcft  ftruggling  broke  his  hold. 
He  fwore  that  Dick,  in  livery  ftriped  with  lace. 
Should  wed  me  foon,  to  keep  me  from  difgracc ; 
But  I  nor  footman  priz'd,  nor  golden  fee;  85 

For  what  is  lace  or  gold  compared  to  thee  ? 

**  My  plaint,  ye  laiTes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid.** 

Now  plain  I  ken  whence  Love  his  rife  begun. 
S\ire  he  was  bom  fome  bloody  butcher'$  fon^  90 

Bred 

Ver.  67. 

"  Ante  levcs  ergo  pafccntur  in  aetherc  cervi, 
"  Et  freta  deftitucnt  nudos  in  littorc  pifces  — 
•*  Quam  noilro  illius  labatur  pcftorc  vuhus." 

ViRG. 

Ver.  89.  To  ken,  ,  Scire.     Chaucer  to  ken,  and  kende\ 

fiotu9  A.  S.  cunnan,  Qoth.  kunnan.     Gcrmanis  kennen, 

»  Danis 
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Bred  up  ia  fliimUes,  where  ottr  younglings  (laiii 

Erft  taught  him  mifchief,  and  to  fport  with  paiik 

The  father  only  fiUy  iheep  annoy^y 

The  fon  the  fiUier  fliepherdefs  deilroys. 

Does  fon  or  father  gveaitr  mifcl^ief  do  ?  ^ 5 

The  fire  is  cruel,  lb  the  fon  is  too. 

'*  My  plainty  ye  lades,  with  this  burthen  ard^ 
^  rris  hard  fo  true  a  damfe!  dies  a  maid." 

Farewell,  ye  woods,  ye  itaeads,  ye  ftreams  that  flow; 
A  fttdden  death  fliall  rid  ine  of  my  woe.  t«» 

This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  ihall  divide. 
What  I  ihall  I  fall  as  fqueaking  pigs  have  dy'd  f 
No  —  To  fome  tree  this  cSlrcafe  I  '11  fufpend. 
But  worrying  curs  find  fuch  untimely  end  I 
I  '11  fpeed  me  to  the  pond,  where  the  high  (lool       1F05, 
On  the  long  plank  hangs  o'er  the  muddy  pool, 
That  (lool,  the  dread  of  every  fcolding  quean; 
Yet,  fure  a  lover  fhould  not  die  fo  mean ! 
There  plac'd  aloft,  I  '11  rave  and  rail  by  fits, 
Though  all  the  pariih  fay  I  've  loft  my  wits  f  no 

Danis  kiende,  Idandis  kunna,  Belgis  kitinen,  Thifr 
word  is  of  general  ufe,  but  not  very  common,  though 
no:  unknown  to  the  vulgar.  Ken  for  profpicere  is  well 
known  and  ufed  to  difcover  by  the  eye,     Ray,  F.  R.  S. 

"  Nunc  fcio  quid  fit  amor,  &c. 

'*  Crudclis  mater  magis  an  puer  improbus  ille  ? 

«*  Improbus  ille  puer,  crudelis  tu  quoque  marcr." 

ViRO. 

Vcr.  99.  "  —  vivite  fylvac : 

«<  Hrxceps  aerii  fpecula  de  montis  in  undas 
"  Dcfcrar."  Viro. 

F  4  Atvd 
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in  diclakc  below^ 


*•  Tc  lafiSff  cExfe  faaar  Niniicm  ceaEe  to  i 
•*  Ami,  bf  mf  cafe  flju^wjcu'd,  ^  anad  your  own." 

7te  fas  «ss  ^  1  liie  wglic  amc  od  apace,  1 1 5 

Aad  61&a^  dcv^  bevc£  aroctnd  tbe  plice ; 
Tlie  te  takc3  tixy  moiids  cm  l^them  wings, 
AmI  dK  Insriie  owl  has  wofut  <^rgcs  6ogs  1 
'XW  pm^ii  waidn  dbems  it  nem  100  kr^ 
Aii  tSl  io-iiiocxi3«r  csocs  dden  her  fisc,  rio^ 
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HOBKELIA. 

TTOBNELIA,  featedin  a  dreary  vale, 
•*••*•  In  peniive  mood  rehears'd  her  piteous  talc ; 
Her  piteous  tale  the  winds  in  fighs  bemoan. 
And-  pining  Echo  anfwers  groan  for  groan. 

I  rue  the  day,  a  rueful  day  I  trow,  j^. 

The  woeful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  woe ! 
When  Lubberkin  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bcdight  he  hapt  to  love ; 
The  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains, 
And  for  the  village  he  forfakes  the  plains.  j^ 

Return,  my  Lubberkin,  thefe  ditties  hear; 
Spells  will  I  try,  and  fpells  fhall  eafe  my  care. 

"  With  my  iharpheel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
'*  And  turn  roe  thrice  atound,  around,  around." 

When  firfl  the  year  I  heaid  the  cuckow  fing,  15 

And  call  with  welcome  note  the  budding  fpring, 
I  firaightway  fet  a-runniog  with  fuch  hafle, 
Deborah  that  won  the  fmock  fcarce  ran  fo  fafl  j 

Vcr   8.    Digbt  or  hedigbt,    from  the  Saxon  word. 
J:ghra/if  which  (ignifies  toj'et  in  order* 

Till 
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Till  fpcnt  for  lack  of  breath,  quite  weary  grown^ 

Upon  a  ndng  bank  I  fat  adown,  zo 

Then  do6Pd  my  iboo,.  and  by  my  trodi,  I  f^wear. 

Therein  I  fpy'd  this  yellow  frizzled  hair. 

As  like  to  Lubberkin's  in  curl  and  hue. 

As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

**  With  my  (harp  heel  I  tlwee  times  mark  the  ground, 
^  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around."        26 

At  eve  laft  Midfommer  no  ileep  I  ibughr. 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  bemp-fecd  brought ; 
I  fcatter'd  round  the  ficrd  on  every  fiii«. 
And  three  timet  in  a  trembfing  accent  cry'd,  39 

•*  This  hemp-feed  with  my  virgin  hand  I  fow, 
"  Who  (hall  my  true-love  be,  tlic  crop  (hall  mow.** 
I  (Iraight  look'd  back,  and,  if  my  eyes  fpeak  truth. 
With  his  keen  fcythe  behind  me  came  the  youth. 

^  With  my£iarpheel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  atx>und,  around,  around." 

Laft  Valentine,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
Their  ptramours  with  mutual  chirpings  findf 
I  ready  rofe,  juft  at  tlK  break  uf  day. 
Before  the  fun  had  chac'd  the  ilars  away  $  40  ' 

A*fi0ld  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew 
To  milk  my  kine  (for  fo  ihould  hufwives  do); 
Thee  firH  I  fpy'd ;   and  the  firft  fvvain  we  fee. 
In  fpite  of  fortune,  ihall  our  true-love  be. 
See,  Lubberkin,  each  bird  his  partner  take  ;  45 

And  canft  thou  tlicn  thy  fsvcetheart  dear  forfake  ? 

Verii.  Doff  and  dov,  contracted  from  the  words 
do  off  and  lio  on, 

•*  With 


THE  SPELL.    PastohaiIV.  7^ 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  groand, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  aroundy  around." 

Laft  May-d>y  f^ir  I  fearch'd  to  find  a^  fnaily 
That  might  my  fecret  lover's  name  reveal.  5a 

Upon  a  goofeberry-buih  a  fnul  I  found 
(For  always  fnails  near  fwcetefl  fruit  abound). 
I  feiz'd  the  vermine,  whom  I  quickly  fped> 
And  00  the  earth  the  milk-white  embers  fpread. 
Slow  crawl'd  (he  fnail»  and,  if  I  right  can  fpel]>        5  ^ 
In  the  loft  aihes  mark'd  a  curious  L : 
Ohy  may  this  wondrous  omen  lucky  prove ! 
For  L  is  found  is  Lubberkin  and  Love. 

'^  With  my  iharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  grounit^ 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around."       6a 

Two  hazel-nuts  I  threw  into  the  flame, 
And  to  each  nuc  I  gave  a  fweet-heart's  name; 
This  with  the  loudeft  bounce  me  fore  amaz'd, 
Thar  in  a  flame  of  brighteft  colour  blaz'd. 
As  blaz'd  the  nut,  fo  may  thy  paflion  growj  65- 

For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  fo  brightly  glow. 

*•  With  my  Iharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  peafcods  once  I  pluck'd,  I  chanc'd  to  fee 
One  that  was  clofely  fill'd  with  three  times  three,       7^ 
Which  when  I  croppM  I  fafely  home  convey'd^ 
And  o*er  the  door  the  fpcll  in  fecret  laid, 

Ver.  64.  tyi)  ^  Ivr)  AiX^t^  ^ec^vetf 

Atdi».  X  ^i  Avra  Xoucnt,  /Aiy»  K9cvrw^ivaa»,  Thioc. 
Ver.  66. 

««  Daphnis  me  malus  uri^  ego  hanc  in  Dapluiide.** 

My 
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My  wheel  I  turn'd,  and  fung  a  ballad  new, 

While  from  the  fpindlc  I  the  fleeces  drew  j 

The  latch  movM  up,  when  who  ihould  firft  come  in,  75; 

Fut,  in  his  proper  perfon— Lubberkin. 

I  broke  my  yarn,  furpriz'd  the  fight  to  fee ; 

Sure  iign  that  he  would  break  his  word  with  me. 

Eftfoons  1  join*d  it  with  my  wonted  (light  j 

So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  unite  I  80. 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
*'  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

This  Lady-fly  I  take  from  oflF  the  grafij, 
Whofe  fpotted  back  might  fcarJet  red  furpafs, 
**  Fly,  Lady-bird,  North,  South,  or  Eaft,  or  Weft,    S5. 
**  Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  1  love  beft." 
He  leaves  my  hand  ;  fee  to  the  Weft  he  's  flown, 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithlefs  town. 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground,. 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.*'        9a 

I  pare  this  pippin  round  and  round,  again. 
My  ihcpherd's  name^o  flourifh  on  the  plain, 
I  fling  th'  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  head, 
Upon  the  grafs  a  perfeft  L  is  read  5 
Yet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  feen  9^ 

Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  greem 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  theground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

This  pippin  (hall  another  trial  make. 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take;         .  loe 

Ver.  93.  "  Tranfquc  caput  jacci  nc  refpcxcris.*'  ViKo. 

this 


THE   S  P£  L  L.    Pastoral  IV.         77 

This  on  my  check  for  Lubberkin  is  worn ; 

And  Boobyclod  on  t*  other  fide  is  borne. 

But  Booby  clod  foon  drops  upon  the  ground, 

A  certain  token  that  his  love  's  unfound ; 

While  "Lubberkin  (licks  firmly  to  the  laft ;  105 

Oh  were  his  lips  to  mine  but'join*d  fo  fad  I 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  roe  thrice  around,  around,  around.*' 

As  Lubberkin  once  dept  beneath  a  tree, 
1  twitch'd  his  dangling  garter  From  his  knee.  100 

He  wift  not  when  the  hen^pen  (Iring  I  drew. 
1<ow  mine  I  quickly  doff,  of  inkle  blue. 
Togctlier  faft  I  tye  the  garters  twain  ; 
And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  drain, 
**  Three  times  a  true-love's  knot  I  tye  fecure,  n^ 

**  Firm  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love. endure  I" 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around»  around,  around." 

As  I  was  wont,  I  trudgM  lafl  market-day 
To  town,  with  new-laid  eggs  profcrvM  in  hay,        1 20 
I  roadf  my  market  long  before  'twas  night. 
My  purfe  grew  heavy,  and  my  bafket  light. 
Strait  to  the  'pothecary's  (hop  I  went. 
And  in  love-powder  all  my  money  (pent. 

Vcr.  109. 

"  Nefte  tribus  nodis  temos,  Amarylli  colores 
"  Neftc,    Amarylli,    modo ;    &  Veneris  die  vincula 
*•  ncao."  ViRc. 

Vcr.  113. 

*<  Has  licrbas,  atque  haec  Ponto  mihi  lefla  yenena 
«  Ipie  dcdit  Moeris."  \\^G. 
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Behap  what  will,  next  Sunday  after  prayers,  125 

Wlien  to  the  ale-houfe  Lubberkin  repairs, 
'Thefe  golden  flies  into  his  mug  I  ^1  throvvr, 
And  foon  the  Twain  with  fervent  love  ifaall  glow. 

**  With  ray  iharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around."      1^0 

But  hold— our  Lightfoot  barks,  and  cocks  his  ears, 
-O'er  yonder  ilile  fee  Lubberkin  appears. 
iHe  comes  1  he  comes !  Hobnelia  's  not  bewray'd^ 
Nor  fhall  (he  crown'd  with  willow  die  a  maid. 
He  vows,  he  fwears,  he  '11  give  me  a  green  gown :   135 
Oh  dear  1  I  fall  adown,  adown,  adown ! 

Ver.  127*  —  IIoToy  itotxtv  atffiov  oi^*l*  Thboc. 

Ver.  131. 

Nefcio  quid  certe  eft :  Si,  Hylax  in  limine  latrat.** 
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FRIDAY; 

OR, 

THE      DIRGE*. 
BUMKINET,    GRUBBINOL. 

BVIMCiNBr. 

TX^H  Y,  Grubbinoi,  doft  thou  fo  wiflfal  fecm  f 
^  ^    There  's  fonrow  in  diy  look,  if  right  I  deem. 
Ti$  true,  yon  oak«  with  yellow  tops  appear. 
And  chilly  blafls  begin  lo  mp  tlM  year  i 
From  the  tall  elm  a  fliower  of  leaves  is  bomet  5 

And  tlieir  lod  beauty  riven  beeches  mourn. 
Yet  ev'n  this  feafon  pleafance  blithe  affords. 
Now  the  fqueez'd  prefs  foams  with  our  apple  boards* 
Come,  let  us  hye,  and  quaff  a  cheary  bowl, 
Let  cyder  new  "  wafli  forrow  from  thy  foul.'*  10 

Grubbinol. 
Ah,  Bumkinct !  fince  thou  from  hence  weit  gone. 
From  tbefe  fad  plains  all  merriment  is  flown ; 

*  Dirge,  or  Dyrgi,  a  mournful  ditty,  or  fong  of  Ia» 
mentation,. over  tl>e  dead;  not  a  contraction  of  the 
Latin  Dirigt  in  the  Popifh  Hymn,  Dirige  grejfus  meosp 
as  fome  pretend.  But  from  the  Teutonic  Djrke, 
Laudmre,  to  praife  and  extol.  Whence  it  is  polTiblo 
tiicir  C^h,  and  our  Dirge,  was  a  laudatory  Song  to 
comtnemoratt  and  applaud  the  dead. 

CowELL's  Intctptctet. 
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Should  I  repeal  my  grief,  'twould  fpoil  thy  chcar. 
And  make. thine  eye  e'erflow  with  many  a  tear. 

BUMKINET. 

•*  Hang  forrow  l"  Let 's  to  yonder  hut  repair,         1 5 
And  with  trim  fonnets  "  caft  away  our  care." 
^'  Gillian  of  Croydon"  well  thy  pipe  .can  •play ; 
Thou  iing'ft  mod  fweet,  "  O'er  hills  and  far  away." 
Of  «  Patient  Griflcl"  I  devife  to  fmg, 
And  catches  quaint  ihall  make  the  vallies  ring.  zm 

^Come,  Grubbinol,  beneath  this  fbelter,  come ; 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  fecurely  xoam. 

Grubbinql. 
Yes,  blithfome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  fmg. 
But  with  my  woe  (hall  difbnt  valleys  ring. 
The  tale  fiiall  make  our  kidlings  droop  their  head,     25 
For,  woe  is  me  !-»our  Blouzelind  is  dead  ! 

BUMKINET. 

Is  Blouzelinda  dead  ?  farewell,  my  glee ! 
No  happinefs  is  now  referv'd  for  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  cooes  without  his  mate. 
So  (hall  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fate.  30 

Of  BlouzeliDda  fair  I  mean  to  tell. 
The  peerlefs  maid  that  did  all  maids  exceU« 

Henceforth  the  morn  ihall  dewy  forrow  ihed. 
And. evening,  tears. t^pon  the  grafs  be  fpread ; 

Ver.  15. 
"  Incipe,  Mopfe,  prior  fi  quos  aut  Phyllidis  ignes 
"  Aut  Alconis  habes  laudes,  aut  jurgia  Codru" 
Ver.  27.  Glei,  Joyt  irom  the  Dutch,   Gkorea,  to 

6  T:\vt 
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The  rolling  ftretms  with  watery  grief  fliall  fiow,       3  5 

And  win<l&  ihall  moan  aloud  -r-  when  loud  they  blow. 

Henceforth,  as  oft'  as  autumn  (hall  return. 

The  dropping  trees,  whcne*er  it  rains,  Ihall  mourn  | 

The  feaibn  quite  (hall  ftrip  the  country's  pride, 

For  'twas  in  a^itumn  Blouzelinda  dy'd.  40^ 

Where-e*er  I  gad,  I  Blouzelind  ihall  view. 
Woods,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows,  our  palTion  knew. 
When  I  dire£k  my  eyes  to  yonder  wood, 
Frelh  rifmg  forrow  curdles  in  my  blood. 
Thither  I  've  often  been  the  damfels  guide,  4$ 

When  rotten  flicks  our  fuel  have  fupply'd  ; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggots  large 
Were  frequently  thefe  happy  (houlders  charge. 
Sometimes  this  crook  drew  hazel-boughs  adown^ 
And  fluff *d  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  Tq  brown  j        59 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  mifs'd  their  way, 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  feafl  of  acorns  lay ; 
Th'  untoward  creatures  to  the  ftye  I  drove. 
And  whiflled  all  the  way  -r-  or  told  my  love. 

If  by  the  dairy's  hatch  I  chance  to  hie,  5  5 

I  (hall  her  goodly  countenance  efpy; 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I  Ve  fcen. 
Set  oflf  with  kerchief  flarch*d  and  pinners  cleaa. 
Sometimes,  like  wax,  fhe  rolls  the  butter  round, 
Or  with  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound.  4o 

Whilom  I  *ve  feen  her  fkim  the  clouted  crean\^ 
And  prefs  from  fpungy  curds  the  milky  flream  t 
Bat  now,  alas  I  thefe  ears  (hall  hear  no  more 
i  he  whining  fwine  furround  the  dairy  doot ; 
VOL.  I.  Q  ¥^0 
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^  Here  Biouzelinda  lies  —  Alas,  alas  f 

•*  Weep^  ilieplierds  —  and  remember  flefli  is  grafs** 

Grubbihol. 

Albeit  thy  foDgs  are  Tweeter  to  mine  ear. 
Than  to  the  thirfty  cattle  tiCBti  clear ; 
Or  Winter  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth^  95 

Or  bans  and  fngar  to  the  damfel's  tooth ; 
Tet  Blouzelinda's  name  ihall  tune  my  lay. 
Of  her  I  '11  fing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Blouzelind  expir'*d,  the  wether*S  bell 
Before  the  drooping  flock  tolIM  forth  her  knell ;       ico 
The  folemn  death-watch  click'd  the  hour  (he  dy*dy 
And  ihrilling  crickets  in  the  chimney  cry'd ; 
The  boding  raven  on  her  cottage  fate. 
And  with  hoarfe  croiddcg  wamM  us  of  her  fate ; 
The  lambkin,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred,       105 
Dropp'd  on  the  plains  that  fatal  inOant  dead  ; 
^warm'd  on  a  rotten  fHck  the  bees  1  fpyM, 
Vhich  erft  I  faw  when  goody  Dobfon  dy'd. 

How  fliall  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate, 

Hien  on  her  darling's  bed  her  mother  fate  !  1  iq 

icfe  words  the  dying  Blouzelinda  fpokc, 

d  of  the  dead  let  none  the  will  revoke : 

•er.  93. 

ale  tuum  carmen  nobis,  divine  poeta, 

jalc  fopor  fefTis  in  gramine  :  quale  per  aeftum 

ilcis  aquae  faliente  litim  reftingucre  rivo. 

•s  tamen  haec  (j[uocunque  modo  tibi  noftra  viciflim 

«mus,Daphnmque  tuum  tollemus  ad  afhra."  VifLO« 

'.  96.  An  imitation  of  Theocrirui* 

O  i  "  Mother^ 
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**  Rlothcr,  qinoth  ftc,  let  not  the  poultry  necd^ 
Ani  givf  xh9  gQofe  wh^ewith  to  raiCe  her  breed  : 
Be  thefc  my  fiftcr's  cvc  — '  ^nd  every  morn  ir j 

Amid  the  d\jcklings  let  her  fc^ttcr  corn  j 
The  (ickly  calf  that  *s  h9us'd,  he  Aire  to  tend, 
Feed  liim  with  milk,  and  from  bleak  colds  defend. 
Yet  ere  I  die  -^  fee,  motlK;r|  yonder  (bclf, 
There  fecretly  J  've  hid  my  worldly  pelf.  ifo 

Twenty  good  killings  in  a  rag  I  laid ; 
Be  ten  tl^  Parma's,  for  my  fermop  paid* 
The  reft  i$  your*  -—  (sy  fpinning- wheel  and  ralce 
Let  Sufan  keep  for  her  dear  fiiler'st  fake  { 
My  new  ftraw  hat,  that 's  trimly  lin'd  with  greev,    115 
Let  Peggy  wear,  lor  (he 's  a  dajmfel  clean. 
My  leatKearn  bottle,  long  in  harvcfts  try*d^ 
Snb^  Gn^bi:ili;^>l'(  -« tbi9  iSlveir  ring  beiidQ : 
Three  fiWcx  peonies^  and  a  ni^ie-peAce  hent^ 
A  token  kind  to  Bomkinet  is  fent.''  ,  i)# 

Thus  fpoke  the  maiden,  wbUe  tbe  mother  cry*d  3 
And  peajcefol,  like  the  harmlefs  lamb,  fhe  dy'd« 

To  ihow  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  ae«r 
Followed  with  widful  ]o6}l  tbp  damfers  bier. 
Sprigg'd  rofemary  the  lads  m^  \uSc%  bore^  13^5 

While  difmally  the  Parfon  walk'd  before. 
Upon  her  grave  the  rofemary  they  threw* 
The  daifie,  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 

After  the  goo^  man  warn'd  u$  firqm  his  text^ 
That  nope  could  tell  whofis  turn  would  be  the  xtezt ; 
He  faid,  that  Hesren  would  take  her  (miU  ix>  doubc^ 
And  fpoke  the  hour-gUf^  itk  hit  pgah  -^  ^uiit  out. 

T^ 
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To  lier  fweet  ineroory»  fiowcn*  gail^ncU  ilran^ 
O'er  her  novr  empty  fcit  aloft  were  hung. 
With  wicker  rods  we  fcQc*d  her  tomh  around,  144 

To  wani  from  mm  tnd  be«l\  t^  halbw*d  {^uod  i 
Left  her  new  grave  the  Pad'on's  cattle  raze. 
For  both  his  horie  and  c<sw  the  church>\  ard  grar^e. 

Now  we  trudged  homru'ird  10  her  mo(lM:r*s  faun. 
To  drink  new  cyder  muird,  with  ginger  warm.       150 
For  gaffer  Tread-well  told  ais»  by  ci^e  by, 
^  Exceilive  fovow  is  exceeding  dry/' 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  their  curled  brow, 
•Or  lades  with  foft  (Iroakings  milk  (he  cow  | 
While  padling  ducks  the  ftanding  Ul^e  defire,  155 

Or  battening  hogs  roll  in  the  finking  mire  1 
While  moles  the  crumbled  earth  in  lu)lc»cks  raiCe  { 
So  long  (hall  fwains  tell  Blouzelinda's  praife. 

Thus  waiTd  the  louts  in  melanclK>)y  Arain, 
Till  bonny  bufan  fped  acrofs  the  plain.  ^Co 

Tltey  feiz'd  tlte  lafs  in  apron  clean  array*J, 
And  to  the  ali'-houfc  forc'd  the  willing  maid| 
In  ale  and  kilfcs  they  forget  their  cares, 
And  Sufan  Blouze]inda's  lofs  repairs. 

Ver   153. 

"  Duni  juga  momis  aper,  fluvios  dam  pifcls  amahir, 
'*  Dumquc  tiiymo  palcentur  apes,  dum  rorc  cicaJtr, 
**  Skmpcr  lionos,  nuuicnquc.tu.uni, {audcfc^uc  manclumt." 

ViRO. 


bATl!R. 
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THE      FLIGHTS. 

BOWZ  YBEUS. 

C  UBLIMER  (Inias,  O  ruflic  Mufe  !  pRpaoes 
^^  Forget  a  while  die  bam  and  dairy's  carc; 
Thy  hcmely  voice  to  Ic frier  numbers  raitc. 
The  drunkard'':  AioLcs  require  I'unorous  la^rs ; 
With  Bo«zybeui'  fcngi  cxsui  my  ven'e, 
Wbilc  rocks  and  woods  die  various  noiies  reheaiic. 

Twas  in  the  feafon  when  die  reapers  coil 
Of  the  ripe  haiveil  'gaa  :o  rli  tiic  icil  ; 
Wide  dirough  the  t:eld  was  leen  a  goodly  root*. 
Ckan  danuels  bouiid  trie  gad^cr'd  f&eaves  about ; 
The  lads  with  lliarpeii'd  hc»k.  and  fweadng  brow 
Cut  down  die  labours  of  rhc  wiatcr  plow. 
To  the  near  hedge  ycung  Sui'an  fieps  aude. 
She  fcign't!  hei  coat  or  g;arcer  was  unty'd ; 
Whatever  (be  did,  fhe  floop'd  adown  unfeeoi 
And  racrry  reapers  what  diey  lift  will  ween. 
f^ooD  ihe  rofe  up,  and  cry'd  with  voice  To  ihril}» 
That  echo  anfwer'd  from  die  diltanc  hill ; 
The  youths  and  damfels  ran  to  Sufan's  aid. 
Who  tboughc  fome  adder  had  die  lsd&  dHxxuy^d* 


Wl»em 
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When  fail  afleep  they  6ow2ybeus  fpy*(I, 
His  hac  and  oaken  ilaff  lay  clofe  befide ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who  could  fweetly  fang. 
Or  with  the  rolln'd  bow  torment  the  firing  1 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  fingers  fpeed,  15 

Could  call  foft  warbliDgs  from  the  breathing  reed; 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  jocund  tongue. 
Ballads  and  roundelays  and  catches  fung : 
They  loudly  laugh  to  fee  the  damfel's  fright. 
And  in  difport  furround  the  drunken  wight.  30 

Ah,  Bowzybee,  why  didft  thou  ftay  fo  long  ? 
Tlie  mugs  were  large,  the  drink  was  wondrous  flrong! 
Thou  fhould'd  have  left  the  Fair  before  'twas  night  1 
But  thou  fat'il  toping  till  the  morning  light. 

Cicely,  brifk  maid,  fteps  forth  before  the  rout,       35 
And  kifs'd  with  fmacking  lip  the  fnoaring  lout: 
(For  cuftom  fays,  **  Whoever  this  venture  proves, 
"  For  fuch  a  kifs  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.") 
By  her  example  Dorcas  bolder  grows, 
And  plays  a  tickling  draw  within  his  nofe.  40 

He  rubs  his  noflril,  and  in  wonted  joke 
The  fneering  fwains  with  flammering  fpccch  bcfpoke  : 
To  you,  my  lads,  I  '11  fing  my  carols  o'er, 
As  for  the  maids  —  I  've  fomething  elfc  in  ftorc, 

Ver.  22. 

**  Scrta  procul  tantum  caplti  delapfa  jaccbant."  Virg. 
Vcr.  4c. 

**  Sanguineis  frontem  moris&  tempora  pingit."  ViRO. 
Vc:.  43. 

"  Carmina  quae  vultis,  cognofcite  :  carmina  vobis ; 

•*  Huic  aliud  merccdis  erit."  ViRO. 

G  4  'tsci 
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Ko  fooner  'gan  be  raiic  his  tucf«l  fong,  43 

But  lads  and  laiTes  round  aboitt  him  throng. 
Not  ballad-finger  pUcM  above  tbe  croud 
Siags  with  a  note  fo  flinUrog  fwset  and  loud  ; 
Nor  parifli-clerk,  who  calls  the  pfalm  fo  clear. 
Like  Bowzybeus  iboths  th'  attentive  car.  5* 

Of  nature's  laws  his  carols  firft  begun, 
Why  the  grave  owl  can  never  face  the  fun. 
For  owls,  as  fwains  obfei-ve,  detell  tlie  light. 
And  only  fing  and  feck  their  prey  by  night. 
How  turnips  hide  their  fwelling  heads  below ;  55 

And  how  the  clofing  colworts  upwards  grow; 
>Iow  Will-a-wifp  miileads  night-faring  clowns 
0*cr  hills,  and  finking  bogs,  and  pathlef«  downs. 
Of  flars  he  told,  that  (hoot  witli  fliining  trail. 
And  of  the  glow-worm's  light  that  gilds  his  uil.       6e 
He  fung  where  wood-cocks  in  the  fummer  feed, 
And  in  what  climates  tliey  renew  their  breed 
(Some  think  to  northern  coads  their  flight  they  tend> 
Or  to  the  moon  in  midnight  hours  afcend); 
Where  fwallows  in  the  winter's  feafon  keep,  65 

And  how  the  drowfy  bat  and  dormoufe  deep ; 

Ver.  47. 

•*  Nee  lantum  Phoebo  gaudet  Parnaflia  rapes  1 

**  Nee  tantum  Rhodo|)«  mirantur  &  lfmar«is  Oipliea.** 

ViRC. 

Ver.  K.I,  Our  fwain  had  poflibly  read  Tuiler,  from 
whence  he  might  have  colle^ed  rhefe  philofophical  ob- 
fervations  : 
**  Namc^ue  cancbaty  uti  magnum  per  inane  coafb,"  &c« 

How 
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How  nature  does  the  puppy'k  eyeKd  clofe, 

Till  the  bright  fun  has  nine  dmcaf  fct  and  rofe 

(For  huntfiaen  by  their  long  experience  find» 

That  puppies  ftill  nine  rolHng  funs  are  blind).  70 

Now  he  goes  on,  and  iings  of  fairs  and  ibows. 
For  ilill  new  fairs  before  his  eyes  arofe. 
How  pedlars'  flails  with  glittering  toys  are  laid. 
The  various  fairings  -of  the  country-maid. 
Long  (liken  laces  hang  upon  the  twine,  7- 

And  rovrs  of  pins  and  amixrr  bracelets  ihine ; 
How  the  right  lafs,  knives,  combs,  and  fciiTars  fpies. 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  dclinng  eyes. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneful  note  he  told. 
Where  filver  fpoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold.        89 
The  lads  and  lafles  trudge  the  (Ireet  along. 
And  all  the  fair  is  crouded  in  bis  fong. 
The  mountebank  now  treads  the  flage,  and  fells 
His  pills,  his  balfams,  and  his  ague-fpclls  i 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nimble  tumbler  fprings,  S5. 

And  on  the  rope  the  venturous  maiden  fwings ; 
Jack  Pudding  in  his  party-coJour'd  jacket 
'1  offes  the  glove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet. 
Of  Raree-ihows  he  fung,  and  Puncirs  feats, 
Of  pockets  pick'd  in  crouds,  and  vaiious  cheats.        90 

Then  fad  he  fung  «*  the  Children  in  the  Wootl  :'* 
(Ah,  barbarous  uncle,  flainM  with  infant  blood  !) 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  dcfarts  wild. 
And  fearlefs  at  the  glittering  faulchion  fmil'd  ; 
Tlicir  little  corpfe  the  robin-red^breads  found,  95 

And  Ikow'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around. 
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(Ah  gentle  birds  1  if  this  verfe  lafls  fo  long, 
Your  names  ihall  live  for  ever  in  my  fong.) 

For  "  Buxom  Joan"  he  fung  the  doubtful  ilrifc. 
How  the  fly  failor  made  the  maid  a  wife.  iQ9 

To  louder  ftrains  he  rais'd  his  voice,  to  tell 
What  woeful  wars  in  "  Chevy- chace"  befell, 
When  "  Percy  drove  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn, 
**  Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn !" 
Ah,  Witherington,  more  years  thy  life  had  crown'd,  105 
If  thou  hadfl  never  heard  the  horn  or  hound  ! 
Yet  Ihall  the  Squire,  who  fought  on  bloody  flumps, 
By  future  bards  be  wail'd  in  doleful  dumps, 

"  All  in  the  land  of  Eflex'*  next  he  chaunts, 
How  to  (leek  mares  llarch  Quakers  turn  gallants :     110 
How  the  grave  brother  flood  on  bank  fo  green  — 
Happy  for  him  if  mares  had  never  been  ! 

Then  he  was  fciz'd  with  a  religious  qualm. 
And  on  a  fudden  fung  the  hundredth  pfalm. 

He  fung  of  «  Taftey  Welfh,"  and  «  Sawney  Scot/' 
«  Lilly-bullero"  and  the  "  Irifli  Trot." 

Ver.  97* 
<*  Fortunati  ambo,  fi  quid  mea  carmina  poflunt, 
**  Nulla  dies  unquam  memori  vos  eximet  avo.** 

ViRG.. 

Ver.  99.  A  Song  in  the  Comedy  of  "  Love  for  Love," 
beginning  "  A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor,"  &c. 

Ver.  109.  A  Song  of  Sir  J.  Denham*s.  See  his  Poen)s« 
Ver.  112. 

**  £t  fortunatam^  ii  nunquam  annenta  fuifTent, 
♦«  Fafiphacn."  Virg. 

Why 
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Wby  Ihould  I  tell  of  "  Batcroan"  or  of  ««  Shore," 
Or  **  Wantlcy's  Dragon"  flain  by  valiant  Moore, 
«•  The  Bower  of  Rofamond,"  or  "  Robin  Hood,"   119 
And  how  the  "  grafs  now  grows  where  Troy  town 
"ftoodr 
Hif  carols  ceaa'd  :  the  liflening  maids  and  fwains 
Seem  ftill  to  hear  fome  foft  impeifc^^  drains. 
Sudden  he  rofej  and,  as  he  reels  along. 
Swears  kiflcs  fweet  ihould  well  reward  his  fong» 
The  damfels  laughing  fly :  the  giddy  clown  115 

Again  upon  a  wheat-iheaf  drops  adown ; 
The  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  fleep  attends. 
Till,  ruddy,  like  his  face,  the  fun  defcends. 

Ver.  1x7.  **  Qijid  loquar  aut  Scyllam  Nifi,  &c." 

Viiic,^ 
Ver.  117— 129.  Old  Englifh  ballads. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  world,  I  believe,  wilHake  fo  little  notice  of 
me,  that  I  need  not  take  much  of  ir.  The  criticks 
may  fee  by  this  poem,  that  I  walk  on  foot,  which 
probably  may  fave  me  from  their  envy.  I  (hould  be 
forry  to  raifc  that  paflion  in  men  whom  I  am  fo  much 
obliged  to,  fmce  they  allow  me  an  honour  hitherto  only 
fhewn  to  better  writers,  That  of  denying  me  to  be  the 
author  of  my  ovvn  works. 

Gentlemen,  if  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poem  good 
enough  to  difpleafe  yoii,  and  if  it  be  iahy  ad^^ffntage  to 
you  to  afcribe  it  to  fome  perfon  of  greater  merit  j  I  (hall 
acquaint  you,  for  your  comfort,  that,  among  many  other 
obligations,  I  owe  fcveral  hints  of  it  to  Dr.  Swift. 
And,  if  you  will  fo  far  continue  your  favour  as  to  write 
ai^ainfb  it,  I  bog  you  to  oblige  me  in  accepting  the  fol- 
lowing motto  : 

*i  —  NJon  tu,  in  irivii^  indo£le,  folcbas 

"  Stridenti,  miferum,  ilipula,  difpcrdere  carmen  ?" 
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BOOK      I. 

Of  the  Implements  for  walking  the  Streets, 
and  Signs  of  the  Weather. 

npHROUGH  winter  ftreets  to  ftecr  your  courfc  aright, 
-■"     How  to  walk  clean  by  clay,  and  fafc  by  oighr. 
How  joftling  crouds  with  prudence  to  decline, 
Whtn  to  alTcrt  the  wall,  apd  when  refign, 
I  fing  :  Thou,  Trivia,  Goddcfs,  aid  my  fong,  5 

Throuj^h  fpacious  ftreets  conduct  thy  bard  along; 
By  thcc  tranfpDrtcd,  1  fecurcly  ftray 
Where  winding  alltys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
The  filcnt  court  and  opening  iquare  explore. 
And  loog  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before.  i^ 

To  pave  thy  rcalm,.and  fmooth  the  broken  ways. 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays; 
For  thcc  the  Hurdy  pavior  thumps  tlie  ground, 
W'liilft  every  firoke  his  labouring  lungs  refound  ; 
For  thcc  the  fcavcnger  bids  kennels  glide  15 

Wichio  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  fubfulc. 
My  youdiful  bofom  burns  with  tbirft  of  fame, 
Fiom  the  great  theme  to  build  a  glorious  name, 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown. 
And  bind  xny  t«mples  with  a  civic  crown ;  10 
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Bsr  awre  my  coonnVs  lore  demands  the  lays ; 
My  coontry's  be  die  profit,  mine  the  praife  ! 

When  the  black  youth  at  chofen  flads  rejoice^ 
And  **  clean  your  ftocs**  refounds  from  crery  voice  j 
^Vhcn  late  their  miry  iides  flage-coaches  fiiow,  ^5 

And  their  fiiff  horf«  through  the  town  move  flow  j 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  min  lies. 
And  damfcls  firfl  renew  their  oyfter-crics  : 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  (hoes  provide^ 
"Not  of  the  Spaniih  or  Morrcco  hide ;  ^o 

The  wooden  heel  may  raifc  the  danccr^s  bom)(^ 
And  with  the  fcallop^d  top  his  ftcp  be  crown'd : 
I^t  firm,  wcll-hafnmer*d  folcs  proteft  thy  feet 
Through  freezing  fnows,  and  r^ns,  and  foaking  fleets 
Should  the  big  laft  ^extend  the  Ihoc  too  vvridc,  3  5 

Each  ftone  will  wifench  th*  unwary  ftep  afide  5 
The  fudden  turn  may  ftretch  the  fwelling  vein. 
Thy  cracking  j<>int  unhinge,  or  ankle  fprain  ; 
And,  when  too  fliort  the  roodifli  fhoes  are  wom^ 
You  '11  judge  ihe  leafons  by  your  (hooting  corn.         40 

Nor  Ihould  it  prove  thy  lefs  important  care 
To  chufc  a  proper  coat  for  winter's  wear. 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D*Oily  habit  fold. 
The  (ilken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold  j 
The  frieze's  fpongy  nap  is  foak*d  with  rain,  45 

And  IhdwerR  foon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain; 
True  Witney  *bioad-clo»h,  with  its  Ihag  unfliom^ 
Unplcic'd  is  in  the  lading  tempcft  worn  : 

**  A  town  in  Oxfordihire. 
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Be  this  the  horfeman's  fence ;   for  who  would  wear 

Amid  the  town  the  fpoils  of  Ruflia's  bear }  50 

Within  the  roquelaure*s  clafp  thy  hands  are  pent, 

Handsi  that,  ftretch'd  fortli,  invading  harms  prevent. 

Let  the  loop'd  bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 

Or  bis  deep  cloak  bcfpatter'd  o'er  with  lace. 

That  garment  bcft  the  vvkitcr's  rage  defends,  5  5 

Whofc  ample  form  without  one  plai^  depends ; 

By  various  names  ''^in  various  counties  known. 

Yet  hekl  in  all  the  true  Surtout  alone ; 

Be  thine  of  Kerfey  firm,  though  fmall  the  cod, 

Then  brave  unwct  the  rain,  unchillM  the  froft.  6o 

If  the  flrong  cane  fuppon  thy  walking  hand, 
Cludrmen  no  longer  fliall  the  wall  command  : 
£v'o  flurdy  carmen  (hall  thy  nod  obey, 
And  rattling  coaches  flop  to  make  thee  way  : 
This  ihall  direft  thy  cautious  tread  arigl.t,  65 

Tliough  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tipt  produce  ; 
Be  theirs  for  empty  (how,  but  thine  for  ufc. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  cafty 
And  lazily  infure  a  life's  difcafe ;  7* 

V/hile  fufier  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  Court,  to  White's  -f ,  atTembJics,  or  the  plav; 
Rofy-complexion'd  healtli  thy  ileps  attends. 
And  excrcife  ihy  lafting  youth  defcntls. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choiccft  gifts  p5ofanc  :  75 

Thus  fome  beneath  their  arm  fupport  thv  cane ; 

*  A  Joieph,  Wrap-rafcnl,  &c. 

f  A  Cliocolace-houfs  in  Sr.  j^vmes's-flicec* 
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Her  rofy  clvcek  with  diftant  vifits  glo*.v'd. 

And  exercifc  unartful  charms  bcftow'd  ; 

But  (ince  in  braided  gold  her  foot  it  l)Oundy 

And  a  long  training  mantua  fwecps  the  ground,       1 1# 

Her  (hoe  difdains  the  flreet ;  the  lazy  fair 

With  narrow  ftep  affc6t$  a  limping  air. 

Now  gaudy  pride  corrupts  the  lavifli  ajrc, 

And  the  ftreets  flame  with  glaring  equipage ; 

The  tricking  gamcftcr  infolently  rides,  1 1  - 

With  Loves  and  Graces  on  his  chariot- Hues ; 

)a  faucy  llate  the  griping  broker  iits, 

And  laughs  at  honefiy  and  trudging  wits. 

For  you,  O  lionell  men,  thefe  ufeful  lays 

The  Mufe  prepares  ;  I  feek  no  other  praife.  n*- 

When  deep  is  firft  difturh'd  by  morning  cries ; 
From  fure  prognofticks  learn  to  know  the  ikies, 
Left  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  nip,ht  complain  ; 
Surpriz'd  in  dreary  fogs,  or  driving  rain. 
When  futfocating  roifts  obfcure  the  morn,  125 

Let  thy  worft  wig,  long  us'd  to  ftorms,  be  worn ; 
This  knows  the  powder'd  footman,  and  with  care 
Beneath  his  flapping  hat  fecuics  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  fcafon  juftiy  dreft. 
Nor  brave  the  picf cing  froft  with  open  breaft ;  1 1^ 

And,  when  the  bvrfting  clouds  a  deluge  pour, 
Let  thy  Surtout  defend  the  drenching  (howtr. 

The  changing  weather  ccnain  figns  reveal. 
Ere  wiater  ^ds  her  fr.ow,  or  froks  congeal. 
You  '11  fee  the  coals  in  brighter  fimnc  afpire,  13  $ 

And  fulphur  tinge  with  blue  tlie  riOng  fire  : 

Youi; 
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Of  LearniDg  ftrips  die  rails ;  the  rowing  crew. 

To  tempt  a  fur,  cldadi  all  their  tilts  in  blue ; 

On  hollers'  poles  depending  ficKkings  ty'd  165 

Flag  with  the  (lackenM  gale  finon  fide  to  fide ; 

Church-nKmaments  foretell  the  chang^  zar  ; 

Then  Niobe  dilTolres  into  a  tear. 

And  fweafs  with  facred  grief;  yon  11  bear  the  Ibondf 

Of  whiftling  wind^,  ere  kennel's  break  their  boandsi 

Ungrateful  odours  common-flioies  diffbfe. 

And  droppbg  vaults  diftil  unwholefomc  dews. 

Ere  the  dies  rattle  with  the  fmoaking  ibower. 

And  fpouts  on  heedlefs  men  their  torrents  poor. 

All  fuperfHtion  from  thy  bread  repeL  175 

Let  credulous  boys  and  prattling  nuifes  tell. 
How,  if  the  feftivid  of  Paul  be  clear. 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  fliall  ftrow  the  year  | 
When  the  dark  flties  dilfolve  in  fnow  or  rain, 
Tlie  labouring  hind  (ball  yoke  the  (leer  in  vain ;       iSa 
But,  if  the  threatening  winds  in  tcmpcfts  roar. 
Then  war  fhall  bathe  her  wafleful  fword  in  gore. 
How,  if  oa  Switliin's  fcaft  the  vrelkin  lours. 
And  erery  penthoufe  Areams  with  hafty  ihowers. 
Twice  twenty  days  fliall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain,    185^ 
And  wafli  the  parements  with  inceifant  rain. 
Let  rot  fuch  vulgar  tales  debafe  thy  mind ; 
Nor  Paul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  Mufe  de^fe. 
And  fligfat  the  faithful  warning  of  the  ikies  ;  190 

Others  you  '11  fee,  when  all  the  town  's  afloat^ 
Wrapt  in  th'  embraces  of  a  kcrfcy-coat. 

Or 


A  '■■ 


W:.c:s 


T  III  V  I  A.     BcroK  I.  M9 

Where  Lincoin  wiilc  extends  \ttr  fenny  foil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  li-v*<l,  grown  white  with  toil; 
One  onlv  daughter  bkft  his  DiqHial  t>c<),  225 

Who  from  her  infant  hand  t\\^  j)o«'iiy  fed  : 
Martha  (her  careful  mottivr  ;  n^  \  0)  flic  bore. 
But  now  her  careful  mutlvji  ua^  no  ...<  ./. 
Whilft  on  her  father's  kntt;  ihe  damicl  fia)'d, 
Pattv  he  tvuK.ly  call'd  the  fmiiiiij;  maid;  a^o 

As  years  mcrcasM,  her  riuIJy  l>catit>  ^rew. 
And  Patt)*s  fame  o*cr  all  the  vii-ajjc  flew. 

Soon  as  the  grey-eye  a  morning  i^rcaks  the  flues. 
And  in  the  doul)t.'ui  clay  the  woodcock  flies, 
Her  cleanly  pail  tlu  ju^'tty  houfwifc  bear^  135 

And  fmging  to  the  diuaut  field  repairs  j 
And,  when  the  plVms  with  evening-dews  arc  fpread. 
The  milky  burthc::  fmoaks  upon  her  head, 
Deep  through  a  miry  lane  (he  pick'd  her  way, 
Al'ovc  her  ancle  role  the  chalky  clay.  240 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  fpies. 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes  : 
He  law,  he  lov'd;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
SiV'jct  innocence  and  beauty  mcc:  in  one. 
All,  Mulciber  !  recall  thy  nuptial  rovvj*,  ^45 

Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  l*aphtan  fpt>ufe. 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inenhaufteil  charms. 
And  canfi  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms? 

Tlic  Lcmnian  Pi>wer  forfakes  the  realms  abo\x. 
His  lK)fom  glowini;  with  icrreftrial  love  ;  ^50 

F.ir  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found; 
Ko  tenant  vcntur'd  on  th'  unwholcfomc  ground. 
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Here  fmoaks  his  forge,  he  bares  his  fincwy  arm, 
And  early  ftrokes  the  founding  anvil  warm  ; 
Around  his  ihop  the  ileely  fparkles  flew,  25^ 

As  for  the  Heed  he  ihap'd  the  bending  fhoe. 

When  bluc-eye*d  Patty  near  his  window  came , 
His  anvil  refts,  his  forge  forgets  to  flame. 
To  hear  his  foothing  tales,  fhe  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  refill  the  force  of  praife  ?  260 

At  firft  flic  coyly  every  kifs  witliftood, 
And  all  her  chet^k  was  i!ufli*d  with  modeft  blood ; 
With  headlefs  nails  he  now  furrounds  her  fhoes. 
To  fave  her  flcps  from  rains  and  -piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  foothing  tales,  his  preients  wore  ;        tt^ 
And  granted  kilTesy  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chiird  her  feet,  with  cold  flie  pines,        ^ 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofc  declines  4 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  luflre  boaft, 
And  in  hoarfe  founds  her  melting  voice  is  loft.         ^70 

This  Vulcan  faw,  and,  in  his  heavenly  thought, 
A  new  machine  mechanic  fancy  wrought, 
Above  the  mire  lier  fhdter'd  fteps  to  raife. 
And  bear  her  fafely  through  the  wintery  ways, 
fitrait  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  ^lows,  S75 

And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rofe. 
No  more  her  lungs  are  (hook  with  dropping  rheums» 
And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  God  obtained  his  futt :  though  flattery  fail, 
Prefents  with  female  virtue  tnuft  prevail.  s8o 

The  patten  now  fupports  -each  frugal  dame. 
Which  from  the  blue«eye'd  Patty  takes  the  name. 
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Of  Walking  the  Streets  by  Day. 

T^HUS  for  the  Mufc  has  trac'd  in  ufeful  lays 
■*"    The  proper  implements  for  wintery  ways ; 
His  UQgfat  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes. 
To  read  the  Tarious  warnings  of  the  (kies : 
Now  renture,  Mufe,  from  home  to  range  the  town,    5 
And  for  the  public  fafcty  rifque  thy  own. 

For  eafe  and  for  dil patch,  the  morning's  beil; 
No  tides  of  palTengers  the  ftreets  moleft. 
You  *11  fee  a  draggled  damfel  here  and  there. 
From  BilJingrgatc  her  fifliy  traffick  bear;  10 

On  doors  the  fallow  milk-maid  chalks  her  gains  : 
Ah  !  how  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  ihe  plains  1 
Before  proud  gates  attending  alTes  bray. 
Or  arrogate  with  folemn  pace  the  way  ; 
Thefc  grave  pliyficians  with  their  milky  chear  15 

Tlie  love-fick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repair ; 
Here  rows  of  drummers  (bnd  in  martial  file, 
And  with  their  vellum  thunder  ihake  the  pile. 
To  greet  the  new-made  bride.    Are  founds  like  thefe 
The  proper  prelude  to  a  (late  of  peace  ?  %o 

Now  induflry  awakes  her  bufy  fons ; 
FuU-chaig'd  with  news  the  breatklefs  hawker  runs : 

Shops 
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You  *11  fometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  niccA  tread, 
Whofe  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head. 
At  every  (lep  he  dreads  the  wall  to  lofe,  55 

And  rifques,  to  fave  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  iI;oes; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pafs  with  caution  by. 
Led  from  his  fhouldcr  clouds  of  powder  fly. 
But  when  the  bully,  witli  aiTjming  pace. 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'ci  round  with  tamiibM  lace,   $• 
Yield  not  the  way,  defy  his  fcrutting  pride. 
And  thruft  him  to  the  muddy  kennels  (idc; 
lie  never  turns  again,  nor  darc^  oppofe. 
But  mutters  coward-cjrfcs  as  Ix  goes. 

If  drawn  by  bufmcfs  to  a  ftreet  unknown,  6^ 

Let  the  fworn  porter  point  thee  thiough  the  town; 
Ec  furc  obfervc  the  figns,  for  figns  remain 
Like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train* 
Seek  not  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
Thofe  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  ftcps  aftray;  7# 

A(k  the  grave  tradcfman  to  dirc^  thee  right, 
He  ne'er  deceives — but  when  he  profits  by  'r. 

Where  fam'd  St.  Giles's  anticn:  limits  fprcad. 
An  inraird  column  rears  its  lofty  head, 
Here  to  feven  llrccrs  kvcn  dials  count  the  day,  75 

And  from  each  other  catch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft'  the  pcafant,  with  enquiiing  face, 
Hvwilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place  ; 
Uc  dv/clls  on  every  fign  with  ftupid  g^v.e, 
Er.-.rs  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maz.e,  t« 

T.i.,  every  winding  court  and  ftreet  in  vain, 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  fteps  again. 

Vol.  I.  T  Thus 
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To  vulgar  deities  dcfcends  the  fafliioiiy 

Each,  like  her  betten*  had  her  earthly  paifion. 

Then  ♦  Cloacina  (Goddcfs  of  tlic  tide,  1 1 5 

WhoTe  fable  fbeams  benesth  the  city  glide) 

IndalgM  the  modiii  flame ;  the  towD  Ihe  ro^'d, 

A  mortal  fcavenger  flic  faw,  (he  lov*d; 

The  muddy  fpots  that  drvM  upon  his  face. 

Like  female  patches,  hcightcnM  every  grace  :  no 

She  gaz'd ;  flic  figh'd ;  (for  lore  can  beauties  fpy 

In  what  fccm  faults  to  every  ccmmon  eye.) 

Now  had  the  watchman  walkM  his  fecond  round; 
Wlien  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  found 
Of  her  brown  lover's  cart  (for  well  ihc  knows  115 

That  picafiog  thunder)  :  fwift  the  Goddcfs  rofc. 
And  dirough  the  ilrects  purfucd  tlie  diftant  noife, 
Her  bofon;!  panting  with  cxpeftcd  joys. 
With  the  night- wandciing  harlot's  airs  flic  pad, 
Brufli'd  near  his  fide,  and  wanton  glances  cad  $        130 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder-wench  flie  came, 
UTicn  love,  the  hour,  the  place,  had  banilh'd  flwme  ; 
To  the  dark  alley  arm  in  arm  they  move  : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love ! 

When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  fill'd  her  fpacc, 
The  pregnant  Goddefs  (cautious  of  difgrace) 

•  Cloacina  was  a  Goddefs,  whofc  image  Tatius  (a 
king  of  the  Sabines)  found  in  the  common  fliore;  and, 
not  knowing  what  Goddefs  it  was,  he  called  it  Cloacina, 
from  the  place  in  which  it  was  found,  and  paid  to  it 
4Jivine  honours.  La^ant.  i^  20.  Mlnuc.  Fel.  061. 
p.  232. 
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Defcends  to  earth ;  but  fought  no  midwife's  aid, 

Nor  'mid ft  her  anguilh  to  Lucina  prayM  ; 

^o  cheerful  goHip  wifh'd  the  mother  jov, 

Alone,  beneath  a  bulk  (lie  dropt  the  boy.  i4<> 

The  child,  through  various  rifqucs  in  years  improv'dj. 
At  firll:  a  beggar's  brat,  compallion  mov'd  j 
His  infant  tongue  foon  learnt  the  canting  art. 
Knew  all  the  prayers  and  whines  to  touch  the  heart. 

Oh  happy  unown'd  youths !  your  limbs  can  bear  14^ 
The  fcorching  dog-ftar,  and  the  winter's- air; 
While  the  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirfts  with  each  beat,  and  cougbs  witb  every  r;>in ! 

The  Goddefb  long  it  ad  mark'd  trie  child's  diilicfs, 
And  long  had  fought  hi-  fufrcrings  to  redrwfs  15^ 

She  prays  the  Godb  to  take  the  fondling's  part. 
To  teach  his  hand^  fome  beneficial  art 
Pra£tis'd  in  (Irsets  :  the  Gods  her  fuit  allow'd. 
And  made  him  ufcful  to  the  walking  croud  ; 
To  cleanfe  the  miry  fcer,  and  o'er  tlie  flioe  1^5 

With  niml)le  Ikill  the  glolTy  black  renew. 
Each  Power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor  : 
Whh  the  ftrong  briftles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  forms  his  brulh  ;  the  God  of  Day 
A  tripod  gives,  amid  the  crouded  way  160 

To  raife  the  dirty  foot,  and  cafe  his  toil ; 
Kind  Neptune  fills  his  vafe  with  fetid  oil 
Preft  from  th'  enormous  whale;   the  God  of  Fire, 
From  whofe  dominions  fmoaky  clouds  afpirc. 
Among  thefc  generous  prefcnts  joins  his  part,  165 

And  aids  with  foot  the  new  japanning  art. 

Plcas'd 
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P]eas*U  (he  receives  the  gifts  j   Ihe  downward  jrlides. 
Lights  in  Fleet-ditch,  and  Ihoots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  flurdy  lad  awakes, 
T.caps  from  his  flail,  his  tangled  hair  he  fliakcs;       170 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  rails,  he  mufing  (lood, 
And  view*d  below  the  black  canal  of  miKl, 
Where  common  fliores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Wliofc  torrents  rufli  from  Holborn's  fatal  deep :    ^ 
Tcnfivc  through  idlenefs,  tears  flow'd  apace,  17.5; 

Which  cas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wafli'd  his  face ! 
At  length  he  fighing  cry'd.  That  boy  was  blelV, 
Whofe  infant  lips  have  drain'd  a  mother's  breafl; 
Bat  happier  far  are  thofc  (if  fuch  be  known) 
T/hom  both  a  father  and  a  mother  own  :  1  So 

Hut  I,  al»s  !  hafd  fortune's  utmort  fcorn. 
Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  born  t 
Some  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 
Bi:lovM  bv  uncles,  and  kind  good  old  aunts  ; 
"When  time  comes  round,  a  Chrirtmns-liox  they  bear,. 
And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
Had  I  the  precepts  of  a  father  Icnrn'd, 
Perhaps  1  tlicn  the  coachman's  fare  had  earn'd. 
For  Iclfcr  boys  can  drive  ;   I  thirfty  fcand, 
And  fee  the  double  flag^on  charge  their  hand,  jgo^ 

S:c  them  pufiToifthc  froth,  and  gulp  amain, 
Wiiilc  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain. 

Wiiile  thus  he' fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide,. 
In  widen'd  circles,  bears  on  cither  1:de; 
The  (io^idefs  rofe  amid  the  inmoft  round,  1-95 

«Witb -widierd  UJrnip-Eops  her  tcm pies,  crown'd; 

d  .3  Xovv 
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I^ow  reachM  her  dripping  treflfcs,  hnk,  and  black 

As  the  fmooth  jet,  or  giofly  raven's  back; 

Around  her  waifl  a  circling  eel  was  twinM, 

Which  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rags  behind*    »oo 

Kow  beckoning  to  the  boy,  ihe  thus  begun  : 

Thy  prayers  are  granted  j  weep  no  more,  my  fon  :  - 

Go  thrive.     At  feme  frecjuented  corner  ftandj 

This  bruih  I  give  thee,  grafp  it  in  thy  hand. 

Temper  the  foot  within  this  vafe  of  oil,  ^05 

Ami  let  the  little  tripod  aid  ihy  toil ; 

On  this  meihinks  I  fee  the  walking  crew. 

At  thy  requeft,  fupport  the  miry  fhoe ; 

The  foot  grows  black  that  was  with  dirt  imbrown^d, 

And  in  thy  pocket  gingling  halfpence  found.  210 

The  Goddefs  plunges  fwift  beneath  the  flood. 

And  dafhes  all  around  her  fiiowers  of  mud  : 

The  youth  ftrait  chofe  his  poft  ;  the  labour  ply'd 

Where  branching  llrects  from  Charing-crofs  divide  j 

His  treble  voice  refounds  along  the  Meufe,  ai  ^ 

And  White-hall  echoes — "  Clean  your  Honour's  fhocs  !** 

Like  the  fweet  ballad,  this  amuiing  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  walker  on  his  way; 
While  '  e  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  throng; 
The  buiy  city  alks  inflru6live  fong.  zzo 

Where,  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  croud, 
ClafpM  in  the  board  the  perjur'd  head  is  bowM, 
Betimes  retreat;  here,  thick  as  hailftones  pour, 
Turnips  and  half-hatch'd  eggs  (a  mingled  fliowcr) 
Among  the  rabble  rain  ;  fome  random  throw  215 

May  wicS  the  trickhng*  yolk  thy  check  o'erflow. 

Though 
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Thougii  expedition  bids,  yet  never  ftny 
Where  no  rang'd  pofts  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thundering  wa^rgons  meet. 
Wheels  cla(h  with  wheels,  and  bar  the  narrow  ftreec ; 
The  lathing  whip  refounds,  the  horfes  ilrain,  231 

And  blood  in  anguift  burfts  the  fweUing  vein. 
O  barbarous  men  1  your  cruel  breads  atfuage ; 
Why  vent  ye  on  ihe  generous  fleed  your  rage  ? 
Docs  not  his  fervice  earn  you  daily  bread?  135 

Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  f^dl 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  foul  revives. 
And,  (hifring  feats,  in  other  bodies  lives; 
Severe  (hall  be  the  brutal  coachunan's  change. 
Doomed  in  a  hackney  horfe  the  town  to  rarjje  j         240 
Carmen,  transformed,  the  groaning  load  (hall  draw. 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  lalh  (hall  awe. 
Who  would  of  Watling-llrecc  the  dangers  (hare. 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  Chcapfuic  is  near  ? 
Or  who  that  rugged  ftrcet  **  wouKi  travcrfe  o'er,       245 
That  ftrcrches,  O  Fleet-ditch,  from  rhy  black  Ihorc 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?  Here  fleams  afcend 
That,  in  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nofc  orfend. 
Where  chandlers'  cauldrons  boil ;  where  fifiiy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  Hall,  long  abfent  from  the  fea ;  230 

And  where  tl^  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  fpoii. 
And  where  huge  hogflicatis  fweat  with  trainy  oil; 
Thy  breathing  noflril  hold  :  bur  how  fliall  I 
Pz(^  where  in  piles  Carnavian  f  clurcfe^  lie  ; 

♦  Thames -iircet.  f  Chcfhirs  anciently  fo  called. 

1  4  Chccfe, 
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ChecTf,  that  the  table's  clofing  rites  denies,  ^-.^ 

And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rife? 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall-mall ! 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  fmell  I 
At  diftance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach, 
Kor  (lurdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach  j  260 

No  lets  would  bar  thy  wa}'^  were  chairs  deny*d, 
The  foft  fupports  of  lazmefs  and  pride; 
Shops  breathe  perfumes,  through  faihes  ribbons  glow. 
The  tmitualarms  of  ladies  and  the  beau. 
Vet  ftill  ev'n  here,  when  rains  the  pafiage  hide,        ^65 
Oft'  the  loofc  (lone  fpirts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  carelefs  foot ;  and  from  on  high. 
Where  mafons  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fl}'-, 
MoTter  and  crumbled  lime  in  (bowers  defcend. 
And  o'er  thy  head  deftru^live  tiles  impend.  27© 

But  fometunes  let  me  leave  the  noify  roads, 
And  filent  wander  in  rhe  clofe  abodes, 
W  here  wheels  ne  'er  fhake  the  grou  nd  j  there  penfive  (Iray, 
Indudious  thought,  the  long  uncrouded  way. 
Here  I  remark  each  walker's  different  face,  275 

And  in  tl:eir  look  their  various  bufinefs  trace. 
The  broT<er  here  his  fpacious  beaver  wears. 
Upon  his  brow  iit  jealoulies  and  cares  ; 
Bent  on  fome  mortgage  (to  avoid  reproach) 
He  iceks  bye-(lreets,  and  faves  th'  ex  pen  (ire  coach.  280 
Soft,  at  low  doors,  old  letchers  tap  their  cane. 
For  fair  reclufe,  who  travel  Drury-lancj 
Here  roams  uncomb'd  the  lavifti  rake,  to  fliun 
mk  Plect-ilrea  draper's  everlaHing  ikin. 

Careful 
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Careful  obfervers,  fludious  of  the  town,  2.85 

Shun  the  misfortunes  that  difgrace  the  clown ; 
Untemptcd,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats, 
Pafs  by  the  Meufe,  nor  try  the  *  thimble's  cheats. 
When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  crofs  behind, 
Wliere  bubbling  ycft  is  blown  by  gufts  of  wind  :      390 
And  when  up  Ludgate-hill  huge  carts  move  flow. 
Tar  from  the  draining  fteeds  fecurcly  go, 
Whofe  daihing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mlrc, 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  tlic  gazing  'fqulre. 
The  Partliian  thus  bis  javcrm  bacTcward  throws,       2^5 
And  as  he  flies  infsfts  purfuing  foes. 

The  thoughtlcfs  wits  fliall  frequent  forfeits  pay. 
Who  'gain ft  the  fentry's  box  difcharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  feme  court  or  fccrct  corner  feck. 
Nor  flufli  with  fliame  the  pafllng  virgin's  cheek.       30* 

Yet  let  me  not  defcend  to  trivial  fong. 
Nor  vulgar  circumftance  my  vcrfe  prolong. 
Why  (hould  I  teach  the  maid,  when  torrents  pour, 
Her  head  ro  flielrer  from  thefudden  fiiowcr? 
Nature  will  beft  her  ready  hand  inform,  305 

With  her  fprcad  pettlco^rt  to  fence  the  ftorm. 
Does  not  each  walker  know  the  warning  fign. 
When  wifps  of  ft  raw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Ciofs  the  clofe  ftrcetj  that  then  the  paver's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart  ?  3 10 

Who  knows  not  that  the  coachman  lafiiing  by 
Oft*  with  his  flourifti  cuts  the  heedlefs  eye  ? 

*  A  cheat  commonly  pradifcd  ia  tlu:  ftrccts  witk 
lurcc  ciiiiublcti  and  a  little  balL 

And 
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Where  Covcnt-Garccn's  famous  temple  (bnds, 
Thtc  boafts  the  work  of  Jones'  unmorul  hands ; 
Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear,  345 

And  graceful  porches  lead  along  the  fquare  : 
Here  oft'  my  courie  I  bend ;  when  fi>-!  from  far, 
I  fpy  the  furies  of  the  fooc-ball  war : 
The  'prentice  quits  his  (hop,  to  join  the  crew, 
Incceafing  crouds  the  fl3ring  game  purfue.  350 

Thus,  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  fnowy  ground, 
T\»  gathering  glolse  augments  with  even*  round. 
But  whither  (hall  I  run  ?  the  throng  draws  nigh, 
Tlie  ball  now  (kims  the  (Ireet,  now  foars  on  high ; 
The  deattrous  glazier  (Irong  returns  the  bound,         355- 
And  gingling  fa(he»  on  the  pent-houfe  found. 

O,  roving  Mufe  I  recal  that  wondrous  year. 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air ; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  frofted  oziers  crown'd. 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  lH)Uiid.  360- 

The  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  fliore, 
Pcnlive  reclines  upon  his  ufelefs  oar ; 
Sec  hamefs'd  (lecds  defert  the  ftony  town. 
And  wander  roads  unflablc,  not  their  own ; 
Wheels  o*er  the  harden*d  waters  fmoothly  glide,       345- 
Aod  rafe  with- whiten'd. tracks  the  (lippery  tide; 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  tire. 
And  fcarce  the  fpit  can  turn  the  (leer  entire ;. 
Booths  fudden  hide  the  Thames,  long  (Irects  appear. 
And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crouded  fair,       37* 
So  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train 
Spread  tbeir  encuDpment  o*er  the  fpacious  plain  1 

Thicic 
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Thick  riling-  ants  a  canvafs  dry  bnild. 

And  the  land  dice  reibund  dircueh  all  riie  frefd. 

'Twas  here  die  matrnn  fbiind  a  uokfbl  fittt:  jt^ 

Lit  elegiac  lav  zhe.  woe  rclare* 
Sofn  as  rhc  breath  of  diilant  3urcs,  at  hours 
When  iiienn  evening  clafcs  un  die  fiflwers  ; 
I.aiUag-  2S  taiiing-  water's  udII»/w  uoifc : 
Indulging  grief,  like  PhiTomcIafs  vrrice.  ^S« 

Doll  everr  day  had  vvalk'd  chele  rrcacherocs  roada-; 
Pier  seek  grew  warpt  benesh  autiiinnal  leads 
Ot  various  trjtiz  :  fiie  now  a  baficcc  bcrc; 
Tliat  liead,  a!aa  f  fhall  bafkcr  Ijcar  yo  more, 
tacb  booth  fee  freq-oent  pafr,  i-  qastl:  ct  gain,         3^5 
And  hoys  witli  pleaiare  heard  l^er  flurlling  fharn. 
Ah,  Doll  !  all  morrals  muft  rdi^^  their  breath. 
And  indullry  irfcif  fuhmir  ro  cicarh  I 
The  cracltirg  cryfbal  yields ;  &.c  trks,  fhc  dies, 
"Her  head,  chopc  off,  from  her  loft  ftioxAdtn  flics;    jgo 
Pf^fMj  (he  cry'd;   bat  d-a:h  h-r  Force  coitfbands ; 
And  pip-  ftp-  pip-  along  the  ice  refotmds. 

So,  when  the  Thraciaa  furies  Orphcxxs  tore. 
And  Icf:  his  bleeding  trunk  deform *d  with  gore. 
His  fcrcT'd  iKad  floats  down  the  fi^rcr  tide,  395 

His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  loft  confort  cryM ; 
Eurydicc  with  quivering  voice  he  motim'd. 
And  Hcijcr's  banks  Eurydice  returned. 

But  no^7  the  wcftcrn  gale  the  flood  unbinds. 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  with  warmer  winds; 
Tlic  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leaves, 
And  Tlumcs*  full  aim  rolls  down  his  plenteous  waves  ; 

Jrom 
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svery  pcDt-houfc  (Iresms  the  fleeting  fnow^ 
ith  diflblving  froft  the  pavements  flow, 
crienc'd  men,  inuiM  to  city  ways,  40J 

lOt  the  Calendar  to  count  their  days, 
through  the  town  with  flow  and  folemn  air, 
f  the  iioflril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear; 

him  moves  majcftically  dull, 
idc  of  Hocklcy-hole,  the  furly  hull.  41a 

hence  the  peiiods  of  the  week  to  name, 
lys  and  Thurfdays  are  the  days  of  game. 
en  flfliy  flail  wi:h  double  ftore  arc  laid ; 
ildcn-bcllyM  carp,  th.c  l)roavl-tinnM  maid, 
leckled  trouts,  iliv;  faliY.oivs  lllvcr  jowl,  415; 

intcd  lobftcr,  and  unlcly  foal, 
ifcious  Tcallops  to  allure  ihc  tafre^ 
id  zcalotb  to  delicious  fafis  ; 
:fdays  and  Fiidays  you  '11  obfcrvc  from  hence, 
A'hcn  our  lircs  were  doomV.  to  abilincncc.       42a 
en  diity  waters  from  balconies  drop, 
cxtrous  damfcls  twiil  the  fprinkling  mop, 
Icanfe  the  fpatrer'd  fafli,  and  fcrub  the  flairs  j 
Saturday's  conciufivc  morn  appeais. 
cflive  cries  the  fcafons'  change  declare,  42^ 

lark  the  monthly  progrcfs  of  the  year. 

how  the  ftrccts  with  ticlde  voices  ring, 
I  the  l)ountcous  pnKlu6l  of  the  Spring  ! 
fmclling  flowers,  and  cider's  early  bud, 
iettle*s  tender  flioots,  to  cleanfe  the  blood  ;     430 
A'hcn  June's  thunder  cools  the  fultry  fl^ics, 
aadays  arc  profan'd  by  msickrel  cries. 

Wallnuts 
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Wallnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  autumn  (lain. 
Blue  plumbs  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain  ; 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice,  435 

To  truft  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rofemary,  and  bays  the  Poet's  crouTi, 
Arc  bawl'd,  in  frequent  cries,  through  all  the  town. 
Then  judge  the  fcftival  of  Chriftraas  near, 
Chrifhnas,  the  joyous  period  of  the  year.  440 

Now  with  bright  holly  all  yeur  temples  flrow, 
With  laurel  green,  and  facred  mifletoe. 
Now,  heaven-born  Charityi  thy  blcilings  Ihed ; 
Bid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  fickly  head  j 
Bid  (hivering  limbs  l>e  warm;  let  Plenty's  bowl        445 
Jn  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  foul ! 
Sec,  fee  !  the  hcavcn-born  maid  her  blcilings  (hed ; 
1.0  I  meagre  Want  uprears  her  fickly  head  ; 
Cloath'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad. 
While  fcliiih  Avarice  alone  is  fad;  450 

Proud  coaches  pafs,  regardlefs  of  the  moan 
•Of  infant  orphans,  and  the  widow's  groan ; 
While  Charity  ftill  moves  the  walker's  mind. 
His  liberal  purfe  relieves  the  lame  and  blind. 
Judicioufly  thy  half-pence  arc  beflow'd,  455 

Where  the  laborious  beggar  fweeps  the  road. 
Whate'cr  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand^ 
Nor  let  old  age  long  ilretch  his  palfy'd  band. 
Thofc  who  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day. 
And  ilill  are  teaz'd  bccaufe  they  Aill  delay.  460 

If  e'er  the  mifer  durft  his  farthings  fpare. 
He  thinly  fprcads  them  through  the  public  fquare, 

Wheie, 
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ill  befide  the  rail,  ranged  beggars  lie, 

(1  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry ; 

\M7tnf  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his  fcore, 

hfs  eyes,  and  haflcs  to  beggar  more.  466 

:  die  brafs'knocker,  wrapt  in  flannH  band, 

:he  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand } 

Dlder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death, 

ith  impatience  for  the  dying  breath,  470 

irts  o*er  a  camp,  with  hovering  flight, 

>  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 

i(l  thou  pafs,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 

:aven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  fpare  ? 

,  Fortefcue,  (incere,  experienc'd  friend,       475 

:f$,  thy  deeds,  and  ev'n  thy  fees  fiifpend  1 

t  us  leave  the  Temple's  filcnt  walls, 

ncfs  to  my  diflant  lodging  calls  ; 

h  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  flray ; 

ee  coDveriing,  I  forget  the  way.  4t# 

:hat  narrow  ftrect  whicli  deep  defcends, 

buildiAg  to  the  (limy  ihore  extends ; 

runders  fam'd  ilru£^ure  rear'd  its  frame, 

:et  alone  retains  the  empty  name. 

Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvafs  warmM,  485 

iphael*^  fair  defign,  with  judgement,  charm'd, 

ngs  the  bellman's  long,  and  palled  here 

our'd  prints  of  Overton  appear. 

ftatues  breath'd  the  works  of  Phidias'  hands, 

len  pump,  or  lonely  watch-houfe,  flands.      490 

Ifftx'  ftately  pile  adom'd  the  ibore, 

i^cil's,  Bedfbrd*s«  ViUen*,  now  no  more. 

Yet 
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Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  flill  remains ; 

Beauty  within,  without  proportion  reigns. 

B;:ncath  his  eye  declining  an  revives,  ^^ 

The  wall  with  animated  pifture  lives; 

There  Handel  llrikes  the  ftrings,  the  melting  drain 

Tranfporrs  the  foul,  and  thiills  tlirough  every  vein  ; 

There  oft'  I  enter  (hut  with  cleaner  ihoes). 

For  Burlington  's  belov'd  by  every  Mufe.  503 

O  ye  aliociate  walkers,  O  my  friends. 
Upon  vour  (late  what  happincfs  attends  ! 
What  though  no  coach  to  frequent  viiit  rolls. 
Nor  for  your  fiiilling  chairmen  fling  their  poles ; 
Yet  ftill  your  nerves  rheumatic  pains  defy,  505 

Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  fain 0:1  eye; 
Ko  wafting  cough  difchargcs  founds  of  death. 
Nor  whcez'.ng  afihma  heaves  in  vain  for  hrtaih ; 
Nor  from  your  reliefs  couch  is  heard^the  groan 
Of  burning  gout,  or  fedentary  flonc.  510 

L?t  others  in  the  jolting  coach  confide,' 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide  ; 
Or,  box'd  within  tlie  chair,  contemn  tlie  flreet^ 
And  truft  their  fafety  to  another's  feet : 
Still  let  me  walk  ;  for  oft*  the  fudden  gale  51^ 

Ruffles  the  tide,  and  fliifts  the  dangerous  fail ; 
Then  fl)all  the  pafTengcr  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  faithlefs  oar; 
The  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  fpurns. 
The  glalTes  fhatters,  and  his  charge  o'erturns.  52a 

Who  can  recount  the  coach's  various  harms, 
'Jhe  legs  dibjointed,  and  the  broken  arm*  ? 
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I  'vc  fecn  a  beau,  in  fome  ill-fated  hour. 
When  o'er  the  ftones  choakM  kennels  fwcll  the  (hower» 
la  gilded  chariot  loll;  he  with  difdain  525 

Views  fpatter'd  paflengers  all  drcnchM  in  rain ; 
With  mud  fiird  high,  the  rumbling  cart  draws  near. 
Now  rule  thy  prancing  fteeds,  lac'd  charioteer ! 
The  duftman  laftes  on  with  fpiteful  rage, 
His  ponderous  fpokcs  thy  painted  wheel  engage,       530 
Crulh'd  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  Ihricking  beau, 
The  flabby  pavement  cryftal  fragments  ftrow, 
Black  floods  of  mire  th*  embroider'd  coat  difgrace, 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So,  when  dread  Jove  the  fon  of  PhoebUs  hurl'd,       5^5 
ScarM  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nether  world. 
The  headftrong  courfcrs  tore  the  filver  reins, 
And  the  fun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains.  ' 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills, 
Kis  fickly  hand  is  llor'd  with  friendly  bills :  540 

From  hence  he  Itarns  the  feventh-born  do6lor's  fame, 
From  hence  he  Icains  the  chcapefl  tailor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  fmoak  upon  your  boards  ? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  beft  affords. 
Would 'ft  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal  ? 
Seek  LeaJcii-hall ;  St.  James's  fends  thee  veal  ; 
'1  hamcs-frreet  gives  checfcs  ;  Covcnt-garden  fruits  ; 
Moor-ficlds  old  books  j  and  Monmouth-ftreet  old  fuits. 
1  fence  mayfl  thou  well  fupply  the  wants  of  life, 
Suppor:  thy  family,  and  cloathe  thy  wife,  530 

Volumes  on  (hcltcr'd  flails  expanded  lie. 
And  various  fcieuce  lures  the  learned  eye; 

Vox.  1.  K  The 
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The  bending  fhelvcs  with  ponderous  fcholiafts  groan. 

And  deep  divines,  to  modern  fhops  unknown : 

Here,  like  the  bee,  that  oh  induftrious  wing  555 

Collefls  the  various  odours  of  the  fpring, 

Walkers,  at  leifure,  learning's  flowers  may  fpoil, 

Nor  watch  the  wafting  of  the  midnight  oil ; 

May  morals  fnatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page, 

A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  fage :  ^Bm 

Here  fauntering  *prentices  o'er  Otway  weep, 

0*er  Congrevc  fmile,  or  over  D*Urfy  fleep ; 

Pleas'd  fempftrefTes  the  Lock's  fam'd  Rape  unfold  ; 

And  *  Squirts  read  Garth,  till  apozems  grow  cold- 

OLintot!  let  my  labours  obvious  lie,  565 

RangM  on  thy  ftall,  for  every  curious  eye  ! 
So  fhall  the  poor  thefe  precepts  gratis  know, 
And  to  my  vcrfe  their  future  fafcties  owe. 

What  walker  fhall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  falfe  luftre  of  a  coach  and  fix  ?  "570 

Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur*d  by  glaring  (how. 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th*  cmbroider'd  beau* 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  fwing. 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  fpring. 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place,  575 

Betray *d  his  fifter  to  a  lewd  embrace. 
This  coach  that  with  the  blazon 'd  'fcutcheon  glows, 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  fliowi. 
Hcic  the  brib'd  lawyer,  funk  in  velvet,  deeps; 
The  ftarving  orphan,  as  he  pafTes,  weeps;  58© 

*  An  Apothecary's  boy,  in  "  The  Difpcnfary.*' 

There 
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There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinferd  llavesy 

Who  waftes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  IcDaves ; 

That  orher,  with  a  clufteriog  train  behindy 

Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  fordid  mind ; 

This  next  in  court-fidelity  excells,  585 

The  publick  rifles',  and  his  country  felk. 

May  the  (MX>ud  chariot  nerer  be  my  fite. 

If  purchas'd  at  fo  mean,  fo  dear  a  rate  I 

Or  radber  give  me  fweet  content  on  foot, 

Wsapc  in  iD7.virtue9  and  a  good  furtout!  ^f 
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Where  :lic  rV.r  c.ta.r.c--  .:  >c.  Clenriccc  i^aaO* 
Whol';  :"::a>c r/c  Jvuiiwi  j^^roacli  upon  :1h:  ^cramt ; 
Where  :hc  1g;v  p-r.:iiv.v;/c  .^o*:»  uw  walker  >  head. 
And  :i:e  rough  pavsincsc  wcudcs  tiie  vielcin^arid;  aO 
Where  not  a  poil:  proLijSH  :hc  narrow  ;  -^ccc, 
Aody  ftruog  in  iwIdcs,  combs  uaagle  ia  tii '  race  ; 

A  fpccies  of  window  now  almcu  roigocten.  N. 

Summott 
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Sammon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouze  thy  care. 

Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  refolute,  beware. 

Forth  ifluing  from  deep  lanes,  the  collier's  ftccds       2$ 

Drag  the  black  load  ;  another  cart  fucceedsj 

Team  follows  team,  crouds  heap'd  on  crouds  appear^ 

And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  clear. 

Now  all  the  pavement  founds  with  trampling  feet. 

And  the  mix'd  hurry  barricades  the  ftrect.  30 

Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  lengthened  team 

Cracks  the  tough  harnefs;  here  a  ponderous  beam. 

Lies  over- turn 'd  athwart  j  for  ilaughter  fed. 

Here  lowing  bullocks  raife  their  horned  head. 

Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar,         3  j 

And  the  fmart  blow  provokes  the  Aurdy  war ; 

From  die  high  box  they  whirl  the  tlu>ng  around,  - 

And  with  the  twining  lalh  their  (bins  refound : 

Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they  try,. 

And  the  blood  gufhes  down  their  painful  eye ;  43 

And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warriors  light. 

And  with  their  ponderous  tills  renew  the  fight  ; 

Blow  anfwers  blow,  tlicir  cheeks  are  fmear'd  with  blood,. 

Till  down  they  fall,  and  grappling  roll  in  mud. 

So  when  two  boars,  in  wild  Ytcne  *  bred,  45 

Or  on  Wcftphalia's  fattening  cl.efnuts  fed, 

Gnafli  their  Iharp  tufks,  and,  rouz'd  with  equal  fire, 

Difputc  the  reign  oF  forae  luxurious  mire  ; 

In  the  black  flooi  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er. 

Till  their  arniV.  jav/i  diltil  wiih  foam  and  g(jre.  50 

*  Nc'.v  roreil  ill  Ihmp'l'fiiv.  ancicr.ily  (c  called. 
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Where  the  mob  gadicrs,  fwifely  fiusot  along^ 
Nor  idly  mingle  m  the  noify  chrcn^  r 
iMt'd  hy  the  filver  hilt,  amid  the  fwaro^ 
The  fabric  artift  will  thy  iidc  difann. 
Nor  is  the  Saxen  wig  with  fafetv  wont;  55 

High  on  the  fliouhlcr,  in  a  baiket  borne. 
Lurks  file  fly  boy,  whofe  hand,  to  rapine  bred, 
Plocks  off  the  curling  hcnonrs  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  ftcu Iking  thief,  with  praius'd  ilexgiit. 
And  anfelt  lingers  make  thy  pocket  liglit.  60- 

Whcre  's  now  the  watch,  with  all  its  trinkets,  flown  ? 
And  thy  late  fnuff-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But  lo  I  his  bolder  thefts  fome  tratiefman  fpiesj 
Swift  from  his  prey  the  fcudd'mg  lurcher  fiies ; 
Dextrous  he  'fcapes  the  coach  with  nimble  booods,    65 
Whilft  CTcry  honcfk  tongue  *'  ilop  thieT'  refounds. 
im  fpeeds  the  wily  fox,  alarm 'd  by  fear,. 
Who  lately  ftlch'd  the  turkey's  callow  care ; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  fiies, 
Atid  injur'd  tenants  join  the  hunter's  cries.  7^ 

Breathlcfs,  he  tumbling  falls.     lU-fatcd  boy  I 
Why  did  not  honell  work  thy  youth  employ  } 
SctzM  by  rough  hands,  he 's  dragged  amid  the  rout. 
And  Hretch'd  beneath  the  pump*s  inceifant  fpout : 
Or,  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gafping  lies,  75 

Mud  choaks  his  mouth,  and  plaifters  o*er  bis  eyes^ 

Let  not  the  ballad^iinger's  ihrilling  ftrain 
Amid  the  fwarm  thy  lidening  ear  detain : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket;  for  thefc  Syrens  (land 
To  aid  tiie  hbouri  id  the  diving  hand ;.  S# 

Confc* 
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Confeclente  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  ihc  throng. 

And  cambrick  handkerchiefs  reward  tlic  fong. 

But  foon  as  coach  or  cart  drives  rattling  on> 

Ttie  rabble  part,  in  ihoals  they  backward  run. 

So  Jove's  loud  lK)lts  tlie  mingled  war  divide,  85 

And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  fide. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pace, 
And  hap  to  break  tlice  from  a  friend's  embrace, 
Stop  ibon  {  nor  flruggle  through  the  croud  in  vaio. 
But  watch  with  careful  eye  the  paflfing  train.  90 

Yet  I  (perhaps  too  fond),  if  chance  the  tide 
Tumultuous  bear  my  partner  from  my  fide, 
Impatient  venture  back  ;  dcfpifing  harm, 
I' force  my  paiTage  where  the  thickell  fwarm. 
Thus  his  loft  bride  the  Trojan  fought  in  vain  95 

Through  night,  and  arms,  and  flames,  and  hills  of  (lain. 
Thus  Nifus  wandcr'd  o'er  the  pathlefs  grove, 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love. 
■  The  pathlefs  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er : 
£uryalus,  alas  !  is  now  no  more.  100 

That  walker,  who,  rt'garillcfs  of  his  pace, 
Turns  oft*  10  pore  upon  the  daiTi(crs  face, 
From  fide  to  fide  by  thrufting  elbows  toft. 
Shall  ftrikc  his  aking  breaft  againft  the  poft  ; 
Or  water,  daOi'd  from  fifliy  ftalls,  ftiall  (lain  ic$ 

Kis  hap-cfs  coat  with  fpirts  of  fcaly  lain. 
But,  if  unwarily  be  chance  to  ftray 
Where  twirling  turnftilcs  intercept  the  way. 
The  thwarting  palfcngcr  (hall  force  them  round. 
And  beat  the  wretch  half  breatlilcfs  to  the  ground,   no 
K  4.  ^^ 
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Let  conftanc  vigilance  thy  footfieps  guide. 
And  wary  circumfpcftion  guard  thy  fide ; 
Then  (halt  thou  walk  unliarm'd  the  dangerous  zilght. 
Nor  need  th'  officious  link  boy's  fmoaky  light. 
Tliou  never  wilt  attempt  to  crofs  the  road,  115 

Where  ale-houfe  bcnclicb-  ren  the  porter's  load, 
Giievous  to  heedlefs  iTiins  ,-  no  harrow's  wheel, 
That  bruifcs  of:'  the  truant  fchool-Iioy's  heel. 
Behind  thee  rolling.  v,ith  icfiuiciis  pace. 
Shall  mark  thy  ftockins:  with  a  miry  trace.  t20 

Let  not  thy  venturous  ileps  approach  too  nigh, 
,  Where,  STsping  wide,  low  fteepy  cellars  lie. 
Should  thy  fhoc  wrench  afidc,  ticwn,  down  you  fall. 
And  overturn  the  fcolding  huckftcr's  flail; 
The  fcolding  huckfier  fhall  not  o'er  thee  moan,         1*5 
But  pence  exa£k  for  nuts  and  pears  overthrown. 

Thougbi  you  through  cleanlier  allies  wind  by  day. 
To  ihun  the  hurries  of  the  public  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  thofe  dark  paths  by  right  retire; 
Mind  only  fafcty,  and  contemn  the  mire.  130 

Then  no  impervious  couns  thy  hafte  detain. 
Nor  fneering  ale  wives  bid  thee  turn  again. 

Where  Lincoln's-inn,  wide  fpace,  is  railM  around, 
Crofs  not  with  venturous  (lep ;  there  oft*  is  found 
The  lurking  thief,  who  while  the  day-light  fbone     135 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  his  begging  tone  .• 
That  crutch,  which  late  compalT:on  raov'd,  fnall  wound 
Thy  blccciing  head,  and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Thouj:;h  ihou  art  tempted  by  the  lir,k-i:i;»n'v  call, 
Yc  aull  Irim  nor  a*o:-g  tlic  IchlI;  wall;  140 
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In  the  mid-way  hell  quench  the  flaming  brandy 
And  ihare  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
Sdll  keep  the  public  ftreets,  where  oil v 'rays. 
Shot  from  the  cn-ftal  lamp,  o'crfprcad  the  ways. 

Happy  Augufia  !  law-ticfendet!  town  !  145 

Here  no  dark  lanterns  (hade  the  villain's  frown  ; 
No  Spanifh  icaloufies  thy  lanes  infcfl, 
Nor  Roman  vengeance  lUhs  tl\*  unwary  bread  j 
Here  tyranny  ne'er  lifts  her  purple  hand. 
Bat  libeny  and  juftice  guard  the  land ;  150 

No  hravo*  here  profcfs  the  bloody  trade. 
Nor  i$  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 

I^t  not  tlie  chairmen,  with  afToming  ftridc, 
Prefs  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  tl  ruft  thy  fide  : 
The  laws  have  fet  him  bounds;   his  fervilc  feet         15^. 
Shovid  ne'er  encroach  where  poftf  defend  the  ftrcct. 
Yc:  who  the  footman's  arn^gance  can  quell, 
V/hofc  flr.:r.bcau  gilds  the  I'albes  of  Pall-mall, 
When  in  lontr  rank  a  train  of  torches  flame. 
To  li^^lit  tlic  mi'lniqht  vilits  of  the  dame  ?  z^ 

O  hers,  pcrhnps,  by  happier  guidance  led, 
May  where  tljc  chairman  refts  with  fafcty  tread ; 
Whene'er  I  pafb,  their  poles  (unfecn  below) 
Make  my  kr.cc  tremble  wirh  a  jarrir.g  blow. 

Jf  wlijcls  lar  lip  the  road,  where  ftreets  arc  croft,  165 
Vv'itli  g-:iiil-  worils  i!ic  coachman's  c.ir  accoft  : 
IJj  ne'er  :lie  thr.ar  or  hirlh  command  obeys, 
13 j:  wi-li  cnr.remnr  the  fpattcr'd  fiio;.-  iurvcvb. 
No-,v  ii:m  v/ih  iit;r.'«:\  fjitiruvlc  :Iiy  fcj'.:], 
To  wioL  L....  /..:.-  \vlv::\;  carts  a::J  rcu'v!/::  rcIV;  i-^ 
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Slood  (luff'cl  in  (kins  is  Briiifh  chriftiaa's  food ; 
AqcI  France  robs  marihes  of  the  croaking  brood ! 
Spungy  morels  in  ftrong  ragouts  are  found. 
And  in  the  loup  the  (limy  fnail  is  drown*d. 

When  from  high  fpours  the  daibing  torrents  fall,  205 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall } 
For,  ihould'il  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rufhing  throng- 
Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along ; 
All  prefs  to  gain  thofe  honours  thou  haft  lod. 
And  rudely  fhove  thee  far  without  the  pod.  2i« 

Then  to  retrieve  the  (hed  you  drive  in  vain. 
Draggled  all  o'er,  and  foak*d  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  ratlier  bear  the  ihower,  and  toils  of  mud. 
Thin  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  rifque  thy  blood. 
O  ihink  on  Oedipus'  deteded  date,  215 

And  by  his- woes  be  warn'd  to  ihun  thy  fate. 

Where  three  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  fire  unknown; 
(Unhappy  fire,  but  more  unhappy  fon  !) 
Each  claim'd  the  way,  their  fwords  the  drife  decide. 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd,  and  died  !        229 
Hence  fpruog  the  fatal  plague  that  thinn'd  thy  reign. 
Thy  curfed  inccd  !  and  thy  children  flain  ! 
Hence  wcrt  thou  doom'd  in  endlefs  night  to  dray 
Through  Theban  dreets,  and  chccrlefs  grope  thy  way* 

Contemplate,  mortal,  on  thy  fleeting  years  ;         225^ 
See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears ! 
Whether  fome  heir  attends  in  fable  date, . 
And  mourns  with  outward  grief  a  parent'^  fate; 
Or  the  fair  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty's  bloom, 
A  croud  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb :  %yQr 

Why 


143  G  .1  T  i    ?  a  I  >r  5. 


.    X~    \^      .  -V- 


;  a  -  -is£.  TTx  L 


Tat  '.-..I.:.../.  ■?  :.*.Ti  -•'.     ir  ■!<  -■  ■;  zrS.z'zrfi  cfi, 

A-.:  'V-C  ..:•''-'     >  •'.'  rr.iiVf.-  *    '  t^ 

"•^'r;-.  -rT..t*  ='rrm,  'f^f^.'':  tc  -  il>.  -i;  arret  » 

To  wirr.  r'.'-Ti  Oi  -.-  -r.^rt  by  prerrciT  r'cencr 

Vrir-1  all  -l.i  r.errT  rs pirss  cf  :Jic  c-el~i"  = 
Wao  Df)«r  •'.c  cfaicti-tfroppcr'*  hair  TTrjards, 
Trick Vi  oy  :r.-r  ftirpcr's  dice,  or;uez!er5  C2nisr     xc* 
V/hy  fl".f.;:i  I  war.-  :h«  ne'er  :o  jof=  :hc  firay» 
^/iiirc  I'.ii  fbim  n  jarrcl  intcmjpri  :he  irar  ? 
I/fvc^  rlicrc  in  thtfc  cur  days  fo  fcfr  a  clovrK, 
Krav'tl  by  the  bjl'.  •'•■.  oztl.'i,  or  thrcsterinj;  frown  ? 
1  nec<I  r,o:  *l\iVj,  cr.j'3:a  the  pockti's  care,  a?  j 

V/ltcn  from  t'sc  crou'ied  play  iljou  iead'il  liie  fcir; 
\V'}io  h?.'.  :ior  Lerv,  or  ware:.,  or  iz::fr-boi.  lofi, 
O.  l.i:i.il:t;wir;ct  t.iuL  I.iJia'a  ll.uttlc  Lcafir 

*  V:::i  .v'^  ci.i;a:s  f^rancrly  is  praTiic*. 
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O !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads, 

Of  Drury's  mazy  courts,  and  dark  abodes  !  260 

The  harlots*  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  fland 

Where  Catharine  ftrcet  defcends  into  the  Strand  ! 

Say,  vagrant  Mufc,  their  wiles  and  fubtlc  arts, 

To  lure  the  ftrangers'  unfufpefVing  hearts  : 

So  iball  our  youth  on  healthful  finews  tread,  265 

And  city  clieeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red. 

'Tis  Ihc  who  nightly  ftroUs  with  fauntering  pace, 
No  (lubborn  flays  her  yielding  ihape  embrace ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  rihbons  glare, 
Tlie  new-fcower'd  manteau,  and  the  Slattern  air;      270 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travel*  (how, 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blufhes  glow ; 
With  flattering  founds  fhe  fooths  the  credulous  ear, 
**  My  noble  captain  !  charmer !  love  I  my  dear  !" 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  fhe  plies,  275 

Or  mu filed  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox  flie  deliehts  to  range. 
And  feigns  a  diftant  errand  from  the  'Change  ; 
Nay,  Ihc  will  oft'  the  Quaker's  hood  prophane, 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Drury-Iane.         280 
SI)C  darts  from  farfenct  ambufh  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  flccve,  or  w  ith  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  will  pat  the  clicek  j  thcfc  fnares  difdain. 
Nor  gaze  behind  thee,  when  (he  turns  again. 

1  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  thirft  of  gain,  285 

To  the  great  city  drove  from  Devon's  plain 
Hii  numerous  lowing  herd  ;  his  herds  he  fold. 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold. 

DrawD 
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Bnr,  If  'jvv  flukft  herx  lar.rer^^,  fram  i&r 
Ta  rail  rUrir  hrcrhren  "o  crntaierate  war 
Wlnift  rake*  reiift  ;^»cir  pc*vcr ;  if  iiapias  twi 
fthoulrl  rh^nr^  r^wanrier  <virh  tiie  fcowehng  crew; 
Thrt^ I , ;  I  for* ' I  n*  y  ielf I  tliee  casave,  ae  er  <ic1pair»    315 
B'r  fi'^  r.r  ron'ral>le'«  coaiideraxe car ; 
He  wu\  rtvr.rfti  rV.  war.-.hman's  harih  decsK* 
ir*d  by  ciic  ri'ietorU.k  o£  a  lUfcr  £dc 
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Thus,  would  you  gam  fomc  favourire  courtier's  woni. 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord.  320 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep ; 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  flecp. 
His  fcatter'd  pence  the  flpng  Nicker  ♦  flings. 
And  with  the  copper  Aower  the  cafement  rings. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Scowerer*s  midnight  fame?  325 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name  ? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds. 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds  ^ 
I  pafs  their  defperate  deeds,  and  mifchiefs  done 
Where  from  Smnv-hill  black  ftecpy  torrents  run;     330 
How  matrons,  hoop'd  within  the  hogfliead's  womb. 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  ftones  thunders,  bbunds  from  fide  to  fide  : 
So  Regulus  to  fave  his  country  dy'd. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lantern  throws         335 
O'er  the  mid  parement,  heapy  rubbilh  grows; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend, 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common-fhores  defcend ; 
Oft'  by  the  winds  extinft  the  fignal  lies. 
Or  fmother'd  in  the  glimmering  focket  dies,  340 

Ere  night  has  half  rolPd  round  her  wbon  throne ; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  (hattcr'ci  coach  overthrown 
Sinks  with  the  fnorting  fleeds  ;  the  reins  are  broke. 
And  from  the  crackling  axle  flies  the  fpoke. 
So,  when  fam*d  Eddyflone's  far-lhooting  ray,  345 

That  led  the  failor  through  the  flormy  way, 

*  GentlemcDi  who  delighted  to  break  windows  with 

htlf-pCACC 
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AVas  from  its  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn, 

And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne; 

Fleets  bulg'd  their  fides  again  ft  the  craggy  land. 

And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  ftrand.  350 

Who  then  through  night  would  hire  the  harnefs'd  fleed  ? 
And  who  would  chufc  the  rattling  wheel  for  fpecd  ? 

But  hark !  diftrcfs  with  fcreaming  voice  draws  nigher. 
And  wakes  the  {lumbering  (Ireet  with  cries  of  fire. 
At  firft  a  glowing  red  enwraps  the  ikies,  355 

And  borne  by  winds  the  fcattering  fparks  arife  5 
From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  fprcads ; 
The  fpiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  heads  j 
Through  the  burft  fa{h  a  blazing  deluge. pours. 
And  fplitting  tiles  defcend  in  rattling  lliowcrs.  360 

Now  with  iliick  crouds  th*  enlighten*d  pavement  fwarms. 
The  fire-man  fwcats  beneath  his  crooked  arms; 
A  leathern  cafquc  his  venturous  head  defends. 
Boldly  he  climbs  where  thickeft  fmoak  afcends ; 
Mov'd  by  the  mother's  flrcaming  eyes  and  prayers,  365 
The  helplcfs  infant  through  the  flame  he  hears,. 
"With  no  Icfs  virtue,  than  through  hoflile  fire 
The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aeed  fire. 
See  forceful  engines^  fpout  their  leveled  dreams, 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams  ;      37a 
The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  the  fmoaky  ruin  falls ; 
Blown  by  ftrong  winds,  the  fiery  tcmpeft  roars. 
Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors; 
Tlie  heavens  arc  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night  375 

Is  cover'd  with  a  fanguinc  dreadful  light. 

5  Twis 
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*Twas  fadh  a  light  in^v'd  thy  towers,  O  Ronte, 

The  dire  prcfagc  of  mighty  Caefar's  doom, 

When  the  fan  veii'd  in  m(l  his  mourning  head. 

And  frightful  prodigies  the  (kies  o*eifpread.  369 

fiark !  the  drum  thunders  f  far,  ye  crouds,  fetire : 

Behold !  the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire. 

The  nitrous  (lore  is  laid,  the  fmutty  train 

With  running  blaze  awakes  the  harrel'd  grain  ^ 

Flames  fodden  wrap  the  walls  ;  with  fuUen  (bund    ^{5 

The  ibatter'd  pile  finks  on  the  fmoaky  ground. 

So,  when  the  years  (hall  have  reirolv'd  the  date, 

Th'  ineyinble  hour  of  Naples'  fate. 

Her  fapp*d  foundations  (hall  with  thunders  (hake^ 

And  heave  and  tofs  upon  the  fvlphurous  lake ;        390 

£arth's  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  (hall  rend. 

And  in  th*  abyfs  her  plunging  towers  defccnd, 

Conficler,  reader,  what  fatigues  I  Ve  known. 
The  toils,  the  perils,  of  the  wintery  town  ; 
What  riots  fcen,  what  buftling  crouds  I  bore,  3^5 

How  oft'  I  crofs'd  where  cans  and  coaches  roar  : 
Yet  (hall  I  blefs  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Their  future  fafcty  from  my  dangers  find. 
Thus  the  bold  traveller  (inur'd  to  toil, 
Whofe  Aeps  have  printed  Afia's  defert  foil,  409 

The  barbarous  Arab's  haunt ;  or  fhivcring  croft 
Dark  Greenland's  mounuins  of  eternal  frofl ; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  rcrtorcs 
To  the  wi(h'd  harbour  of  his  native  (hores ;) 
Sets  forth  his  journals  to  the  public  view,  40$ 

To  eiudooy  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew. 

Vol.  L  L  And 
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And  now  compleat  m^  generous  labours  L'e, 
fiotih'dy  and  ripe  for  immonalir'. 
Death  (hall  entomb  in  dufl  this  mouldering  frame. 
But  never  reach  th'  eternal  pan,  my  fune.  4 

When  W —  and  G ,  mighty  names  ♦  I  are  dead ; 

Or  but  at  Chelfea  under  cudards  read ; 

When  criticks  crazy  bandboxes  repair, 

And  tragedies,  tum'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air ; 

High  rais'd  on  Fleet-flreet  pofls,  confign'd  to  fune,  4 

This  work  fliall  fhine,  and  walkers  blefs  my  i 

*  Probably  Ward  and  GUden.    K 
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A  UTHOR,  for  whom  he  wrote  the  poem, 
^^  Book  i.  vcr.  119 

Afles,  their  arrogance,  ii.  13 

Ariadne'^  clue,  '  it.  S3 

AHey,  the  pleafure  of  walking  in  one,  ii.  271 

— — —  not  to  be  walked  in  bv  night,  fii.  127 

Almanacks,  ufelcfs  to  judicious  walkers,  ii.  406 

Autumn,  what  cries  then  in  ufe,  ii.  434 

Arundel- (Ireet,  ii.  4^4 

Author,  his  wifli.  ii.  587 

B 

Bararoy,  by  whom  worn,  i.  5  j 

Brokers,  keep  coaches,  i.  117 

Bookfcller,  (killed  in  the  weather,  i.  161 

Barber,  by  whom  to  be  ihunned,  ii.  28 

Baker,  to  whom  prejudicial,  ii.  30 

Butchers,  to  be  avoided,  ii.  43 

Bully,  his  infolence  to  be  corrc^cd,  ii.  59 

Broker,  where  he  ufually  walks,  ii.  177 

Burlington -houfe.  ii.  494 

Beau's  chariot  overturned,  11*523 

Bills,  difperied  to  walkers,  ii-  53^ 

Billad-fingcrs,  iii.  77 
L  %                          Country, 
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C 

Country,  the  author's  love  of  his,  i.  ai 

Civic  crown,  i.  lO 

Canc>  the  convenience  of  one,  i.  6i 

■■     ■  an  amber-headed  one  «felcfs,  i.  67 

— —  the  abufe  of  it,  i.  7  5 

Camlet,  how  afie6^ed  by  rain,  i.  46 

Coat,  how  to  choofe  one  for  the  winter,  i.  41 

Chairs  and  chariots,  prejudicial  to  health,  i.  69 

Coachman  afleep  on  his  box,  what  the  iign,  i.  t$$ 

— — —  his  metamOrphofis,  sL  241 

— »■'            his  wliip  dangerous,  ii.  310 

• — t his  care  of  his  horfcs,  ii.  $1% 

■                 defpifes  dirty  fhoes,  iii.  165 

Chairmen,  an  obfervation  upon  them,  i*  154 

Church-monuments,  foretel  the  weatlier,  i.  167 

Conunon-fliores,  i.  171 

Cold,  the  defcription  of  one,  i.  a^9 

Clergy,  what  tradcfmen  to  avoid,  ii,  25 

Chimney-fweeper,  by  whom  to  be  avddcd,  ii.  3S 

Chandlers,  prejudicial  to  walkers,  ii,  40 

Civility  to  be  paid  to  walkers,  H.  45 

Carman  when  unmerciful,  his  pumihmtlit,  ii.  145 

CheapGde,  it.  ^g 

Cheefe  not  lov'd  by  the  author,  ii.  154 

Countryman,  perplexed  to  find  the  wayt  ii.  75 

Catharine- ftreet,  it;  260 

Chairmen,  their  cxer4:ifc  in  frofty  weithciv  ii.  335 
Covent-sarden,                                              ii.  343.  347 

Cries 
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'« 

Cries  of  the  town,  obfervations  upon  them. 

ii.  426 

Chriftroas*  what  cries  forc-nin  k. 

ii.  43  J 

ii.  414. 

Coaches  dangerous  in  fnowy  weather. 

11.327 

ii.  42; 

M»»An#1<.yl    HttV't'k    Jn    '^f>t^tAmr%*m 

ii.  51 X 

ii.  570 

".  577 

iii.  35 

iii.  177 

Cloacina,  Goddefs  of  common -ihores^ 

ii.  115 

Charing-crofsy 

ii.  214. 

Cliriftmas-lx)X, 

iL  185 

Cbarity»  moil  pra£Hfed  by  walkers. 

ii.  454 

■            where  given  with  judgement. 

ii.  456 

ii.4S« 

Chairs,  the  danger  of  tbcm, 

ii.  513 

Clement's  church,  the  pafs  of  it  dcfcribed. 

iii.  iS 

Colliers  carts, 

iii.  2.5 

Coachmen,  a  fight  of  them. 

il.id. 

Croud,  parted  by  a  coach, 

iii.  83 

Cellar,  the  misfortune  of  falling  into  one. 

iii.  121 

Chairmen,  Jaw  concerning  them, 

iii.  153 

iii.  itt 

Coaftable,  hib  cunfideration. 

iii.  315 

Coach  fallen  into  a  Iiole,  defcribed. 

iii-  335 

Criticks,  their  tatc, 

D 

D*otly  (luffs,  ufclefs  in  winter, 

iii.  413 

1.43 

Pniggct-iUk,  improper  in  cold  weather. 

i.  44 

L3 

•  Drcfs, 
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DrtiSf.  rMToprif*"  oicrein  to  be  oblerred,  i-  itf 

]>rumroeT5>  improper  sz  a  weddings  H.  17 

Ihi^tlmao,  to  wham  offecfive,  ii.  37 

I>ravs>  wbca  coc  to  be  walked  behind,  n.  atS 

JDolU  a  nielanchclT  flofj  of  her  dearb,  iL  38a 

PuiloMo,  fpi:cful  :o  gilded  chariots,  ii.  527 

Dnirj-lase,  dangerous  to  virtue,  nL  af9 


Evesing  defcnbed,  iiL  % 

Iddvfiiboe  light-boufe,  iiL  345 


Frieze^  its  defers,  L  45 

Footman,  his  prudence  in  rainy  weather,  i.  izj 

Fair  weather,  figns  of  it,  i.  143 

Farrier's  fliop,  a  dcfcription  of  one,  L  151 

Fop,  the  defcription  of  one  walking,  ii*  5  J 
— —  the  ill  confequencc  of  pafling  too  near  one,   ii.  57 

Female  guides,  not  to  be  made  ufe  of,  ii.  87 

Foot-ball  dcfcribcd,  iL  347 

Froll,  an  cpifodc  of  the  great  one,  iu  J57 

Fair,  one  kept  on  the  Thames,  ii.  369 

Fiflinionger,  the  defcription  of  his  flail,  ii.  414 

Friday,  how  to  kno\v  ir,  ii.  416 

Friend,  the  author  walks  with  one,  ii.  176 

— ■-—  rules  to  walk  with  one,  iii..  87 

Fox,  like  a  pick -pocket,  iii,  67 

Footman  very  arrogant,  iii.  157 

^Icet-ditch,  iii.  189 

Funeral, 
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Funeraly  the  walker's  contemplation  of  one,       iii.  225 
Fire,  the  defcription  of  one,  i"*  355 

Fireman,  his  virtue,  iii.  36s 

Fire-engines,  iii.  369 

Father,  the  happinefs  of  a  child  who  knows  his  own, 

il  177 
Fcaiale  walkers,  what  neceifary  for  them,  i.  Z09 


Gameiter,  ms  chanot  delcnbed. 

».  xt5 

GUfier,  his  (kill  at  foot-ball. 

"•  355 

Guinea-droppers, 

iii.  249 

H 

Heakh  acquired  by  walking. 

J.  69 

Holland,  the  ftreets  of  that  country  dcfcribed. 

L87 

Hofiers'  poles,  what  obTerved  by  them. 

L  165 

Hawker,  at  what  time  he  cries  news. 

ii.  21 

Horfes,  like  Parthians, 

ii.  2^4 

Hands,  their  u(e. 

iii.  241 

Houfe  blown-up,  the  defcripcion  of  it. 

iii.  381 

Holborn-hill, 

ii.  174 

I 

Invention  of  pattens, 

i.  219 

Jujfglcrs  to  be  avoided. 

ii.  285 

Imiuftry  not  exempt  from  death, 

ii.  389 

June,  what  cry  denotes  that  month, 

it.  43* 

Jamcf,  St.  its  market, 

iii.  546 

L4 

Knocker 

zJfndeM^  .t::  aarpnm  : 


Lia^sr*  Tffaiit:^^  -ijt  i'ttcss. 

Lm5 

iccawLi4$ 

T  ^^-i^^tm  0141-  sbiise  licT  frsaoesc* 

^  steh 

LrMJfiihiiVciaricery 

ic4i. 

L..-COC,  Mr.  sdnce  :o  lira. 

■-5*5 

Lawyer  pa«^"Z  Jie  frr-s^  ia  2  '•narh^. 

■•57% 

Labooren  rsccrned  fracL  ^rork« 

Sft^lJ^ 

Lincoln'  i-isa-nftiisv 

■^«31^ 

Luik  oam  where  goc  to  be  cnicnit 

ik  1391 

Lasmy,  a  refic&ioiL  <m  it. 

■i-i»S 

Lcgfy  ifactr  ofe. 

HL  S4» 

Lanmiiy  what  it  iiiews  nidieinkaleafchcfi»«^  m.  335 
L  jilgatt^uil*  ii.  292 

M 

Martha,  1  nulk-maid  of  Liacalnfluic^  k  115 

Mornsng^  then  whac  firil  to  be  ronfiiirrrrf,,  i.  &ai. 

Momtog  dcTcribed,  ii.  7 

Milfofd'taae,  iii.  aS 

MtoiCf  JQgglcrf   often   plj   tbcreabouts  to  inveigle 

W»lk«rY  M>  play,  iL  aSy 

mh-iril'^  of  the  citj,  unlike  a  rural  one,  ii.  1  r 

Mercf 
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Mercy  recoromcDded  to  coachmen  and  carmeoi  ii.  237 

Mafons,  dangerous  to  pafs  where  at  work,  ii.  26 & 

Modefty  not  to  be  offended,  ii*  298 

MoDday»  by  what  obfervationt  to  know  ity  ii.  40! 

Mifer,  his  manner  of  charity^  li.  4^% 

Mooriields»  ii.  $4^ 

MoDiDOUthrihtet,  ibid. 

Mobs  to  be  avoided,  iii.  ^i 

Mohocks»  a  fet  of  modem  raket,  iii.  31^ 

Macrant  put  in  hog(heads>  iii.  ^tf 

N 

Kaplety  the  Greets  of  that  city,  i.  93 

Ncwgate-marketf  ii.  544 

Nifns  and  £uryalus>.  iii.  97 

Vo(t9  its  ufe^  iii.  245 

Nicker,  his  art,  iii.  323: 

Naples,  its  future  fate,  iii.  3(7 

O 

Oyfters,  aft  what  time  firft  cry'd,  i.  2S 

Old  woman,  an  obfervation  upon  one,.  i.  139 

Obfervations  on  the  looks  of  walkers,  ii.  274 

Ox  roaftfid  on  the  Thames,  ii.  368 

Orpheus,  his  death,  ii.  393: 

Overton  the  [Mint-rcller,  ii.  489 > 

0>ftcr-wench,  iii.  185 
Oyder,  the  courage  of  him  that  firft  ate  one,    iii.  195 

Oedipus,  iiL  215^ 
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P 

Pivcrs,  their  duty,  j,  i , 

Paris,  the  ftrects  of  that  city,  i.  85 

Poor,  their  murmurs,  what  the  (ign  of,  i.  178 

Paul,  St.  his  fedival,  i.  i^^^ 

Precepts,  what  the  confequcnce,  if  negle^ed,     i.  189 

Pattens,  a  female  implement,  i.  21a 

Prefents  better  than  flattery,  i.  280 

Patten,  its  derivation,  i.  jg^ 

Perfumer,  by  whom  to  be  avoided,  ii,  29 

Porter  fworn,  ufefiil  to  walkers,  iL  65 

'Prentices  not  to  be  relied  on,  •  ii.  69 

Poil^  when  to  walk  on  the  outiide  of  it,  ii.  7 

Pillory,  not  to  be  gazed  upon,  ii.  225 

Pall-mall  celebrated,  ii.  256 

Pythagoras,  his  doctrine,  ii.  241 

Petticoat,  its  ufe  in  bad  weather,  .  ii.  304 

Pavers,  a  fignal  for  coaches  to  avoid  them,  ii.  306 

Pattens  inconvenient  in  fnowy  weather,  ii.  324 

Phaeton,  a  beau  compared  to  him,  $  ii.  535 

Perriwigs,  how  (lolen  off  the  head,  iii.  55. 

Pick-pocket,  his  art  and  misfortune^,  iii.  59 

Paint,  how  to  be  avoided,  iii.  337 

Play-hoofe,  a  caution  when  you  lead  a  lady  out  of  it, 

iii.  15a 

Qjiarrels  for  the  wall  to  be  avoided,  iii.  213 

Q^anthi  iham  ones,  dangerous,  iii.  251 

Riding* 
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R 

Riding-hood,  its  ufc, 

i.  209 

Rome,  the  ftrtcts  of  it. 

i.  94 

Rain,  figns  of  it. 

i.  157 

Rakesy  how  they  avoid  a  dun. 

ii.  282 

Raphael  Urbin, 

ii.  487 

Rakes,  their  time  of  walking/ 

iii.  321 

Regulus,  his  death. 

iii.  330 

iii.  393 

s 

Sctvengers,  their  duty,  1.15 

Stage-coaches,  an  obfervation  upon  them,  i.  15 
Shoe-cleaning  boys,  the  time  of  their  firft  appearance, 

1.23 
Shoes,  when  to  provide  them,  i.  29 
what  fort  improper  for  walkers,  5.  33 

—  what  proper  for  dancers,  i.  30 

—  what  moft  proper  for  walkers,  ibid. 
Surtout,  Kerfcy,  its  defcription,  i*  55 
Shower,  a  man  in  one  defcribed,  i.  191 
Shins,  what  they  betoken  when  fcorcbcd,  i»  >37 
Signs  creaking,  what  they  betoken,  i  157 
Supcrilition  to  be  avoided,  i«  «75 
Swithin,  St.  his  fcl^ival,  i.  183 
Smallcoal-man,  by  whom  to  be  avoided,  it-  35 
Summer,  foreign  to  the  author's  deiign,  ii.  3i5 
Signs,  the  ufe  of  them,  ii.  67 
Seven  dials  of  St.  Oilcs's  pariih  defcribed,  ii-  So 

Stockings, 
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Stockings,  how  to  prevent  their  being  fpattcrcd,  ii.  91 
Streets,  narrow  ones  to  be  aToided,  ii.  247 

Snowy  weather,  it.  3;20 

ShojBS,  how  to  free  them  from  fnow,  ii.  325 

Snow-balls,  coachmen  pelted  with  them,  ii.  329 

Schoolboys,  mifchievous  in  frolly  weather,  ii*  33i 
Scmplbrefs,  the  defcription  of  her  in  a  frofty  momingy 

H.  337 

■  I  I  advice  to  her,  ii.  341 
Saturday,  by  what  obfervations  to  know  it,  it.  41a 
Spring,  the  cries  then  in  ufe,  ii.  4£8 
Streets  formerly  noblemen's  houfes,  ii.  49  a 
Swords,  filver,  lure  thieves,  iii,  53 
Street,  how  to  crofs  it,  iiL  165 
Scylla  and  Charybdis,  iii*  i$3 
Street,  where  to  crofs  it  by  night,  iii.  185 
Shoe-cleaning  boy,  his  birth,                              ii-  >35 

■  his  lamentation,  ii*  i77 

■  '  his  happinttfs,  ii*  14^ 

■  without  fatlier  or  mother,    ii.  181 

Scowrers,  a  fet  of  rakes,  iii.  325 

Snow-hill>  iii.  330 

T 

Trivia,  the  Goddefs  of  flreets  and  highways^  invoked,- 

i  5 

Trades  prejudicial  to  walkers,  ii.  25 

Tradefmen,  in  what  to  be  trufted,  ii.  7 1 

Thefeus  in  the  labyrinth  of  Crete,  ii.  8  j 

Thames-ilreet,  ii.  244 

Trades 


INDEX  TO  TRIVIA.  t$j 

Tndes  oifenfive  to  the  fmel],  il.  146 

Tea-drinkers,  a  necefTary  caution  to  them^  ii.  296 

Thames,  coaches  driven  over  it,  it.  365 

Thaw,  the  defcription  of  one,  iL  400 

Thurrday,  by  what  obfervations  to  know  it,  ii.  40  S 

Titian»  ii.  486 

Trivia  invoked  as  Cynthia,  iii.  i 

Tum-itiles,  liL  107 

Tragedies,  their  fate,  iii.  414 

U 

Umbrella,  its  ufe,  i*  111 

Venice,  the  ilreets  of  it,  i.  97 

Vaults,  an  obfervation  upon  them,  1.17^ 

Vulcan  in  love  with  a  milk-maid^  i.  241 

advice  to  him,  i.  245 

metamorphofed  to  a  country  farrier,  i.  253 

the  im'entor  of  hobnails  and  fparablcs,    i.  263 

'  the  inventor  of  pattens,  i,  275 

Upholder,  where  he  frequents,  ii.  479 

W 

Winter,  the  beginning  of  it  dcfcribed,  i.  z 

Weather,  fiijns  of  cold,  i.  13J 

■  (igns  of  fair,  i.  143 

— ^^—  figns  of  rainy,  i.  157 

Witney  broad -cloth  proper  for  horfcmcn,  i.  47 

Wig  compared  to  Ale£bo's  fnakes,  t.  tea 

— — ^— —  to  Glaucus's  beard,  i.  20$ 

■■■     whac  to  be  worn  in  a  miil,  i.  t£$ 

Waterman, 
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Waterman^  judicious  in  the  weather,  i.  165 

Winds  whiftlingy  what  they  foretel,  i.  i6f 

Wally  to  whom  to  be  ^ven,  ii.  45 

■  to  whom  to  be  denied,  ii.  59 
— «•  when  to  keep  it,  iii.  205 
Way,  of  whom  to  be  enquired,  ii.  45 
Watling-ftreet,  ii.  147 
Walkers    inadvertent,    to    what    misfortune    liable, 

ii.  28$ 

Wits,  a  caution  to  them,  ii.  296 

Walker  diftrcircd  by  a  foot-ball,  ii.  347 

Waterman,  his  dominion  invaded,  ii.  361 

Wedncfday,  how  to  know  it,  ii.  416 

Walkers,  their  happinefs,  ii.  502 

I  free  from  difcafes,  ii.  506 

Water,  the  danger  of  being  upon  it,  ii.  515 

Walking  advantageous  to  learning,  ".  551 
Women,  the  ill  confequence  of  gazing  on  them,  iii.  101 

Wheel- barrows,  how  they  prejudice  walkers,  iii   107 

Whore,  how  to  know  one,  iii.  267  • 

Whores,  the  ftreets  where  they  ply,  iii.  259 

Watchmen,  the  method  of  treating  with  them,  iiL  307 

■  their  (ignal  to  their  fellows,  iii.  3  m 
—                what  to  do  if  taken  by  them^  iii*  3 13 

Y 

Yeomeny  t  dittdful  fiory  of  onct  iiL  285 
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SEVERAL      OCCASIONS. 


EPISTLE         I. 
TO      A      LADY. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  AURIVAL  OP 

HER    ROYAL    HIGHNESS 
THE    PRINCESS    OF    WALES. 

TiTADAM,  to  all  your  cenfures  I  fubmit, 
"*••*■  And  frankly  own  I  (hould  long  fincc  have  writ. 
You  told  me,  filence  would  be  thought  a  crime, 
And  kindly  drove  to  teaze  me  into  rhyme  : 
No  more  let  trifling  themes  your  Mufe  employ ; 
Nor  laviih  verfe,  to  paint  a  female  toy : 
No  more  on  plains  with  rural  damfels  fport ; 
But  iiog  the  glories  of  the  Britifh  court. 

By  your  commands  and  inclination  fway'd« 
I  call'd  th*  QDwilling  Mtifcs  to  my  aidt 

RcfoWJ 


Xetbtv'i  :o  wcxs^  "he  -same.  4iemr  E  liicnc* 
Jbni  m  die  Princgsu  dius.  dK  paen  nmc 

^  SsAC  007  ^nius,  jnd  my  vexte  re&iB. 

'^  IC7  fhauiK  wuii  Csrolhiaf  1  mme  I  gracs^ 

••  TTic  lovelv-  ^laicar  af  lur  cayaL  race. 

^  Bccadie fmr,  ^  vvixuia !  ve  wapesy  is. QaBsm.9mBf\ 

**  Ixz  {irnipenws  breezes  wanaa  a'er  die  deep^ 

^  S«pdl  cfae  white  fails,  aod  wit&  die  iJEreaoen  pla^^ 

*•  To  wafe  Ber  genctT  o'-r  rfac  wasnsy  w^r." 

Bere  I  a»  ^^epcune  fona'd  i  pompaos  prayer. 
To  mit  ^  wiadsy  aad  goard  cbe  Royai  Fair; 
Bid  d)e  Mae  Trloaos  ibond  dieir  tr^iikti  ftcHisy 
And  can  the  Hciexds  from  dieir  peasiT  cells* 

Tbas  otf  warm  zeal  had  draivn  die  Mufc  alon^ 
Tet  kitcir  iw  OKtiMMl  i»  condvd  i^r  ibog  r 
I  dkea  rrfcdir'd  fbine  model  to  parfae, 
FenM'd  French  cridcksy  and  began  aixw. 
J^iwg  ope*  posegyikk  drags  at  bcft^ 
Afsd  pratile  ts  mily  praife  wlien  well  addref:*d. 

Scrat giic  Horace  for  imac  lockjr  ode  I  ioi^lft  s 
And  all  along  1  crac'd  him  thought  by  thoughc. 
Thtf  new  peribrOMacc  to  a  friend  I  Ibow'd  s 
For  ihame  f  (ays  he ;  what,  imitate  an  ode ! 
I  'd  rather  halladt  write,  and  Gnib-iheet  lays. 
Than  pillage  Casizr  for  my  patron's  praife : 
One  common  fate  all  imiutors  iure. 
To  fave  mi  nee- pies,  and  cap  the  grocer's  wan* 
VrxM  at  the  charge,  I  to  the  flames  commit 
KliyincB,  fimiliesy  Lords'  aanicai  aod ea4& of  wit} 

a  In 
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In  blotted  ftanzas  fcraps  of  odes  expire. 
And  fuflian  mounts  in  pyramids  of  6re. 

Ladies  I  to  you  I  next  infcrib'^d  my  lay» 
And  writ  a  letter  in  familiar  way  : 
For,  flill  impatient  till  tlie  Princefs  came, 
Tou  from  defcription  wi&'d  to  know  the  dame. 
Each  day  my  pleafing  labour  larger  grcw> 
For  ftill  new  graces  open'd  to  my  view. 
Twelve  lines  ran  on  to  introduce  the  theme ; 
And  then  I  thus  purfued  the  growing  fcheme : 

**  Beauty  and  wit  were  furc  by  nature  join'd, 
*'  And  charms  are  emanations  of  the  mind ; 
**  The  foul,  tranfpiercing  through  the  ihining  frame* 
*•  Forms  all  the  graces  of  the  Princely  Dame : 
^  Benevolence  her  converfation  guides, 
**  Smiles  on  her  cheek,  and  in  her  eye  refides. 
**  Such  harmony  upon  her  tongue  is  found, 
**  As  foftens  Englifli  to  Italian  found  ; 
**  Yet  in  thofe  founds  fuch  fcntiments  appear, 
**  As  charm  the  judgement,  while  they  footh  the  ear. 

**  Religion*s  chearful  flame  her  bofom  warms, 
**  Calms  all  her  hours,  and  brightens  all  her  charms. 
**  Henceforth,  ye  Fair,  at  chapel  mind  your  prayers, 
^  Nor  catch  your  lover's  eyes  with  artful  airs  } 
**  Reftrain  your  looks,  kneel  more,  and  wbifper  lefs* 
**  Nor  mod  devoutly  criticize  on  drefs. 

**  From  her  form  all  your  charafters  of  life, 
**  The  tender  mother,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
**  Oft*  have  I  fccn  her  little  infant-train, 
**  The  lovely  promifc  of  a  future  reign  | 

Vol.  I.  M  <*  Obfcry'a 
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**  ObfcrvM  with  plcafurc  every  dawningigraccy 

**  And  all  the  mother  opcBing- in- their  face. 

"  The  fon  (hall  add  new"  honours  to  the  line, 

**  And  early  with  paternal  virtues  fliine ; 

•*  When  he  the  tale  of  Audenard  repeats, 

**  His  little  heart  with  emulation  beats; 

•*  With  conquefts  yet  to  come  his  bofom  glows, 

"  He  dreams  of  triumphs,  and  of  vanquifli'd  fo«8-^ 

**  Each  year  with  arts  (hall  ftore  his  ripening  braia, 

♦'  And  from  his  grandfire  he  (hall  learn  to  reigu." 

Tlius  far  I  'd  gone :  Propitious  rifmg  gales 
Now  bid  the  failor  hoift  the  fwelling  fails. 
Fnir  Carolina  lands  ;  the  cannons  loar ; 
Wliitc  Albion's  cHtfs  refound  frona  fhore  to  (hoxs. 
Behold  the  bright  original  appear. 
All  praife  is  faint  wlien  Carolina  's  near. 
Thus  to  the  oation's  joy,  but  poet's  coil, 
The  Princefs  came,  and  my  ncw^ plan  was  loft. 

Since  all  my  fchemes  were  baulk'd^Xmy  laft  reform), 
I  left  the  Mufes,  to  frequent  tlie  Court; 
Penfive  each  night  from  room  to  room  I  walk*d^ 
To  one  I  bow'd,  and  with.another  talk'd ; 
Enquir'd.what  ncw8,"Or  fuch  ^  Lady*s  name. 
And  did  thenext  day,  and-the  next,  the  fame. 
Places,  I  found,  were  daily  given  away, 
And  yet  no  friendly  Gazette,  mentioned  Gay. 
1  aik'd  t  ficiend  what  method  to  purfue ; 
He  cry'd,  X  want  a  place  as  well  as  you. 
Anotlier  aik'd  me,  why  I  had  not  writ  i 
A  poet  owes  his  fortune  to  his  wit. 

Straight 
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Straight  I  rcply'd.  With  what  a  courtly  grace 
Flows  eafy-^veffe  firoRi  him  that  has  a  place  I 
Had  Virgil  ne'er  at  -court  improved  his  Arains, 
He  flill  had  fung  of  flocks  and  homely  fwains ; 
And,  had  not  Horace  fweet  preferment  found. 
The  Roman  lyre  had  never  learnt  to  found. 

Once  Ladies  fair  in  homely  guiie  I  iung. 
And  with  their  names  wild  woods  and  mountains  rung. 
O  teach  me  now  to  Arike  a  fofter  Arain] 
The  Court  refines  the  langus^  of  the  plain. 

Xou  nuA,  cries  one,  the  MiniAry  rehearfe. 
And  with  each  Patriot's  name. prolong  your  vcrfe : 
^t  fure  tliis  truth  to  Poets  ihould  be  known^ 
That  praifing  all  alike,  is.praifing  none. 

Another  told  me,  if  I  wilh'd  fuccef^, 
To  fome  diAinguilh'd  Lord  I  muA  addrcfs ; 
One  whofe  high  virtues  fpeak  his  noble  blood. 
One  always  zealous  for  his  country's  good } 
Where  valour  and  Arong  eloquence  unite, 
la  council  cautious,  refoiute  in  fight ; 
Wliofe  generous  temper  prompts  him  to  defend, 
And  patronize  the  man  that  wants  a  friend. 
You  have,  'tis  true,  the  noble  patron  .fliown ; 
But  I,  alas  !  am  to  Argyll  unknown. 

Still  every  one  I  met  in  this  agreed, 
That  writing  was  my  mediod  to  fucceed  i 
But  now  preferments  fo  poHTcfsM  my  brain, 
Tliat  fcarce  I  could  produce  a  Angle  Arain  : 
Indeed  I  fometimes  hammer'd  out  a  line, 
Without  connedUon,  as  without  defign. 

M  z  One 
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One  mom  upon  the  Princcfs  this  I  writ. 
An  Epigram  that  boofts  more  truth  dian  wit. 

"  The  pomp  of  titles  eaff  faith  might  lbake» 
**  She  fcom'd  an  empire  for  religion's  fake  : 
*'  For  this  on  earth  the  Britifh  crown  was  ^ven, 
**  And  an  immortal  crown  decreed  in  heaven.'* 
Agfain,  while  George's  virtues  rais'd  my  thought. 
The  following  lines  prophetic  fancy  wrought. 

**  Methinks  1  fee  fome  Bard,  whofe  heavenly  rage 
**  Shall  rife  in  fong,  and  warm  a  future  age  j 
**  Look  back  through  time,  and,  wrapt  in  wonder,  trace 
**  The  glorious  feries  of  the  Brunfwick  race 

"  From  the  firft  George  thefe  godlike  kings  defccnd^ 
**  A  line  which  only  with  the  world  fhall  end. 
**  The  next  a  generous  Prince  renowned  in  arms, 
'*  And  blefs'd,  long  blcfs'd,  in  Carolina's  charms  ; 
**  From  thefe  the  reft.     'Tis  thuf,  fecnre  in  peace, 
<*  Wc  plow  the  fields,  and  reap  the  year's  incireafe  s 
<«  Now  Commerce,  wealthy  Goddefs,  rears  her  head, 
*'  And  bids  Britannia's  fleets  their  canvafs  fpread ; 
**  Unnumber'd  (hips  the  peopled  ocean  hide, 
<*  And  wealth  returns  "with  each  revoking  tide.'* 

Here  paused  the  fuUen  Mufe  j  in  hafte  I  drefs'd;. 
And  through  the  croud  of  needy  courtiers  prtfs'd^ 
Though  unfuccefsful,  happy  whilft  I  fee 
Thofe  eyes>  that  glad  a  nation,  fkine  on  me. 
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TO  THE  HIGHT  HONOURABLE  THB 

EARL      OF     BURLINGTON^ 

A  JOURNEY   TO  EXETER.    1716. 

TTTHILE  you>  my  Lord,  bid  (lately  piles  afcend» 

^     Or  in  your  Chifwick  bowers  enjoy  your  friend  ^ 
Where  Pope  unloads  tbe  boughs  witliin  his  reach» 
The  purple  vine,  blue  plumb,  and  blufliing  peach  ; 
I  journey  far.  —  You  knew  fat  Bards  might  tire, 
And,  mounted,  fent  mc  forth  your  trufty  Squire. 

'Twas  on  the  day  when  city-dames  repair 
To  take  their  weekly  dofe  of  Hyde -park  air; 
When  forth  we  trot :  no  carts  the  road  infcfl. 
For  ftill  on  Sundays  country  horfes  reft. 
Thy  gardens,  Kenfmgton,  we  Jeave  unfcen ; 
Through  Hammerfmith  jog  on  to  Turnham-green  1 
Tliat  Turnham-green,  which  dainty  pigeons  fed. 
But  feeds  no  more  :  for  *  Solomon  is  dead. 
Three  dufty  miles  reach  Brentford's  tedious  town. 
For  dirty  Greets  and  white-legg'd  chickens  known  : 

^  A  man  once  famous  for  feeding  pigeons. 

M  3  Thence, 
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Thence,  o'er  wide  fhrubby  heaths  and  furrowM  lancs^ 
We  come  where  Tliames  divides  the  meads  of  Stainct. 
Wc  ferry 'd  o'er?   for  late  the  winter's  flood 
Shook  her  frail  bridge,  and  tore  her  piles  of  wood. 
Prcpar'd  for  war,  now  Bagfhot-heath  we  crofs, 
Where  broken  gamefters  oft*  repair  their  lof». 
At  Hartley- row  the  foaming  bit  we  preft. 
While  the  fat  landlord  wclcom'd  every  gueft. 
Su|>pcr  was  ended,  healths  the  glafles  crown'd. 
Our  hoft  cxtoll'd  his  wine  at  every  round  ; 
Kclates  the  juftices  late  meeting  there, 
>Fow  many  bottles  drank,  and  what  their  cheer; 
\Vhat  lords  had  been  his  gucfts  in  days  of  yore, 
y\nd  praisM  their  wifdom  much,  their  drinking  motti. 

Let  travellers  the  morning-vigils  keep  : 
Tlic  morning  rofc,  but  wc  lay  fad  afleep. 
Twelve  tedious  miles  we  bore  the  fultry  fun, 
Aiul  Popham-lane  was  fcarce  in  light  by  one  ? 
'!*!»«  draggling  village  harbour*d  thieves  of  old« 
'  Twas  here  the  ftage-coach'd  lafs  reiign'd  her  gold  ; 
'l*hat  gold  which  had  in  London  purchas'd  gowns^ 
And  fcnt  her  home  a  belle  to  country  towns* 
Wmx  robltcrs  haunt  no  more  the  neighbourixig  wood  t 
Here  unowned  infants  find  their  daily  food ; 
Vor»  (hoald  the  roaiden-mother  nurfe  her  fon, 
'TwouUI  fpoll  her  match  when  her  good  name  is  gone;» 
Our  jk^Hy  holiefs  nineteen  children  bore» 
Nor  fAir<l  her  breaft  to  fuckle  nineteen  more. 
B*^  ixuU  >t  prxides,  wipe  off  the  long  trretr : 
Ik  xu^^ns  Aill  in  town,  >>ut  modien  here. 

SQCtmi 
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Sutton  wc  pafs,  and  leave  her  fp acious  down. 
And  with  the  fetting  fun  reach  Stockbridge  town. 
O'er  our  parch'd  tonj:ue  the  rich  metheglin  glides^ 
And  the  red  dainty  trout  our  knife  divides. 
Sad  melancholy  ever)'  vifagc  uxars ; 
What  I  no  ele£lion  come  in  fcvcn  long  years  ! 
Of  all  our  race  of  Mayors,  (hall  Snow  ♦  alone 
Be  by  Sir  Richard's  dedication  known? 
Our  ftreets  no  more  with  tides  of  ale  fliall  float, 
Kor  cobltrrs  feaft  three  years  upon  one  vote. 

Next  morn,  twelve  miles  led  o'er  th*  unbounded  plain. 
Where  the  cloak'd  fhepherd  guides  his  fleecy  train. 
No  leafy  bowers  a  noon-day  fhelter  lend. 
Nor  from  the  chilly  dews  at  night  defend  : 
With  wondrous  art,  he  counts  the  ftraggling  flock. 
And  by  the  fun  informs  you  what 's  o'clock. 
How  arcipur  (hepherds  fall'n  from  antient  days  I 
No  Amaryllis  chaunts  alternate  lays  ; 
From  her  no  liftening  echos  learn  to  iing. 
Nor  with  his  reed  the  jocund  valleys  ring. 

Here  (heep  the  pafture  hide,  there  harvcfts  bend, 
Sec  S arum's  Aeeple  o'er  yon  hill  afccnd  j 
Our  liorfes  faintly  trot  beneath  the  heat. 
And  our  keen  ftomachs  know  the  hour  to  ear. 

♦  Sir  Richard  Steele,  member  for  Stockbridge,  wrote 
a  trcatifc  called  **  The  Importance  of  Dunkirk  conii- 
«*  dercd,"  and  dedicated  it  to  Mr.  John  Snow,  Bailiff  of 
Stockbridge.  Gav.  —  Dr.  Swift  wrote  a  humourous 
ireatife  in  anfwer  to  it,  called  "  The  Importance  of  the 
**  (Tuardian  confidered,  in  a  Second  Letter  to  the  Bailiff 
**  of  Stockbridge,  1713."  N. 
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On  unadukerate  wine  we  here  regale^ 
And  ilrip  the  lobfter  of  his  fcarlet  mail. 

We  climb'd  the  hillsi  when  flarry  night  aiDfe, 
And  Axroinfler  affords  a>  kind  repoTe. 
The  maid,  fuhdued  by  fee»y  her  trunk  unlockt , 
And  give»  the  cleanly  aid  of  dowlafs^fmocks. 
Mean  time  our  ihins  her  bufy  fingers  rub, 
While  the  foap  lathers  o'er  the  foaming  tub. 
If  women's  gecr  fuch  plcafing  dreams  incite, 
Lend  us  your  fmocks,  ye  damfels,  every  night  i 
We  rife,  our  beards  demand  the  barber's  art ; 
A  female  enters,  and  performs  the  part. 
The  weighty  golden  chain  adorns  her  neck. 
And  three  gold  rings  her  (kilful  hand  bedeck : 
Smooth  o'er  our  chin  her  eafy  fingers  move. 
Soft  as  when  Venus  flroak*d  the  beard  of  Jove. 

Now  from  the  deep,  midft  fcatter'd  farms  and  groves^ 
Our  eye  through  Honiton's  fair  valley  roves. 
Behind  us  foon  the  bufy  town  we  leave. 
Where  fineft  lace  induftrious  lalTes  weave. 
Now  fwelling  clouds  roU'd  on ;  the  rainy  load 
Srrcam'd  down  our  hats,  and  fmoak'd  along  the  ro?.d  j 
\Vhcn  (O  hleft  fight !)  a  friendly  fign  we  fpy'd. 
Our  fpurs  arc  (lacken'd  from  the  horfcs  fide ; 
For  fure  a  civil  hofl  the  houfe  commands, 
Upon  whofe  lign  this  courteous  motto  ftands, . 
*'  This  is  the  ancient  hand,  and  eke  the  pen  ; 
"  Here  is  for  hoffes  hay,  and  meat  for  men." 
How  rhyme  would  flourifh,  did  each  fon  of  fame 
Know  his  own  genius,  and  direct  his  flame  ! 

*    .  Thca 
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Then  he,  that  could  not  £pic  flights  rehearfe. 

Might  fweetly  moura  in  £Iegiac  verfe. 

But,  were  his  Mufe  for  Elegy  unfit. 

Perhaps  a  diflich  might  not  (bain  his  wit  i 

If  Epigram  offend,, his  harmlefs  lines 

Might  in  gold  letters  fwing  on  ale-houfe  (igns. 

Then  Hobbinol  might  propagate  his  bays. 

And  Tuttle-fields  record  his  (imple  lays ; 

Where  rhymes  like  thefe  might  lure  the  nurfes*  eyes. 

While  gaping  infants  fquawl  for  farthing  pies  : 

"  Treat  here,  ye  ihepherds  blithe,  your  damfels  fwcct, 

<*  For  pies  and  chcefecakes  are  for  damfels  meet." 

Then  Maurus  in  his  proper  fphere  might  (hine. 

And  thefe  proud  numbers  grace  great  William's  fign : 

**  This  is  the  man,  this  the  Nadbvian,  whom 

«*  1  nam*d  the  brave  deliverer  to  come  *.** 

But  now  the  driving  gales  fufpend  the  rain. 

We  mount  our  deeds,  and  Devon's  city  gain. 

Hail,  happy  native  land  !  —  but  I  forbear. 

What  other  counties  mufl  with  envy  hear. 

•  Blackmorc's  Prince  Arthur,  Book  V. 
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TO  THE  RIGtlT  RONOURABLE 

WILLIAM    PULTENEY,   Escu   1717. 


PUL TENET,  methinks  you  blame  my  Brcacli  of 

-^  word  J 

What  f  cannot  Paris  one  poor  page  afford  ? 

Yes,  I  can  iagely,  when  the  times  are  pad. 

Laugh  at  thofe  follies  which  I  drove  to  tafjte. 

And  each  amufement,  which  we  ihar'd,  review* 

Pleas'd  with  meer  talking,  fince  I  talk  to  you. 

But  how  ihall  1  defcribe  in  humble  profe 

Their  balls,  alTcmblies,  operas,  and  beaux  ? 

In  profc  >  you  cry  :  oh  no,  the  Mufe  muft  aid. 

And  leave  Parnaflus  for  the  Tuillcries*  fhade  : 

Shall  he  (who  late  Britannia's  city  trod, 

And  led  the  draggled  Mufe,  with  pattens  fliod, 

Through  dirty  lanes,  and  alleys'  doubtful  ways) 

Refufe  to  write,  when  Paris  aiks  his  lays  ! 

Well  then,  I  *11  try.     Defcend,  ye  beauteous  Nine, 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  (hine. 
Let  fparkling  dars  your  neck  and  ear  adorn. 
Lay-on  the  blulhes  of  the  crimfon  morn  ; 
So  may  ye  balls  and  gay  alTemblies  grace. 
And  at  the  opera  claim  the  foremod  place. 

Travellers  (hould  ever  fit  expredion  chufc. 
Nor  with  low  phrafe  the  lofty  theme  abufe. 

When 
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When  ^Ae9  'uacr.i^e-  -rtic  .late  ttssi\Rr:i  .amju 
^'Wna  Jit4  tiai^itu»nce  jsnulii  f^wcil  -iicr  vonis; 

Thftf  Ucfe^  iluviiif  ;iit!W  tiieiir  .iaaihcr>  fouusriiiy  £Je; 

SH0M»er  iwviM  ^ur^  virhmic  iJi-*ncaiiiiT8r  ^riiE, 
/^r^-,  ibrrh  Hi  :un^  ^le  die  tttzt-rnds^g  -. 

^  Irt  ^*r»^  fhew  ^i  a  race  <jf  animals 
'^  ^1  *^ft  ieet^  Ciwm  ac  •hetr  dperas  and  ballBj  r 
'^  Ttiey  ilrart*i  «rw,  rhe^  <i«-xe  whcsc'ir  diev  walk, 
^  Mva(c«9^  in  a^^itf>ny  pcrr<y|U«f3  ai  :aUb ; 
^  Ti^ey  're  6r6«}^'<i  wiciv  feacLcn,  lijie  die  cocfccoc, 
^  AM«  lilee  eameHoo^  daslj  diaazt  cheir  Euze; 
^  f /Am  ^e^ne\  juftly  placM  they  borrow  graces, 
^  An4  w;jb  irermiHritt  lacquer  o'er  theix  faces, 

ThvK  ffi'»$^f  ttie  traveller  taff  cmdi  impac, 
1r>lo  the  (otijc^  let  me  nobly  fiart. 

fff/w  K«(>py  Itirei  t>ie  man^  bow  fure  to  chann, 
WUofc  kr)<;r  embroulcr'd  ftoctcn  down  his  ann  ! 
On  \nm  i\\c  \u\ui%  cad  the  ykldiog  glance, 
^'f^h  in  htft  fonf(i|  ami  langutlb  in  his  dance  : 
While  wretched  U  the  wit,  contemn'd,  forlorn, 
Whi/fc  ^ttmmy  hat  no  fcarlet  plumes  adorn ; 
No  hroidcrM  flowcrt  his  worAed  ankle  grace. 
Not  iiine  etTil)oriM  with  gold  diroEU  his  pace ; 
No  Ifldy'n  fftvour  on  his  fword  is  hung; 
WliMi  ihuup.U  Apollo  diftaic  from  bit  tongue, 

His 


EPISTLE      IIL  ITS 

His  wh  is  fptmkfe  md  Toid  of  {^noe^ 
Who  wants  ih' lifiiiiBce  of  teoca^  audi  lace. 
Wbik  the  gay  lop  S°"*Bclf  talks  of  weadber. 
The  Mr  in  xapturcs  doat  QpoB  kis  Indher ; 
L,ike  a  couit-ladf  thougli  iie  wfiie  and  fpdl* 
His  minuet-fitp  vas  Mhion'd  by  Maroell  *  ; 
He  dreflesy  fbioes.    Wbat  araib  ts  know  ? 
For  women  ^ufe  their  men,  like  £Iks,  for  ^tamm 
Is  this  the  diing,  you  aj,  that  Faiis  hoafts  ? 
Is  this  the  thing  icnown'd  among  our  toafis  ? 
For  foch  a  fluticnog  light  we  need  not  roam  ; 
Our  own  aflcmblies  ihine  with  thefe  at  home. 

Let  HS  into  the  field  of  besuty  fiaiti 
Beauty 's  a  theme  that  ever  warm'd  my  heatt; 
Think  not,  ye  fur,  that  I  the  fex  accoTe : 
How  Ihall  I  fpare  you,  prompted  by  the  Mufe  ? 
(The  Mufes  all  are  pnuies  I)  She  rails,  ihe  frets, 
Amidft  this  fprightly  Dation  of  coquettes  ; 
Yet  let  not  us  tlicir  loofe  coquetry  blame; 
Women  of  every  nation  are  the  fame. 

You  aik  me,  if  Parifian  dames,  like  ours. 
With  rattling  dice  prophane  the  Sunday's  hours  i 
If  they  the  gameftcr's  pale-ey*d  vigils  keep. 
And  (lake  their  honour  while  dieir  hufbands  deep  ^ 
Yes,  Sir ;  like  Engliih  toalb,  the  dames  of  France 
Will  rtfque  their  income  on  a  (ingle  chance. 
Naanette  lad  night  a  tricking  pbaraom  play'd. 
The  cards  the  Taillier's  Aiding  hand  obey'd  i 

^  A  famous  dancing-maftec 

To-day 
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To-day  her  neck  DO  brilliant  cirde  wears^ 
Nor  the  ray-tlarting  pendant  loads  her  ears. 
Why  docs  old  Chloris  an  aflcmbly  ho)d  ? 
Chloris  each  night  divides  the  fliarp^r's  gold.     > 
Corinna's  clveek  withfrequent  lofTes  burns, 
And  no  bold  Trente  le  <i/tfi>er' fortune  turns. 
Ah,  too  rafli  virgin  !  where  *s  thy  virtue  flown<! 
She  pawns  her  perfon  for  tl^  iharper's  loan. 
Yet  who  with  juftice  can  the  fair  upbraid, 
Whofe  debts  of  honour  are  ib  duly  paid  > 

But  let  me  not  forget  the- toilette^s  cares. 
Where  art  each  morn  the  languid  cheek  repairs-: 
This  red  *s  too  pale,  nor  gives  a  diflant  grace; 
Madame  to-day  puts  on  her  opera  face ; 
From  this  we  fcarce-extra£t  the^lk-maidJs  bloom-: 
Bring  the^deep  dye  that  warms  acrofs  the  room  : 
Now  n»iies  her  cheek,  fo  Urong  her  charms  prevail. 
That  on  her  gown  the  iilken  rofe  looks. pale  ! 
Not  but  tliat  France  fome  native  beauty  boafls, 
Clermont  and  Charolois  might  grace  our  toads. 
When  the  fweet-breathing  fpring  unfolds  the  buds. 
Love  fiies  the  dufty  town  for  ihady  woods. 
Then  Tottenham  fields  with  roving  beauty  fwarm^ 
And  Haropdead  balls  the  eity  virgin  wann ; 
'Then£helfea's  meads  ^o'erhear  perfidious  vow^ 
And  the  preft  grafs  defrauds  the  grazing  cows. 
'Tis  here  the  -fame ;  but  in  .a  higher  ^here. 
For  ev'n  court-ladies  fin  in  open  air. 
What  cit  with  a  gallant  would  truft  his  fpoufe 
l>eneath  the  tempting  ihade  of  Greenwich  boughs  > 

What 
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What  peer  of  France  would  let  his  dutdhefsTOVCy 
Where  Boulogne'e  clofeft  woods  invite  to  love  ? 
But  here  no  wife  can  blail  htrhufband's  fame* 
Cuckold  is  grown  an  honourable  name. 
Stretch'd  on  the  grafs,  the  ihepherd  iighs  his-  painrs 
And  on  the  grafs,  what  (hepherd  fighs  in  vaiq  ? 
On  Chloe*s  lap  here  Damon  laid  along, 
lVIelt€  wish  the  languish  of  her  amorous  fong ; 
There  Iris  flies  Falaenion  through  the  glade, 
Kor  trips  hy  chance— till  in  the  thickefl  fliade| 
Here  Celimene  defends  her  lips  and  breafV, 
For  kiHes  are  by  ftruggling  dofcr  prcft  : 
Alexis  there  with  eager  flame  grows  bold. 
Nor  can  the  nyiaph  his  wanton  Engers  lu)ld ; 
Be  wife,  Alexis;  what,  £b  near. the. road  1 
Hark,  jl coach  rolls,  and  hufbands  are  abroad! 
Such  were  our  pleafures  in  the  days  of  yore. 
When  amorous  Charles  Britannia's  fc^ptre  borc| 
The  nightly  fcene  of  joy  the  Park  was  made, 
And  Love  in  couples  peopled  every  fliade. 
But,  (Ince  at  coun  the  rural  tadeis  lofl, 
What  mighty  fums  have  velvet-couches  colli 

Sometimes  the  Tuilleries'  gaudy  walk  I  love. 
Where  I  through  crouds  of  ruftling  mantuas  rove* 
As  here  from  fide  to  fide  my  eyes  I  cafl, 
And  gaz'd  on  all  the  glittering  train  that.pafl* 
Sttdilen  a  fop  fleps' forth  hefore  the. reft ; 
I  knew  the  bold  embroidery  of  his  velL 
He  thus  accofts  me  with  familiar  air, 
•"  Parblctt!  oa  a  faitfet  habit  en  Anglcterrc ! 

«  qucH 
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..-:  .-.-..ircLVi-.     j:I:  •   Aj:  .-TTiriTucradcs  ::i  rifhioa- 
••  L^   .1.!.'  ^1=-  ---ir    :--:::  "-crciucs- 

;  :-      -    ^  :.   ::r  :    -: /It-at  :.::  ?:r:;  moJs, 

',  :. :     -  :.     »ir  cc-mcr".  !-:==p  i  ruin-jroui  :r2::i 
T--.    'I    -.ic:r  -.'/icli,  zr.  "  :r."»dc;".ncn   -UE  in  viLa. 

■".i    --;!■::  ;r!  !:f:  ■-:  !.i  :i:c  !\:r::i ; 
,\  -.  ..    . .  :r.  7::.r.:2,  our  vul-zar  croud  rha  church  ; 
<"■  :r  .-:;•:'.  tr.-o  fippor:  rhe  mai'racraucy 
T'  ■'.  .::<.  '■:  •  :iart:rc  inre  :h-'  :nrn::iiing  :rade. 
V-  1. /.T  '«■,«  v-iir.  ^bo  in  ijnoranc  raptures  cricSy 
<*  ;*  ir. ,  -lie  ;?.'';aro u.:  -.vorid  will  civilize  !" 
Prri-/.  Si-,  p-jint  vdz  among  the  palling  band 
Thi  p'-rtc-Tt  !»cautics  who  the  rown  command. 
'*  S'ti  vO'.t'.li-  liamc  ;  fbrick  virtue  chills  her  breafl^ 
^■'  M\r>.  !n  ucr  eye  demure  the  prude  profeft; 
"  Tha"-  frozen  bofom  native  tire  muft  wane, 
*'  Whicii  boafts  of  conftancy  to  one  gallant ! 
"  Thi'.  nftxt  the  fpoils  of  tifry  lovers  wears, 
**  rVif '1  I>andin's  hriliiant  favours  grace  her  cars; 
'   r  ii-  iirr.klacc  Florio'<i  generous  flame  beftow'd, 
•  (  I.MiulcT'i  (pA  'V'.iiig  5cms  her  finger  load ; 

"Rut 
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"**  But  now  lier  charms  grow  cheap  by  conflaot  ufe, 

*'  She  fins  for  fcarfs,  dockM-ftockings,  kqotSy  and  iIioe<:. 

'*  Thi^  aezty  witkrfobm:  gait  aiMl  ferioiss  leery 

*'  Wearies  lier  knees  wirii  room  and  evening^  prayer  { 

*<  Siie  (corns  ih*  igioblc-love  of  feeble  pages, . 

*'  But  with  three  abbots  in  one  night  engages. 

*'  This  witli  the  cardinal  her  nights  employs, 

**  VVhere  lioly  Anews  conitxrate  her  Joys. 

**  Why  lute  I  promis*d  tfaiogs  beyond  my  power  ? 

**  Fire  ai&gnations  wait  me  at  this  hour  I 

'*  The  rprightlycovntefs  &r(l  my  viGt  claims, 

**  To-mpriow  fliall  indulge  inferior  dames. 

**  Pardon  roe.  Sir,  that  thus  I  take  my  leave ; 

**  Gay  Flortmella  iliiy  twicch'd  myileeve." 

Adieu,  Monfieurl— The  opera  hour  draws  neac 
'Sox.  fee  the  opera  1  all  the  world  is  tliere  j 
Where  on  the  (lage  th'  embroider'd  youth  of  France 
In  bright  array  attra&  the  female  glance  : 
Tin's  languifhcs,  tliis  ftruts,  to  fliow  his  mien. 
And  not  a  gold-clock'd  ftocking  moves  unfeen. 
But  hark  !  the  full  orclieftra  flrike  the  firings ; 
The  hero  (fa*uts,  and  the  whole  audience  fmgs. 

I^Iy  jarring  car  har(h  grating  murmurs  wound, 
IToarfc  and  confus'd,  like  Babel's  mingled  found. 
Hard  chance  had  plac'd  me  near  a  noiiy  throat. 
That  in  rough  ([uavers  bellow'd  every  note. 
Pray,  Sir,  fays  I,  fufpend  awhile  your  fongj 
The  opera's  drown 'd  ;  your  lungs  arc  wondrous  ftrong; 
I  vvlla  10  l>ear  your  Roland's  ranting  drain. 
While  iie  with  rooted  foicfts  flrows  the  plain. 
.  Vol.  I.  N  Sudtlcn 


*  Mpiilgu:  ■mmr-ntgn:  j!  amc  jc  ^  inimniK  "^ 
Tjei  -.uma^  Touui.  Aciuir  fSi.  ut^psazaL  ma&i^ 
Jma  ^.le.  JSOML  sinnc  :iHUxiiBriL  ttcx.  ju.  vussl. 
\.  i;/'.ci.  se:  v'Ci.  3une  luc  jaitaa:  ar. 

Vrjien  Aiatfanar  i  vacs,  ^ztmnmnin  ne  izsur- 

T'lCtt^c  'ra:T<is  fii^rnu*,  zm  -Eirxcz  picas-  i  : 

♦*j  **r.v,r.2:  f  »vi  ?fc3  ere:  acrrg  pcccd, 
ifft  v.'r.ici  Frrs^s.  marrar  a^i:  rrr rrr»  j 

Tftlfc  c^  tlv  rpirit  Ri^oasI  i  pc=£2  gno* 
y<r  wau'in  wkb  a»I&  ^noic  (peakiog^  |i£ciire£«cs; 
Ycty  l^r^  Ciifi  he,  iz,  co[-;ar  saci  <k%ii, 
fti^ot  ami  Rapfaatl  art  txrrcmclT  £ix  \ 

*'T\\  true  hfi  courr r/%  .ovc  cranrpons  his  bicaft 
Wirh  warmer  zeal  ilu.-.  your  oid  Greeks  proteft. 
Ul'/ircft  k>v'd  liir,  frhaca  cf  voir. 
Yet  tlMt  fagc  traveller  left  hit  native  ftore. 
Wluc  fiiur f((:r  virtue  it  the  FreDchman  ihinest 
He  tfi  i\r;M  Pariv  all  lii^  Hk  confines. 
I  'in  n(»t  (a  fond.     There  are,  I  muft  confefs, 
TltliiK«i  wliitli  might  make  me  love  my  country  lefs* 
1  fliouM  iioi  think  my  Britain  had  fuch  cbsirms> 
It  lull  lu  icaining,  if  cnflav'd  by  arms. 

France 
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France  has  her  Richlieus  and  her  Colberts  known; 
And  then,  1  grant  it,  France  in  fcience  fhone  : 
We  to«,  I  own,  without  fuch  aidstnay  chance 
In  ignorance  and  pride  to  rival  France. 

But  let  me  not  forget  Corneille,  Racine, 
Bolleau*s  ftrong  ficnfe,  and  Moliere^s  humourout  fcene. 
Let  Cambray's  name  be  fung  above  the  reft» 
Whole  mazimsy  Pulteney,  warm  thy  patriot  breaft  f  - 
In  Mentor's  precepts  wrfdom  ilrong  and  clear 
Dilates  fublime,  and  didant  narions  hear. 
Hear,  all  ye  princes,  wlio  the  world  control, 
What  cares,  what  terrors,  haunt  the  Tyrant's  TquI; 
His  condant  train  are.  Anger,  .Fear,  DiflrufU 
To  be  a  king,  is  to  be  good  and  juft ; 
His  people  he  proce^is,  their  rights  he  laves. 
And  fcoois  to  rule  a  wretched  race  of  Aav^s. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  ihall  the  monarch  reign, 
Where  guardian  laws  defpotic  power  rcOrain  ! 
There  (hall  the  plough-fhare  break  the  flubbom  land. 
And  bending  harveft  tire  the  pcafant's  hand  ; 
There  Liberty  her  fettled  maiilion  hoafts, 
There  Commerce  plenty  brings  from  foreign  coads. 
O  Britain,  guard  thy  laws,  thy  rights  defend  : 
So  ihall  thefe.blcilings  to  thy  fons  dclcend  I 

You  *11  think  'tis  tiine  foroc  other  tlicme  to  chufc, 
And  not  with  beaux  and  fups  fatigue  the  Mufc : 
Slwuld  I  let  fatirc  loofe  on  Englifli  ground, 
There  fools  of  various xharafler  abound  ; 
Rut  here  my  veife  is  to  one  race  confin'd, 
All  Frcncluncn  arc  of  peiit-maifre  kind. 

N  a  i:risTr,n 
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TO  TZI  »:S£T  fioscrx^i.z 
PAUL   3IETHUEX%    Ef-. 

nnn AT  'tb  e^itJO-i^T'Bi-^.  ciVc?  :":Vjce  fpfa< 

W*i:z-  >arr:r2  ^  roc  pi  i3d  f-ckis;  iz  ibc  liady 

Tri*  7?ri:T.'3"'.  i;.'.ziv.  prcfpcro-ri  rxr  c^SKft, 
A::c  \z\z  to  cl.;::!i  T:rt::c  wKcr  clKrrft  r 
Fu:,  t:c  o'^r  m-zbtr  lords  this  fchroie  purfiir» 
Our  r:.'?:.ry  lorci  mcfr  :h:::k  ace  a£l  like  vofc 

V/I.y  niufr  wc  c'.imb  tl.c  Alp-rc  ircastain's  fide$. 
To  f.nJ  the  feat  where  harmony  r^tidrs  ? 
Wuy  touch  we  not  fo  left  th-  fi'vcr  !stc. 
The  dKarful  haut-boy,  and  the  rncllo-jr  flate  ? 

'Ti^  no:  tl/  Italian  clime  improve*  the  found; 

3u-  there  the  patrons  of  her  for.^  are  found. 
VVh/  flout  ifliM  verfe  in  great  Aueailus*  reign  ? 

He  nx'A  Mcccnas  lor'd  the  Mufe's  itnin. 

Kur  x^t.ji/  that  wight  in  poveny  muft  moura 

Wiio  w»^  (c»  cruel  ftars  !)  a  poet  born. 

Yrr  !hcic  arc  ways  for  authors  to  lie  great; 

Wiiie  ranaMOus  Hocls  to  reform  the  Oa:e  : 

QVf  if  ;r>;j  ciiufc  more  fure  and  ready  ways. 

Spatter  u  milliner  with  fulfome  praife : 

•  Aftcr\t'ards  Sir  Paul,  K.  B. 

Launch 


EPISTLE      rV'.  iSi 

Launch  omz  with  frcsdcm,  flatter  him  enough  $ 

Fear  not — ^all  men  arc  dedication-proof. 

Be  bolder  yet,  you  mud  go  farther  fli!l, 

Dip  deep  in  gall  thy  mercenary  quill. 

He,  who  his  pen  in  paity-quarrels  dra^'St 

Lifts  an  hir'd  bravo  to  fupport  the  caufe ; 

He  muft  indulge  his  patron*s  hate  and  fpleen. 

And  iUb  the  fame  of  thofe  he  ne'er  had  fcen. 

Why  then  fliould  authors  mourn  their  defpente  cafe  f 

Be  brave,  do  this,  and  then  demand  a  place. 

Why  art  thou  poor  ?  Exert  the  gifts  to  rife» 

And  banifli  timorous  virtue  from  tliy  eyes. 

All  this  feems  modem  preface,  where  we  're  told 
That  wit  is  prais*d,  but  hungry  lives  and  cold : 
Againfl  tV  ungrateful  age  thefe  authors  roar, 
And  fancy  learning  ftarves  becaufc  they  »rc  poor. 
Yet  why  (hould  learning  hope  fucccfs  at  codrt  ? 
Why  fhould  uur  patriotb  virtue's  caufc  fupport  ? 
Why  to  true  merit  fhould  they  have  regard  ? 
They  know  that  virtue  is  its  own  reward. 
Yet  let  not  me  of  grievances  complain. 
Who  (though  the  meancft  of  the  Mufe's  train) 
Can  bnaft  fubfcriptions  to  my  humhln  lays, 
And  minj^lc  profit  with  my  little  praifc. 

Afk  Painting,  why  ihe  loves  Ilcfperian  air; 
Go  view,  fhc  cries,  my  glorious  labours  there; 
There  in  ri^^h  palaces  I  reign  in  ftatc, 
And  on  the  temples  lofty  domes  (Treate. 
The  noWcs  view  my  works  with  knowing  eyes, 
They  love  the  Icicnce,  and  the  painter  p/izc. 

N  3  Why 


;'■',  G  A  Y   5      ?  O  i.  5i  5- 

Way  <jc^  ica,  Xcir,  £x=2^  =lt  aacnc  'jmi^ 

TiisJt  X  sr,i;  fix  "ritts  »  tvul  ct.t  -aaic  ac  Lcbk  ? 

Vtt  ^'-ij  i*flLiIi ;  cili  aS  tr.j  gsulwi  fcrth, 

Tria3*i  fircr.^  r..'c,  a::d  Gal«k>'s  fof^r  grac£. 
Bo%  cK,  cijr.f:dir,  ert  liij  works  appear, 
Car.ft  tl^u  x'!  urt  the  rocguc  of  Eery  bear  ? 
Ccafurc  will  l^Ianic ;  her  hztili  was  crcr  fpent 
To  bUft  ibc  lauixls  of  the  craiiitE:. 
Wulc  Bu.Tir,ztor/s  proponion'd  colamiis  rife, 
Doc9  not  !ic  fran^i  tbe  gsaz  of  enviocs  eyes  ? 
Door^t  wir.flov/Sy  arc  condemn 'd  by  paiEng  fools. 
Who  know  not  that  they  damn  Palladio's  rulcSb 
If  Chandoft  with  a  liberal  hand  befiow, 
Cenfure  imputes  ic  all  to  pomp  and  fhow; 
Wlien^  if  the  motive  right  were  underftood, 
Mi«  dally  picafure  is  in  doing  good. 

Had  Pope  with  groveling  numbers  fill'd  his  page, 
Dennis  had  never  kindled  into  rage. 
'Tis  the  fublimc  that  hurts  the  critic's  eafe ; 
Write  nonfcnfci  and  he  reads  and  deeps  in  peace. 
Were  Vi'totf  Congreve,  Swift,  and  Pope,  unknown, 
Pcxir  (Innder-fcUing  Curll  would  be  undone. 
\W,  wito  would  free  from  malice  pafs  his  day^, 
.Mufl  live  obfcure,  and  never  merit  praife. 

But 
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But  let  this  tale  to  valiant  virtue  tell 
The  daily  perils  of  deferving  well. 

A  crow  was  ftnitting  o*er  the  ftubbled  phun, 
Juft  as  a  lark  defcending  clos'd  his  (Iraiiu 
The  crow  befpoke  him  thus«  vnch  folemn  grace  : 
**  Thou  mod  accompliih'd  of  the  feathered  race  I 
**  What  force  of  lungs !  how  clear !  how  fwcct  you  fing  f 
**  And  no  Inrd  foars  upon  a  ftronger  wing.'* 
The  larky  who  fcom'd  foft  flattery,  thus  replies : 
**  True,  I  Hng  fweet,  and  on  flrong  pinion  rifo^; 
**  Yet  let  rae  pafs  my  life  from  envy  free, 
**  For  what  advantage  arc  thcfe  gifts  to  mc  ? 
^  My  fong  confines  me  to  the  wiry  cage, 
**  My  flight  provokes  the  falcon's  fatal  rage* 
^  But,  as  you  pafs,  I  hear  the  fowlers  fay, 
••To  ihoot  at  crows  is  powdes  flung  away." 
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4^  JWiilt  .nnnife:;.  i  3f!i&  -s&i  ^ei^  ;-mir  Tgny 

T  A  4s8'ii$^;ivT  -wwrhcK  act  ^aor  ^csrr  ilknc  ? 
/^/.J.-:  f  r^//*?r*J  rhe  Uryvnn  he  c'ercamew 

\'\tf  \^A\,^  t   {%*tK1*J  \'KrXtri^\  hfOUZ  Bxafr  C^ffn) 

|ft.f  (j»),'f  <^^/^  Iv^f  \^4ifh  \\  r.o  mr>re« 

I »,,» ij  fiM'^'.ri  /j'lly  pay  her  ritht  of  tears  > 
',  <:,      MiilUr.l  Tk^I.^.  ami  for  her  frecciom  ftar». 
VVI.»»i  '"il)m'«;  jftori4r(.li  jwyr'd  his  wafteful  bauds, 
|,)|ii>  .»  //hI«<  i1«  Iw;;'^  i/cr  )*tr  Icvtl  laruls, 

SUe 
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She  faw  Tier  frontier  towers  in  ruin  lie, 
Ev*n  Liberty  had  prun*i)  her  wings  to  fly  : 
Then  Marlborongh  came,  defeated  Gallia  fled ; 
And  ihatterM  Belgia  raisM  her  tsnguid  head  i 
In  him  fecnre,  as  in  her  flrongeft  mound 
That  keeps  the  raging  fca  within  its  bound. 

O  Germany  f  remember  Hockftet's  plain* 
Where  profh-ace  Gallia  bled  at  every  Yc^n  i 
Think  on  the  refcue  of  th*  imperial  throne, 
Then  think  of  Marlborough's  death  without  a  groan  1 

Apollo  kindly  whifpers  me  :  <<  Be  wife : 
««  How  to  his  glory  ihall  thy  numbers  rife  ? 
"  The  forte  of  verfc  another  theme  might  raifc, 
*'  But  here  the  merit  muft  tranfcend  tlic  praife. 
^  Haft  thou,  prcfumptuous  bard  !  that  goOlike  flame 
"  Which  with  the  funihall  Jaft,  and  Marll)oiough*s  fame  ^ 
"  Then  fing  the  man.     But  who  can  boaft  this  fire  ? 
**  Rcfign  the  talk,  and  (ilcntly  admire.'* 

Yet  Ihall  he  not  in  wonhy  lays  be  read  ? 
Raifc  Homer,  call  up  Virgil  from  the  dead. 
But  he  requires  not  the  ftrong  glare  of  vcrfc : 
Let  pun6\ual  hiftory  his  deeds  rehearic ; 
Let  truth  in  native  purity  appear. 
You  '11  find  Achilles  and  ^neas  there. 

Is  this  the  comfort  which  the  Mufe  bcQows  ?' 
1  bur  indulge  and  aj^gravatc  your  woes. 
A  prudent  friend,  who  fecks  to  jijive  relief, 
Ne'er  touches  on  the  fpring  th.it  ujovM  the  grief. 
L  it  nut  barbarous,  to  the  figliing  ninid 
To  iDcnciun  broken  vows  and  nymphs  bctray'd  ? 

VVouU' 
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EPISTLE        YIK 
TO       MR.       POPE. 

ON  HIS  HATING  FINISHED  HIS  TRANSLATION  OF 

HOM£R*S       ILIAD. 
A  WELCOME   FR.OM  GREECE* 

L 
T   ONG  haft  thou,  friend!  been  abfent  from  my  iail> 
•^-^  Like  patient  Ithacus  ;it  ficge  of  Troyj 
I  hare  been  witnefs  of  thy  iix  years  toiI» 

Thy  daily  labours,  and  thy  night's  annoy. 
Loft  to  thy  native  land,  with  great  turmoil. 

On  the  wide  Tea,  oft'  threatening  to  dcflroy  : 
Methinks  with  thee  I  've  trod  Sigxan  ground. 
And  heard  the  ihores  of  Hellcfpont  refound. 

IL 
Did  I  not  fee  thee  wl^n  thou  firft  fett'ft  fail 

To  feck  adventures  fair  in  Homcr*s  land  ? 
Did  I  not  fee  tliy  finking  fpirits  fail, 

And  wifli  thy  bark  had  never  left  the  ftrand  T 

*  A  clofe  imitition  of  the  beginning  of  the  46rii 
Canto  of  the  "  Orlando  Furiofo."  Mr.  Gay  has  even 
ailopccd  the  meafure  of  his  original,  and  has  compiizod 
his  defign  in  almoft  the  fame  number  of  lines,  viz.  in 
twenty-one  odtave  ftanzas,  inftead  of  nineteen.  S. 

Ev'is 
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Ev*n  in  mid  ocean  often  didft  thou  quail. 
And  oft*  lift  up  thy  holy  eye  and  hand, 
Pftyihg  the  Virgin  deat,  and  faintly  choir. 
Back  to  the  port  to  bring  thy  bark  entire. 

III. 
Chear  vp,  my  frieod  !  thy  dangers  now  are  o*er  i 

Methinks  —  nay,  fure  the  rifing  coafts  appear  j 
Hark  !  ho^i^  thfe  guns  falute  from  cither  ihore. 

As  thy  trim  veflel  cuts  the  Thames  fo  fair  : 
Shouts  aftfweriftg  Ihouts  frbm  Kent  and  Effex  roar, 

And  bells  break  loud  through  every  guft  of  air : 
Bonfires  do  blaze,  and  bonfes  and  cleavers  ring, 
As  at  iht  coming  of  fotnc  mighty  king. 

IV. 
"Now  pafs  we  Gravefend  with  a  friendly  wind. 

And  Ti!bury*s  white  fort,  and  long  Blackwall ; 
Greenwich,  wherfc  dWfclls  the  friend  of  huraail  kind. 

More  vilitcd  thiin  or  her  park  or  hall. 
Withers  the  godd,  and  (with  him  ever  joined) 

Facetious  Diffley,  grefct  thee  fifft  of  all : 
I  fee  his  chimney  fmoke,  and  hear  him  fay, 
Duke  * !  that 's  the  room  for  Pope,  and  that  for  Gay. 

V. 
Come  in,  my  frieilds'  here  fhall  ye  dinfe  and  lie. 

And  here  fhall  brenkfad,  and  here  dine  again  j 
And  fup,  and  break  fail  on,  (if  ye  comply) 

For  1  have  ftill  feme  dozens  of  champaign  : 
iJis  totce  ftill  lelfens  as  the  lliip  fails  by  j 

He  \taives  hh  hand  to  bring  us  back  in  vain  ; 

^  He  wai>  ufually  called  *'  Duke  Difney.*'  N. 

For 
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For  now  I  iV^  1  l«c  pcx^U  I^>suoii>k  ipir»{ 
Gneenwich  is  loit,  and  I>tj>etwu«aMk  itureu 

VK 
Oh,  wbtt  a  cQBCourfe  fwarais  on  yMKkr  <|ttir  I 

The  Iky  rc-ccKt>es  M*:th  new  IhoutTii  i\l'  jk>v  ; 
By  alt  tlus  (hour,  1  wcca.  \i$  LonI  Mayor's  «lay  % 

I  hear  the.  voice  of  ti  umpet  and  Kautbow  «-> 
No,  now  I  lee  Ukib  near.  — >  Oh«  ihcJe  aix  thev 

Who  come  In  ciouds  lo  vrticoiiK  thtc  tnun  Tixxv. 
Hail  to  the  hanU  \ivJmhii  lon^  as  IcA  wc  mouinM) 
From  iicge^  tVom  ImiUc*  aii\l  fion)  flom^,  recuii\\l  I 

ML 
Of  goocUy  darnel,  anti  counaows  kniglus,  1  tiew 

The  lilkcn  petticoat,  ami  UruidcrM  vcl\  i 
Yea  peers,  and  mi|;hty  ilukcs»  wiih  lihlMiuU  UU(C» 

(True  hlue,  fair  cmhicm  of  un(Uiu««l  bi-vall.} 
Othcis  I  ire,  as  noble,  and  more  tiuc, 

By  no  court-badge  dillinguith'd  ttvm  the  rcH  i 
Fir  (I  fee  I  Mcthucn,  of  tincerdl  mind. 
As  Arthur  ^  grave»  as  loft  as  wociian*kliuI. 

VIII. 
What  lady's  that»  to  wlK>m  )m  Kently  l^mU  } 

Who  knows  not  her  ?  ah  I  thcilc  arc  Wiui lev's  c\ci  • 
How  art  thou  honour'd,  numbci'd  with  her  fiiendk  I 

For  ihc  difiinguiiocs  the  ^<;ood  and  wiic. 

*  Thisperfon  is  mentioned  in  Pope's  Kplrtlc  to  Ai 
buthnot,  ver.  23. 

*•  Arthur,  whofc  gidily  Ton  ncglci^^U  the  Liu's, 
**  impaici  to  QIC,  and  my  damu'd  wuik^i  ihv  CKU((^" 

•llic. 
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The  fweet-toDgued  Murray  near  her  fide  attends ; 

Now  to  my  heart  the  glance  of  Howard  flies  5 
Now  Harvey,  fair  of  face,  I  mark  full  well, 
With  thee,  youth's  youngeft  daughter,  fweet  Lepell. 
IX. 
[  I  fee  two  lovely  iiders,  hand  in  hand. 

The  fair-hair*d  Martha,  and  Terefa  brown ; 
Madge  Bellenden,  the  tailed  of  the  land ; 

And  fmiling  Mary,  foft  and  fair  as  down. 
"Yonder  I  fee  the  chearful  dutchcfs  ftand. 

For  f  iendlhip,  zeal,  and  blithfome  humours  known : 
Whence  that  loud  (hout  in  fuch  a  hearty  (brain  ? 
Why,  all  the  Hamiltons  are  in  her  train. 

X. 
Sec  next  the  decent  Scudamore  advance. 

With  Wirichclfea,  dill  meditating  fong : 
With  her  perhaps  Mifs  Howe  came  there  by  chance. 

Nor  knows  with  whom,  or  why  (he  comes  along. 
Far  off  from  thefc  fee  bantlow,  fam'd  for  dance*; 

And  frolick  Bicknell  f ,  and  her  fifter  young; 
Witli  other  names,  by  me  not  to  he  nam'd, 
Much  lov'd  in  private,  not  in  publick  famVt! 

XL 
But  now  behold  the  female  band  retire. 

And  the  flirill  mufick  of  their  voice  is  ftiU'dl 
Mcthinks  I  fee  fam'd  Buckingham  admire, 

That  in  Troy's  ruin  fhou  hatlft  not  been  kill'd ; 

*  She  afterwards  married  Booth  the  player.  S. 
f  Mrs*   Bicknell,  the   a£^refs,  is   mentioned  in  the 
Spe^lacor,  Tatler,  and  Guardian,  with  applaufe.  S. 

ShefHera, 
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Sheffield,  who  knows  to  (hike  the  living  lyre 

With  hand  judicious,  like  thy  Homer  ikiird* 
Bathurft  impetuous  haftens  to  the  coaft, 
Whom  you  and  I  ftriTc  who  fhalMove  the  moft 

XII. 
Sec  generous  Burlington,  with  goodly  Bruce 

(But  Bruce  comes  wafted  in  a  foft  fedan); 
Dan  Prior  next,  .bclov'd  by  every  Mufe  i 

And  friendly  Congreve,  unrq)roachful  mani 
(Oxford  by  Cunningham  hath  fent  excufe  ;J 

^ee  hearty  Watkins  comes  with  cup  and  can; 
And  "Lewis,  who  has  never  friend  forfaken ;    < 
And  Laughton  whifpcring  a(ks  -^'Is  Troy  town  taken*^ 

xiir. 

Earl  Warwick  comes,  of  free  and  honcft  mind ; 

Bold,  generous  Craggs,  whofe  heart  was  ne'er  dif- 
guis'd  : 
Ah  wliy,  fwect  St.  John,  cannot  I  thee  find  ? 

St.  John,  for  every  focial  virtue  priz'd. — 
Alas  !  to  foreign  climates  he  's  confin'd. 

Or  fllfe  to  fee  thee  here  I  well  furmiz*d  : 
Thou  too,  my  Swift,  doft  breathe  Boeotian  air; 
'When  wilt  thou  bring  back  wit  and  humour  here*? 

XIV. 
Harcourt  I  fee,  for  eloquence  renown'd. 

The  mouth  of  juOicc,  oracle  of  law ! 
Another  SimoB  is  befide  him  found. 

Another  Simon,  like  as  flraw  to  (haw. 

How  Laofdown  fmiles,  with  lading  laurel  crown'dl 

What  vaitstd  prelate  there  commands  our  awe  ?     . 

Sec 
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(Gay,  Maine,  aod  Cheney,  boon  companions  dear^ 

Gay  fat,  Maine  fatter,  Cheney  huge  of  fize) 
Yea  Dennis  Gildon,  (hearing  thou  haft  riches) 
AnJ'honefty  hatlefs  Cromwell,  with  red  breeches. 

XVI  ir. 

O  Wanlcy,  whence  com'ft  thou  with  (hortenM  hair. 

And  Tifage  from  thy  Ihelves  with  duft  befprent  *  ? 
**  Forfooth  (quoth  he)  from  placing  Homer  there, 

**  For  ancients  to  compyle  is  myne  entente  : 
**  Of  ancients  only  hath  Lord  Harley  care ; 

**  But  hitker  me  hath  my  meeke  lady  fent:— • 
**  In  manufcript  of  Greeke  rede  we  thilke  fame, 
**  But  book  yprint  beft  plefyth  myn  gudc  dame." 

XIX. 
Yonder  I  fee,  among  th*  expe6^ing  croud, 

Evans  with  laugh  jocofe,  and  tragic  Young ; 
High-hulkin'd     Booth,     grave    Mawbcrt,    wandering 
Frowde, 

And  Titcomb's  belly  waddles  flow  along  f. 

*  So  in  the  Dunciad,  B.  iii.  185, 
**  But  who  is  he  in  clofet  clofe  vpent 
«*  Of  fol)er  face,  ivitb  learned  'dufi  befprent  ?'' 
Humphrey  Wanlcy  was  librarian  to  Lord  Oxford.     S. 
\  The  names  of  the  majority  of  perfons  here  enu- 
merated are  in  want  of  no  illuflrarion  ;  and  concerning 
a  few  of  them,  it  would  be  difficult  to  fupply  any. 
Tifcomb,  however,  is  mentioned  in  a  letter  trom  Pope 
to  Congrcve.     "  There  is  a  grand  revolution  at  Will's. 
*•  Mortice  has  (|uittcd  for  a  colfee-houfc  in  the  city  ; 
<*  and  Titcoiiib  is  rcftored,  to  the  great  joy  of  Cromwell, 
^  who  was  ac  a  lot's  for  a  perfon  to  converfe  with  on 
«« the  fathers  and  chuich  hillory."    S. 
Vol.  L  O  See 
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Sec  Digby  faints  at  Southern  talking  loud, 

Yea  Steele  and  Tickell  mingle  in  the  throng ; 
Tickell,  whofe  IkifF  (in  partnerfliip  they  fay  *) 
Set  forth  for  Greece,  but  founder'd  in  the  way. 

XX. 
Lo  the  two  Doncaftles  in  Berkfhire  known  ! 

Lo  Bickford,  Fortefcue,  of  Devon  land  ! 
Lo  Tooker,  Eckerfliall,  Sykes,  Rawlinfon ! 

See  hearty  Morley  f  takes  thee  by  the  hand  ! 
Ayrs,  Graham,  Buckridge,  joy  thy  voyage  done  j 

But  who  can  count  the  leaves,  the  (lars,  the  faft^  ? 
Lo  Stonor,  Fenton,  Caldwell,  Ward,  and  Broome ! 
Lo  thoufands  more ;  but  I  want  rhyme  and  room  ! 

•       XXL 
How  lov'd  !  how  honour'd  thou  !  yet  be  not  vain  ; 

And  fure  thou  art  nor,  for  I  hear  thee  fay, 
All  this,  my  friends,  I  owe  to  Homer's  ftrain. 

On  whofe  flrong  pinions  I  exalt  my  lay. 
What  from  contending  cities  did  he  gain  ? 

And  what  rewards  his  grateful  country  pay  ? 
None,  none  were  paid — why  then  all  this  for  me  ? 
Thefc  honours,  Homer,  had  been  juft  to  thee. 

*  See  the  «  Firft  Bo(^  of  the  Iliad"  amongthe  Poems 
of  Mr.  Tickell.     N. 
t  Sec  Prior's  Ballad  of  «  Down  Hall."    N. 
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EPISTLE        VII. 

T  O 

MR,    THOMAS    SNOW, 
GOLDSMITH,  NEAR  TEMPLE-BAR. 

A  PANEGYRICKy   OCCASIONED 

By  bis  buying  and  feHing  of  tbe  Tbird  South-Sea 
Subfcriptlona,  taken  in  by  the  Diret^ors  at  a 
thouland  per  Cent, 

TAISDAIN  not,  Snow,  my  humble  verfc  to  hear  : 
"^^  Stick  thy  black  pen  awhile  behind  thy  ear. 
Whether  thy  compter  fhine  with  fums  untold, 
And  thy  wide-grafping  hand  grow  black  with  gold  ; 
Whether  thy  mien  ere6i:,  and  fable  lock-s. 
In  crowds  of  brokers  over-awe  the  {locks  ; 
Sufpend  the  worldly  bufmcfs  of  the  day, 
And,  to  enrich  thy  mind,  attend  my  lay. 

O  thouy  whofc  penetrative  wifdom  found 
The  South-Sea  rocks  and  Ihelves,  where  thoufands 

S  drown*d ! 

I    When  credit  funk,  and  commerce  gafping  lay. 
Thou  ftood'ft ;  nor  fcnt'ft  one  bill  unpaid  away. 
W^hcn  not  a  guinea  chink'd  on  Martin's  boards, 
And  AtwcU's  felf  was  drain'd  of  all  his  hoards, 

O  a  Tho'j 
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Thou  flood 'fl  (an  Indian  king  in  fizc  and  hue) 

Thy  unexhaulled  (hop  was  our  Peru. 

Wh^r  did   Change- Alley  wafte  tby  precious  hours 

Amoni^  :he  t\v>i^  who  gap'd  for  golden  Ihowers  > 

No  wonder  \\  wc  found  rome  poets  there. 

Who  live  on  fancy,  and  can  feed  on  air ; 

No  wonder  :hey  were  caughc  hy  South-Sea  fchcmes, 

Wlio  ne'er  cnjoy'd  a  guinea,  hue  in  dreams; 

No  wonder  they  their  third  fuhrcriptions  fold. 

For  millions  of  imaginary  gold ; 

No  wonder,  tlvac  their  fancies  wild  can  frame 

Strange  reafons,  that  a  thing  is  flill  the  fame. 

Though  chang'd  throughout  in  fubftance  and  in 

But  you  (whofc  judgement  fcoms  poetic  flights) 

With  contrafts  fiimifli  boys  for  paper-kites. 

Lee  Vulture  Hopkins  flrerch  his  ruffy  throar. 
Who  M  ruin  thousands  for  a  dngle  groac 
]  know  thou  fpum'il  his  mean,  his  fordid  oiiiKf ; 
Nor  with  ideal  debcs  wouldfl  plague  mankind. 
Why  ftrive  his  greedy  hands  to  grafp  at  more  ?  — 
The  wretch  was  bom  to  want,  whofe  foul  is  poor. 

Madmen  alone  their  empty  dreams  purfuc. 
And  ftin  believe  the  fleeting  rifion  true ; 
They  fell  the  treafufe  which  their  flnmbers  get^ 
Then  wake,  and  fancy  all  the  world  in  debt. 
If  to  inftruft  tliee  all  my  reafons  fail. 
Yet  be  diverlid  by  this  moral  tale. 

Through  fam'd  Moor6e]ds  extends  a  fpacious  fear. 
Where  mortals  of  exalted  wit  retreat; 

7  Where, 


} 
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Where,  wnpp*d  in  contempUtion  and  in  draw* 
The  wifer  few  from  the  mad  world  witl^draw* 
There,  in  full  opulence,  a  banker  dwelt, 
Who  all  the  joys  and  pangs  of  riclics  felt : 
His  fide-board  glitrer'd  with  imagin'd  plate  | 
And  his  proud  fancy  held  a  vaft  cdatc. 

As  on  a  time  he  pafs'd  the  vacant  hours^ 
In  railing  piles  of  ftraw  and  twiflcd  bowers  f 
A  poet  entered,  of  the  ncighliouring  cell, 
And  with  fix'd  eyes  obfcrv'd  the  ftru£Vufc  well ; 
A  (harpen*d  fk&wcr  crofs  his  bare  (houldcrs  bound 
A  tatter*d  rug,  which  draggM  upon  tlic  ground. 

The  banker  cry'd,  •«  Behold  my  caQlc-walU, 
"  My  ftatucs,  gardens,  fountains,  and  canals ; 
"  With  land  of  twenty  thoufand  acres  round ! 
"  All  thcfc  I  fell  thee  for  ten  thoufand  pound/* 

The  bard  with  wonder  the  cheap  purchafe  faw, 
So  (ignM  the  contra6^  (as  ordains  the  law). 

The  banker's  brain  was  cool'd,  the  mifl  grew  clear  | 
The  vifyjnary  fccne  was  loft  in  air. 
He  now  the  vanifli'd  profpefl  imderftood, 
And  fcarM  tlie  fancied  baigain  was  not  good  i 
Yet,  loath  the  fum  entire  (hould  be  dcflroy'd, 
**  Give  me  a  penny,  and  thy  contracSl  's  void.** 

The  ftartled  bard  with  eye  indignant  frown 'd. 
**  Shall  1,  ye  Gods  (he  cries)  my  debts  compound  !*' 
So  faying,  from  his  rug  the  fkcvver  he  taket^ 
And  on  the  flick  ten  equal  notches  makes ; 
With  juft  refentment  flings  it  on  the  ground ; 
**  Thcce,  take  roy  uUy  of  ten  thoufand  pound  I'* 
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EPISTLE        VIIL 
MARY       GULLIVER 

T  O 

CAPTAJN    LEMUEL    GIJLLIVER. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  Captain,  fome  time  after  his  return,  being  retired 
to  Mr.  Sympfon*s  in  the  Country ;  Mrs.  Gulliver, 
apprehending  from  his  late  Behaviour  fome  Eftrange- 
ment  of  his  Afteftions,  writes  him  the  following 
cxpoftulating,  footliing,  and  tenderly  -  complaining 
Epiftle. 

TXTELCOME,  thrice  welcome,  to  thy  native  place! 
—  What,  touch  me  not  ?  What,  Ihun  a  wife** 
embrace  ? 
Have  I  for  this  thy  tedious  abfence  borne. 
And  wak'd  and  wi(h*d  whole  nights  for  thy  return  ? 
In  five  long  years  I  took  no  fecond  fpoufe ; 
What  Redriff  wife  fo  long  hath  kept  her  vows  ? 
Your  eyes,  your  nofe,  inconftancy  betray ; 
Your  nofe  you  flop,  your  eyes  you  turn  away. 
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Tis  faid  that  thou  ihouId'H  cUave  unto  tfy  *w'tfti 
Once  thou  diiift  cleave,  and  I  could  cleave  for  life. 
Hear,  and  relent !  hark,  how  thy  children  moan  r 
Be  kind  at  leaft  to  thefe  —  they  are  thy  own  I 
Be  bold,  and  count  them  ail ;  fecure  to  find 
The  honed  number  tha:  you  left  behind. 
See  how  they  pat  thee  with  their  pretty  paws : 
Why  flart  you?. are  they  fuakcs  ?  or  have  they  claws ? 
Thy  ChrifUan  feed,  our  mutual  flcib  and  bone  : 
Be  kind  at  leaft  to  thefe  —  ^hey  arc  thy  own ! 

*  Biddel,  like  thee,  might  farthefl  India  rove ; 
He  chaDg:'d  his  country,  but  retains  his  love  : 
There 's  captain  *  Pannel,  abfcnt  half  his  life. 

Comes  backy  and  is  tlie  kinder  to  his  wife  : 

Yet  Pannel's  wife  is  brown,  compared  to  mc. 

And  Miftrefs  Biddel  fure  is  fifcy-tlirec  I 

Not  touch  me  !  Never  neighbour  caird  me  flut  t 

Was  Flimnap's  dame  more  fwcet  in  Lilliput  ? 

I  've  no  red  hair,  to  breathe  an  odious  fume; 

At  lead  thy  confort's  cleaner  tlwn  thy  groom. 

Why  then  that  dirty  fiable-boy  thy  care  ? 

What  mean  ihofc  vifits  to  the  forrel  mare  ? 

Say,  by  wh«t  witchcraft,  or  what  daemon  led, 

Prefcrr'ft  thou  iiiter  to  the  marriage  bed  ! 
Some  fay  the  devil  himfelf  Vi  in  that  mare  : 

If  fo,  our  Dean  fhall  drive  him  forth  by  prayer^ 

Some  think  you  mad ;  fome  think  you  arc  potfeflr"; 

That  Bedlam  and  clean  draw  will  fuit  you  bed. 

*  Names  of  the  fca-captains  mentioned  in  the  Travels* 
O  4  Vain 
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How  did  I  tremble  when,  by  thoufands  bouncT, 
I  faw  thee  ftretch'd  on  Lilliputian  ground ; 
When  fcaling  armies  climb'd  up  every  part. 
Each  ftep  they  trod  I  felt  upon  my  heart. 
But,  when  thy  torrent  quenched  the  dreadful  blaze. 
King,  queen,  and  nation,  flaring  with  amaze. 
Full  in  my  view  how  all  my  hulband  came  f 
And  what  extingufii'd  theirs,  increas'd  my  flame. 
Thofe  fpcftacles,  ordain'd  thine  eyes  to  fave, 
Were  once  my  prcfeni ;  Love  that  armour  gave. 
How  did  I  mourn  at  Bolgolam's  decree  \ 
For,  when  he  fign'd  thy  death,  he  fentenc'd  me. 

When  folks  might  fee  thee  all  the  country  round 
For  fix-pence,  I  'd  have  given  a  thoufand  pound. 
Lord  !  when  that  giant  babe  that  head  of  thine 
Got  in  his  mouth,  my  heart  was  up  in  mine  ! 
"When  in  the  marrow-bone  I  fee  thee  ramm'd. 
Or  on  the  houfe-top  by  the  monkey  cramm'd. 
The  piteous  images  renew  my  pain, 
And  all  thy  dangers  I  weep  o'er  again. 
But  on  the  maiden's  nipple  when  you  rid, 
Pray  Heaven  'iwas  all  a  wanton  maiden  did  f 
Glumdalclitch  too ! — with  thee  I  mourn  her  cafe  : 
Heaven  guard  the  gentle  girl  from  all  difgrace  I 
O  may  the  king  that  one  negle6t  forgive. 
And  pardon  her  the  fault  by  which  I  live  ! 
Was  there  no  other  way  to  fet  him  free  ? 
My  life,  alas  I  I  fear,  prov'd  death  to  thee. 

O  teach  me.  Dear,  new  words  to  fpeak  my  flame  f 
Teach  mc  to  woo  thee  by  thy  befl-lov'd  name. 

Whether 


in  -lit!'  t  i»i  S^i-Miftiiiiriae  .  Jrzjzx:^^-. is  zsmt^ 
"yhTien  in  -r»i»  -nr.car -». »  szuzic  ,^r:.:  7  1^1  Tm^ 

I   .  Ci.'  •>.'t  --!■>* -r^-'i-ask,  i*a2  it|i-i3uas=:_ 
lE^cK^icri  m^  4II  cJMtf  ficim^  GZ  a  acne. 
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EPSSTLE        DC* 
BOUNCE     TO     FOP. 

BROM 

A  DOG  AT  TWICKENHA!^ 

T  O 

A  DOG  AT  COURT.  ; 

nnO  thee;  fvect  Fop,  thcfe  lines  I  fend, 
■*•    Who,  though  no  fpanicl,  am  a  friends 
Though  once  my  tail  in  wanton  play, 
Now  friiking  this  and  then  that  way, 
ChancVl,  with  a  touch  of  juft  the  tip. 
To  hurt  your  lady-lap-dog-lhip ; 
Yet  thence  to  think  I  'd  bite  your  head  off  j 
Sure  Bounce  is  one  you  never  read  of. 

Fop !  you  can  dance,  and  make  a  leg*,. 
Can  fetch  and  carry,  cringe  and  beg; 
And  (what 's  the  top  of  all  your  tricks) 
Can  ftoop  to  pick  up  firings  and  {licks. 
We  country  dogs  love  nobler  fport. 
And  fcorn  the  pranks  of  dogs  at  court. 
Fie,  naughty  Fo^) !  where'er  you  come 
To  fart  and  pifs  abouc  the  room, 

2  To* 
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Ta  Isf  yoor  iMad  in  ayeui  Ij|i, 
Aad.  when  di^  diink  nor  at  joik — &ap  r 
Thdwirfl  disc  envy^  or  ±aci  ipiter 
E^^r  Gad  of  me  iv  I  ^snc  bite; 
Thar  fhinif  vagpnusrs^  mgnes  in  ragSv 
Whty  pokcarnw,  cm  inak&  oo  bz3f;s  f 
Add  char  to  tnuze  nich  diings  s&fittt£ry. 
Ta  b0ne&  Boonce  is  bread  and  bmtcc* 

Wliile  y(»a  and  erery  couEdT  fibp 
^joni.  aiK  cb»  devil  fiar  a  diop  ; 
I've  rbe  humamrf  ca  hace 
A  burcher,  thoogik  he  bivgs  me  nKit  s 
Aody  kc  me  tell  joo^  hser^  a  sole 
( WKacevcf  iaakUfg  fiops.  (uppuie} 
TKar^  tuidcr  clocb  ^  gold  or  oiSiCy 
Can  laysXX  a  plaftcr,  or  an  itfoe. 
Yoiof  fiUesickg  lord,  wicL  fimple  pcidc, 
l/f  ay  wear  a  pick-lock  ac  kxs  fide : 
Mf  iMifter  waola  m>  key  of  iilace. 
For  Bounce  can  keep  bk  houfc  and  gate. 

When  all  ^och  dc^  have  bad  their  days*. 
Ai  knaviik  Pams,  and  fawaing  Trays  : 
When  pampcr'd  Copid^  beafUy  Vem's, 
And  motley,  (qoioting  HariequiDi's  % 
fthftU  lick  no  more  their  lady's  breech. 
But  die  of  loofcneis,  claps,  or  kch ; 
Fair  Tltmci  from  citl^er  echoing  Ihorc 
bliall  hear  and  dread  my  manly  roar. 

*  Alii  Icgunt  HarvequiMS, 
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See  Bounce,  like  BerecynthiA  crowii*d 
With  thundering  offspring  all  around, 
Beneath,  befide  me,  and  at  top, 
A  hundred  fons  I  and  not  one  Pop. 
Before  my  children  fet  your  beef. 
Not  one  true  Bounce  will  be  a  thief  i 
Not  one  without  permiflion  feed 
(Though  fome  of  J— *s  hungry  breed)  j 
But  whatfoe*er  the  father's  race, 
From  me  they  fuck  a  little  grace: 
While  your  fine  whelps  learn  all  to  fteal. 
Bred  up  by  hand  on  chick  and  ?eal. 

My  eldeft-bom  refides  not  far 
Where  (hine«  great  Strafford's  glittering  flar  i 
Myfecond  (child  of  fortune  I)  watts 
At  Burlington's  Palladian  gates  ; 
A  third  majeflically  fhlks 
(Happicd  of  dogs)  in  Cobham's  walks  ! 
One  ufhers  friends  to  Bathurft's  door. 
One  fawns  at  Oxford's  on  the  poor. 

Nobles,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn. 
Wait  for  my  infants  yet  unborn. 
None  but  a  peer  of  wit  and  grace 
Can  hope  a  puppy  of  my  race, 
And,  oh  I  would  fate  the  blifs  decree 
To  mine  (a  blifs  too  great  for  mc). 
That  two  my  tailed  fons  might  grace 
Attending  each  with  (lately  pace 
liilus'  fide,  as  erft  Evandcr's  *, 
To  keep  otf  flatterers,  fpies,  and  panders  | 

♦  Virg.  Mn.  yiii. 

To 
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'i\>  Ici  iii>  iii>blo  lUvc  come  ncar^ 
Aiiit  U41C  luul  A*»uuic»  irotn  his  car  : 
'1  lau  in;^Ui  a  io>aI  vuuiii»  ami  truff^ 
Kiijov  .ti  Ituit  A  tiicml — M'  two) 
/\  Hi, (lull,  wlucli«  ot  luyal  kijkd^ 

\'L\\   l«.c.  luiuUil  ucU'1^6  to  Had; 

'I  Itvu  luaiiK^-  ('m  uU  ch«(  Bounce  can  criTc) 

siuiU  \\.t^  livk  Uil  witlutt  tWt  grive. 

Aiul  Uumyh  111)  iU>iloiii  Whip  or  Tory  qdcs» 

Kwvpi  iKc  Icit  ot  Fyth«^^0(t4ns» 

Hrtvc  imnioiuhty  alUgn'U 

To  any  \yc,\l\  but  l>iyU«n^  hittvl  •  : 

Yti  tu.i(Ui  Poi>c,  whom  Trutlx  tx»l  Scafc 

Shall  call  iKvir  hicuU  iouM  «^  bcoce,. 

Though  now  oa  lottici  tbcmts  h«  fb^ 

Thau  to  be  (Vow  a  woul  on  kinj^s, 

ll.»:.  Iwoiii  by  St>K  K  ti¥s  po<ic*?»  o«ch> 

AikI  ilic4<i  ot  clo^k  4ki>U  poccsi  both» 

M.111  and  hiii  wotk»  iu;  it  fooo  rtnwoAce^ 

AikI  loai  ill  immbcrK  woctiky  ikntncQ. 

*  <'  A  luilk-whltc  hmJy  imifUMtftl  ami  uQchang'd.*^ 
Uijkl  ami  Fantber,  ver.  i. 
t  Oiig.  Sticks  i  i>urpiili;Iy  afci(-lp«it,  to  maks  it  •*  the 
**  dicad  of  Uojjv,*' 
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EPISTLE        X. 

TO   TH  1 

LEARNED  INGENIOUS  AUTHOR* 

O  F 

LICENTIA  POETICA  DISCUSSED, 

OR    THE 

TRUE     TEST     OF     POETRY, 


} 


Written  in  1709. 

TpHE  vulgar  notion  of  poetic  fire 

-'•     Is,  that  laborious  Art  can  ne'er  afpirc, 

^Jor  conftant  ftudics  the  bright  bays  acquire; 

!\nd  tlvjit  high  flights  the  unborn  Bard  receives, 

A.nd  only  Nature  the  due  laurel  gives : 

3ut  you,  with  innate  fhining  fl.ames  endow'd. 

To  wide  Caftalian  fprings  point  out  the  God ; 

♦  Dr.  William  Coward,  a  phyfician  of  fome  eminence. 
ile  was  author  of  a  great  variety  of  treatifes  on  various 
'ubje£ts,  medical,  poetical,  ana  religious.  The  lactcr 
laving  been  principally  of  a  fceptical  nature,  he  is  ge- 
Krally  ranked  %mong(l  the  Deiflical  writers.    N. 
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Throogh  ycur  Pcrfpcftivc  wc  can  plainly  fee, 

The  new-difcover*d  road  of  Poetry  ; 

To  ftccp  ParnaiTus  you  dirdk  the  way 

So  fmooth,  that  vcnrurouf  travellers  cannot  ftray, 

But  with  unerring  fteps  rough  ways  difdain, 

And,  by  you  led,  the  beauteous  fummit  gain. 

Where  polifli'd  lays  (hall  ralfe  their  growing  fames, 

And  with  their  tuneful  guide  enrol  cheir honoured  xuunes. 


EPISTLE        XL 

DR,     GARTH     TO     MR,     GAY, 

ANACREONTIC. 

TTTHEN  Fame  did  o'er  the  fpacious  plains 

The  lays  Ihc  once  had  learn'd,  repeat ; 
And  liften'd  to  the  tuneful  drains, 

And  wonder*d  who  could  fing  fo  fweet : 
•Tw«8  thus.     The  Graces  held  the  lyre, 

Th*  harmonious  frame  the  Mufes  ibiing. 
The  Loves  and  Smiles  composed  the  choir; 

And  Gay  tranfcrib'd  what  Phoebus  fting. 
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EPISTLE       X. 

TO  MY  INGENIOUS  AND  WORTHY  FRIEND 

WILLIAM    LOWNDS,    ESQ. 

AUTHOR  OF  THAT  CELEBRATED 

TREATISE  IN  FOLIO,  CALLED 

THE  LAND-TAX  BILL. 

TTTHEN  Poets  print  their  works,  the (cribbling  citw 
^  Stick  the  bard  o'er  with  bays,  like  Chrifhnas-pe'w  i 

Can  meagre  poetry  fuch  fame  deferTe  ? 

Can  poetry,  that  only  writes  to  ftarve  ? 

And  (hall  no  laurel  deck  that  famous  head. 

In  which  the  Senate's  annual  law  is  1)red  ? 

That  hoary  head,  which  greater  glory  fires; 

By  nobler  tvays  and  means  true  fame  acquires. 

O  had  I  Virgil's  force,  to  fing  the  ihan, 

Whofe  learned  lines  can  millions  raife  pir  aim. 

Great  Lownds's  praife  Ihould  fwell  the  trump  of  famCi 

And  rapes  and  tsjafentakes  refound  his  name  I 
If  the  blind  Poet  gain'd  a  long  renown 

By  (inging  every  Grecian  chief  and  town ; 

Sure  Lownds's  profe  much  greater  fame  requires, 

Which  fweetly  counts  five  thoufand  knights  and 
fquires,. 

Tlieir  feats,  their  cities^  parifhes,  and  ihires. 
Vol.  I.  P  lif 


} 
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Thy  copious  preamble  fo  fmoothly  runs. 
Taxes  no  more  appear  like  legal  dunsj 
l^ords,  Knights,  and  Squites,  th'  Afleflbr's  power  obeyi. 
We  reatl  with  pleafure,  though  wkh  pain  we  pay,  . 

All !  why  did  Coninglby  thy  works  defame  ! 
That  author's  long  harangue  betrays  his  name* 
After  his  fpeeches  can  his  pen  fucceed  ? 
Though  forc'd  to  hear,  we  're  not  oBlig'd  to  read. 

Under  what  fcience  ihall  thy  works  be  read  > 
All  knew  thou  weit  not  Poet  born  and  bred. 
Or  dod  diou  boiaft  th'  Hiftorian's  lading  pen, 
Whofe  annals  are  the  a£is  of  worthy  men  > 
No.     Satire  is  thy  talent ;  and  each  laih 
Makes  the  rich  Mifer  tremble  o'er  liis  caih« 
What  .on  ^he  Drunkard  jcan  be  more  fevere, 
Than  direful  taxes  on  his  ale  and  b.er  ? 

£v*n  Button's  wits  are  nought,  compared  to  thee;. 
Who  ne*er  were  known  or  prais'd  but  o'er  his  tea  5 
While  thou  through  Britain's  diftant  ifle  (halt  fpread. 
In  every  hundred  and  divifion  read. 
Criticks  in  jClafHcs  oft'  interpolate, 
But  every  word  of  thine  is  rfix'd  as  Fate. 
Some  works  come  forth  at  mom,  but  die  at  night. 
In  blaiUQg  fHnges  round  a  tallow-light. 
Some  may  piprhaps  to  a  whole  week  extend. 
Like  Steele  (when  unaflifted  by  a  friend)  : 
But  thou  (halt  live  a  year,  in  fpite  of  Fate ; 
And- wherQ ^  your  author  boafls  a  longer  date? 
Poets  of  old  had  fuch  a  wondrous  power, 
That  with  tlicir  yerfes  they  could  raife  a  cower: 

But 
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thy  profe  a  greater  force  is  found; 
Poet  ever  rais'd  ten  thoufand  pound  f 
Mffiy  fowing^  dragons'  teeth,  we  read, 
a  vail  army  from  the  poifonous  feed. 
iboars»  Lc^ds,  ican  greater  JK^sders  d«) 
caifeft  anniesy  and  canft.|H^.thein  too. 
vntti  thy  dreaded  pen ;  thy  annals  ceafe? 
leed  we  armies  when  the  land  ^  in  peace? 
-s  are  ftdtSk  devils  in  their  way ; 
once  they  're  xais'd,  they  ?xe.curied  iiard  xt  lay. 
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EPISTLE       XL 

TO     A     YOUNG     L  A  D  Yw 

WITH    SOME    LAMPKETS. 

TXTITH  lovers  Itwas  of  old  tbc  fa&Mn 
^       By  prefents  to  convey  their  paffioir) 
Ko  matter  what  the  gift  they  fent. 
The  lady  faw  that  love  was  meant. 
Fair  Atalanta,  as  a  favour. 
Took  the  boar's  head  her  Hero  gave  her  j 
Kor  could  the  bridly  thing  affront  her; 
*Twas  a  fit  prerent  from  a  hunter. 
When  f  qui  res  fend  woodcocks  to  the  dame;. 
It  ferves  to  fhew  their  abfent  flame. 
Some  by  a  fnip  of  woven  hair. 
In  pofied  lockets,  bribe  the  fair. 
How  many  mercenary  matches 
Have  fprung  from  diamond-rings  and  watches ! 
But  hold — a  ring,  a  watch,  a  locket. 
Would  drain  at  once  a  Poet's  pocket ; 
He  ihould  fend  fongs  that  cofl  him  nought. 
Nor  ev'n  be  prodigal  of  thought. 

Why  then  fend  Lampreys  ?  Fyc,  for  fhamc ! 
*Twill  fct  a  virgin's  blood  on  flame. 
This  to  fifteen  a  proper  gift ! 
It  might  lend  fixty  five  a  lift, 

I  know  your  maiden  aunt  will  fcold. 
And  think  my  prefenc  fomewhat  bold« 

5  .  I  roc 
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I  fee  her  lifb  her  hands  and  eyes : 
"  What!  eat  it.  Niece;  eat  Spani/h  flies  ! 

**  Lamprey  *s  a  moil  immodeil  diet : 

*•  You  '11  neither  wake  nor  flcep  in  quieCr 

^  Should  I  to-night  eat  Sago-creaoiy 

**  Twould  make  me  bluih  to  tell  ihy  dream  | 

^  If  I  eat  Lobfter,  'tis  fo  )varmingy 

«*  That  every  roan  I  fee  looks  charming  j 

**  Wherefore  had  not  the  filthy  fellow 

"  Laid  Rochcfter  upon  your  pillow  ? 

**  I  vow  and  fwear,  I  think  the  prefent 

**  Had  been  as  modeft  and  as  decent. 
**  W^o  has  her  virtue  in  her  power  ? 

'<  £ach  day  has  its  unguarded  hour; 

**  Always  in  danger  of  undoing, 

"  A  prawn,  a  fhrimp,  may  prove  our  ruin  f 

"  The  ihepherdefs,  who  lives  on  fallad, 
'*  To  cool  her  youth,  controls  her  palate. 
**  Should  Dian's  maids  turn  liquorifli  livers, 
'*  And  of  huge  lampreys  rob  tlie  rivers, 
**  Then,  all  befide  each  glade  and  vifto, 
**  You  'd  fee  Nytqphs  lying  like  Califto, 

**  The  man,  who  meant  to  heat  your  bloody 
'*  Needs  not  himfelf  fuch  vicious  food—** 

In  this,  I  own,  your  aunt  is  clear, 
I  fent  you  what  I  well  might  fpare  : 
For,  when  I  fee  you,  (without  joking) 
Your  eyes,  lips,  breads,  arc  fo  provoking,. 
They  fet  my  heart  more  cock-a-hoop. 
Than  could  whole  feas  of  craw-fiih  foup. 
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EPISTLE       XIL 
TO      A      L   A  D   Y^ 

Q  N     HER 

PASSION    FOR    OLD    CHINA. 

TTTHAT  cxtafics  her  bofom. fire  ? 
^  ^  How  her  eye«  languiih  with  defire  I 
How  bleO;,  how  happy^.ihould  I  be. 
Were  that  fond  glance  bcftow'd  on  me! 
Kew  doubts  and  fears  within  me  war  t 
What  rival'*  near  ?  a  china-jar. 

China  '8  the  paflion  of  her  foul  ^ 
A  cup,  a  plate,  a  difh,  a  bowl,, 
Can  kindle  wifhes  in  her  breaft. 
Inflame  with  joy,,  or  break  her  refl. 

Some  gems  eolle£t;  fome  medals  prize^ 
And  view  the  ruft.with  lovers*  eyes ; 
Some  court  the  flars  at  midnight-hours ; 
Some  doat  on  Nature's  charms  in  flowers;: 
But  every  beauty  I  can  trace 
In  Laura's  mind,,  in  Launt's  face ; 
My  Aars  arc  in  this  brighter  fphere,. 
My  lily  and  my  roft  is  here. 

Phtlbfophers,  more  grave  than  wifc^ 
Hunt  fcicnce  down  in  butterflies j. 

Or, 
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Or^  fondly  poring  on  a  fpidcr. 

Stretch  human  contemplation  widev. 

FoiTils  give  joy  to  Galen's  foul  | 

He  digs  for  knowledge,  like  amoler 

In  ihells  fo  learned,  that  all  agree 

No  fifh  that  fwims  knows  more  than  he  I' 

In  fuch-purfuits  if  wifdom  lies» 

Who,  Laura^  fhall  thy  tafte  defpife  ? 

When  I  fome  antic^e  jar  behold. 
Or  white,  or  blue,  or  fpcckM  with  gold|; 
Veffels  fo  pure,  and  fo  refin'd^ 
Appear  the  types  of  woman-kind  r 
'  Are  they  not  valued  for  their  beauty. 
Too  fair,  too  fine,  for  houfbold  duty  ? 
With  flowers  and  gold  and  azure  dy'd. 
Of  every  houfe  the  grace  and  pride  ? 
How  white,  how  polilh'd  is  their  fldn. 
And  valued  mod  when  only  feen  ! 
She,  who  before  was  highefl  priz'd. 
Is  for  a  crack  or  flaw  defpis'd. 
1  grant  they  're  frail ;  yet  they  're  fo  rarc^ 
The  treafure  cannot  cofl  too  dear  I 
But  man  is  made  of  coarfer  (luff, 
And  fervcs  convenience  well-enough  ; 
He 's  a  ftrong  earthen  velTcl,  made 
For  drudging,  labour,  toil,  and  trade  ;. 
And,  when  wives  lofe  their  other  felf^ 
With  eafe  they  bear  the  lofs  of  delf. 

Hufhands,  more  covetous  than  fage^ 
Condemn  tlu$  china- buying  rage; 
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They  count  that  woman's  prudence  little^ 
Who  fets  her  heart  on  things  fo  brittle. 
But  are  thofe  wife-men's  inclinations 
Fixt  on  xi^ore  fbrong,  more  fure  foundations  ? 
If  all  that 's  frail  we  muft  defpife, 
lio  human  view  or  fcheme  is  wife. 
Are  not  Ambition's  hopes  as  weak  ? 
They  fwell  like  bubbles,  fhine,  and  break. 
A  Courtier's  promife  is  fb  flight, 
Tis  made  at  noon,  and  broke  at  night. 
What  pkafure  's  fure  ?  The  Mifs  you  keep- 
Breaks  both  your  fortune  and  your  (leep. 
The  man  who  loves  a  country-life 
Breaks  all  the  comfons  of  his  wife  ; 
And,  if  he  quit  his  farm  and  plough, 
^  His  wife  in  town  may  break  her  vow. 
Love,  Laura,  love,  while  youth  is  warm,. 
For  each  new  winter  breaks  a  charm ; 
And  woman 's  not  like  china  fold. 
But  cheapen  grows  in  growing  old ; 
Then  quickly  chufe  the  prudent  part, 
Or  elfe  you  break  a  faithful  heart. 
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EPISTLE       XIIL 

ON  A  MISCELLANY  OF  POEMS. 
TO    BERNARD    LINTOTT. 

*^  Ipfa  vanetaite  tentamus  efficere  ut  alia  aliis,  quxdani 
**  fortalTe  omnibus  placeant." 

Plin.  Epifl. 

A  S  when  fome  ildlful  cook,  to  pleafe  each  gueft, 
"^  ^  Would  in  one  mixture  comprehend  a  feaft. 
With  due  proportion  and  judicious  care 
He  fills  his  difli  with  different  forts  of  faiie, 
Pifhes  and  fowls  delicioufly  unite. 
To  fcaft  at  once  the  taile,  the  fmcll,  and  fight.. 

So,  Bernard,  muft  a  Mifcellany  be 
Compounded  of  all  kinds  of  poetry ; 
The  Mufes'  olio,  which  all  tafles  may  fit. 
And  treat  each  reader  with  his  darling  wit, 

Would'll  thou  for  Mifcellanies  raife  thy  fame. 
And  bravely  rival  Jacob's  mighty  name. 
Let  all  the  Mufes  in  the  piece  confpire  ; 
The  lyric  bard  muft  ftrike  th'  harmonious  lyre  5 
Heroic  ftrains  muft  here  and  there  be  found,^ 
And  nervous  fenfe  be  fung  in  lofty  found  j 
Let  elegy  in  moving  numbers  flow. 
And  fill  fome  ^ages  with  melodious  woe ; 

Let 
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l.tx  not  joar  smormis  fbngs  ooo  oamerDUs  pcoT^ 
Nor  g!ut  chy  neacier  with  abondsoic  love  ; 
Satiss  mud  inrt^rtere,  whofe  poimBd  rage. 
May  la(h  the  nuHlnefs  <if  a  ▼icious  age; 
Sanm !  the  MuTe  :hac  ocfcr  fails  cd  hiiv 
For  if  there 's  fcaiuiat,  to  be  fuie  chexe  's  wiCi. 
Tire  not  our  patience  with  Kndaric  lays, 
TiioTe  Twell  the  piece,  bar  very  raxcly  pleafe; 
Ijo.  iRoTt'-brearHM  epigram  its  force  confioey 
And  ihike  at  follies  in  a  fingle  line. 
Tranilacions  ihould  throu^iciit  the  woric  be  fowiv 
And  Homer't  godlike  Moie  be  made  our  own ; 
fforaee  in  ufeful  numben  ftoald  be  fnng,. 
And  VnpY%  though  adorn  die  BriciiZi  soogue. 
Let  Ovid  tell  Corinna's  hard  difdain. 
And  at  her  door  in  melting  noces  complain; 
f  Tis  ttn<ler  accents  pitying  virgins  move. 
And  charm  the  liftening  ear  with  tales  of  love.. 
I^t  every  claffic  in  the  rolame  ihine. 
And  each  contribute  to  thy  great  dcfign ; 
Tlirouj^h  various  fubjcfts  let  the  reader  range. 
And  raife  his  fancy  with  a  grateful  change. 
Variety 's  tluj  fource  of  joy  below, 
From  whence  flill  frefh  revolving  plcafures  flow- 
In  books  and  love,  tlie  mind  one  end  purfiies. 
And  ohty  cbangt  th'  expiring  flame  renews. 

Whera  Buckingham  will  condefcend  to  give,. 
That  honouf'd  piece  to  diUant  times  mud  live ; 
\Vltcn  noble  Shcdield  Arikes  the  trembling  Aring9|. 
*l\iK  liulc  LuVcB  irjoicei  and  clap  their  wing;^; 

Anacreo 


} 
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Anaciton  liyesi  they  cry,  th'  harmonious  fwiin 
Retones  the  lyre,  and  tries  his  wonted  (brainy 
Tis  he— our  loft  Antcrcon  li\<es  agaim 
But,  when  di'  illuftrious  poet  foars  ahov«* 
The  fportive  revels  of  the  God  of  I«ove, 
Like  Maro's  Mufe,  he  takes  a  k)ftier  flight. 
And  towers  beyond  the  wondering  Cupid ^t  fight; 

If  thou  would'ft  have  thy  volume  Hand  the  teft. 
And  of  all  odiers  be  reputed  beiV; 
Let  C6ngreve  teach  the  lidening  grotts  to  mourn. 
As  when* he-  wept  o'er  fur  Paftora*s  urn. 

Let  Prior*s  Mufe  with  foftcning  accents  movci 
Soft  as  the  ftrains  of  conftant  £inma*s  love  t 
Or  let  his  fancy  chufe  fome  jovial  theme, 
As  when  he  told  Hans  Carvers  jealous  dream  i 
Prior  th*  admiring  reader  entertains 
With  Chaucer's-  humour,  and  with  Spenfcr's  drains. 

Waller  in  Granville  lives ;  when  Mira  fiags, 
With  Waller's  hand  ho  (Irikes  the  founding  ftrings,. 
With  fprightly  turns  his  noble  genius  Ihincs, 
And  manly  fenfe  adorns  his  eafy  lines. 

On  Addifon's  fweet  lays  attention  waits, 
And  filence  guards  the  place  while  he  repeats ; 
His  Mufe  alike  on  evciy  fubje6l  charms, 
Whether  ihe  paints  the  gud  of  love,  or  arms  : 
In  him  pathetic  Ovidfings  again. 
And  Homer's  I4iad  (hines  in  his  Campaign. 

Whenever  Garth  (hall  raift  his  fj^righily  fong,, 
Senfe  flows  in  eafy  numbers  from  hi^  tongue  j 
Great  Phfielius  in  his  learned  fon  wu  ftc. 
Alike  in  phyfic,  as  in  poetry. 


} 
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WlKa  Pope's  hannonimit  Bfiok  wkh  pla£an  lovct 
iUttdft  the  ^ausv  dae  nnniiimiig  fireasBy  md  parct» 
^tonnve  Echo^  pleas'd  to  bear  fass  fbog^ 
TltfDag^  the  glad  ihade  eack  warblssg  nofot  pnlaop  i 
His  various  numbeis  charm  our  xarifi&'d  ears. 
His  fbady  judgpsineat  far  oot-lhoocs  his  jeass, 
iind  early  in  the  yooth  the  god  appcan. 

From  ihdc  fuccefsfdl  bards  coik&  thy  ftaios ; 
And  praiie  with  pro^t  fhaU  reward  diy  pains : 
ThcDy  while  calTcs-leadier-biii^ng  bnrs  d^  fway. 
And  ibeep-Huii  to  its  fleekcr  gfc£%  gives  way ; 
While  neat  old  Elzerir  is  reckoo'd  better 
Then  Pirau  HiU's  brows  ibects  and  fcarry  laxfi-i- 
While  print-admirers  careful  Aldus  chuiey 
Before  John  Blorphewy  or  the  weekly  news ; 
So  long  ihall  live  thy  praife  in  books  of  fame^ 
Aivd  Tofilon  yield  to  Limoct's  lofty  name. 
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EPISTLE        XIV, 

TO  THE  MOST  HONOVRABLI 

THE   EARL   OF   OXFORD, 

THS  LORD  HIGH  TREASURERS 

The  Epigrammatical  Petidon  of  your  Lordlhip^ 
moft  hun&le  Scrv«ut» 

John  GAn 

I  *M  no  more  to  convcrfc  with  the  fwaias, 
•^    But  go  where  fine  people  refort : 
One  can  live  without  money  on  plains. 
But  never  without  it  at  couit. 

If  when  with  the  fwains  I  did  gambol, 

I  array'd  me  in  filvcr  and  blue  ; 
When  abroad  and  in  courts  I  (hall  rnm1>Icy 

Pray,  my  lord,  how  mudi  money  will  do? 

♦  See,  in  Swift's  Works,  a  letter  from  Mr.  Gay, 
4ated  June  8,  1 7 14.   N. 
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THE 

BIRTH    OF    THE    SQUIRE- 

m   IMITATION    OF    THE    POLLIO   OF   VIRGIL* 

XTE  fylvan  Mufes,  loftier  ftrains  recite: 
^    Not  all  in  fhades  and  humble  cots  delight. 
Hark  !  the  bells  ring ;  along  the  diflant  grounds 
The  driving  gales  convey  the  fwclling  founds  5 
Th*  attentive  fwain,  forgetful  of  his  .work. 
With  gaping  wonder,  leans  upon  his  .fork. 
What  fudden  news  alarms  the  waking  morn:? 
To  the  glad  Squire  a  hopeful  heir  is  bora. 
Mourn,  mourn,  ye  flags,  and  all  ye  beads  of  chace  | 
This  hour  dc(lru£Uon  brings  on  all  your  race  : 
5ee  the  pleas*d  tenants  duteous  offerings  bear. 
Turkeys  and  geefc  and  grocers*  fwecteft  ware  1 
With  the  new  health  the  ponderous  tankard  ilows, 
i^4^old  O^ober  redden!>  every  nofe, 

Beagles 
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Beagles  and  Tpaniels  round  his  cradle  (land, 
Kifs  his  moid  lip»  and  gently  lick  his  hand. 
He  joys  to  hear  the  ihrill  horn's  echoing  founds* 
And  learns  to  lifp  the  namcis  of  all  the  hounds.  ' 

"With  frothy  ale  to  make  his  cup  o'erflowy 
Barley  ihall  in  paternal  acres  grow ; 
The  bee  fliall  fip  the  fragrant  dew  firom  flowers, 
"To  give  methcglin-for  his  morning-hours ; 
For  him  the  clulUring  hop  (hall  climb  the  poles, 
And  his  own  orchard  fparkle  in  his  bowls. 

His  Sire's  explcHts  he  now  with  wonder  hears, 
The  mdnftrous  tales  indiilge  his  greedy  ears ; 
'How,  when  youth  ilrunghis  nerves  and  warm'd  liisreinsy 
.  He  rode  the  mighty  Nimrod  of  the  plains. 
He  leads  the  daring  infant  through  the  hall, 
Points  out  the  homy  fpoils  that  grace  the  wall  j 
Tells,  how  this  flag  through  three  whole  counties  fled. 
What  rivbrs  fv^am,  where  bay'd,  and  where  he  bled. 
Now  he  thef  wonders  of  the  fox  repeats, 
.  Defcribes  the  defperate  chace,  and  all  his  cheats ; 
How  in  one  day,  beneath  his  furious  fpeed. 
He  tir'd  feven  courfers  of  the  fleeted  breed  ; 
How  high  the  pale  he  leapt,  how  wide  the  ditch. 
When  the  hound  Mte  the  haunches  of  the  *  witch! 
Thefe  (lories,  \^hich  defcend  from  fon  to  Ton, 
The  forward  boy  (hall  one  day  make  his  own. 

*  The  mod  conimon  accident  to  Sportfmen,  to  hunt 
%  witch  in  the  ihape  of  a  hare. 

Ah, 
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Ally  too  fond  mother^  think  the  time  draws  nigh. 
That  calls  the  darting  irota  thy  tender  eye ; 
How  fhall  His  fprrit  brook  the  rigid  rules. 
And  the  long  tyranny  of  grammar-fchools  ? 
Let  3roanger  brothers  o'er  dull  authors  plod, 
Laih'd  into  Latin  by  the  tingHng  rod ; 
Koy  let  liim  never  feel  diat  fmart  difgrace  ; 
Why  ihould  he  wifer.  prove  than  all  his  race  ? 
When  ripening  youth  with  down  o'erlhades  his  chin^ 
And  every  female  eye  incites  to  fin  ; 
The  milk-maid  (flioughtlefs  of  her  future  (hame) 
With  fmacking  lip  (hall  raile  his  guilty  flame ; 
The  dairy,  bam,  the  liay-lott,  and  the  grove, 
SJ[iall  oft'  be  confcious  of  their  flolen  love.' 
But  think,  Prifcilla,  on  that  dreadful  time. 
When  pMigs  and  watery  qualms  ihall  own  thy  crime. 
How  wilt  thou  tremble  when  thy  nipple  's  prefl:, 
To  fee  the  white  drops  bathe  thy  fwelling  bread ! 
Viae  moons  ihall  publickly  divulge  thy  ihame. 
And  the  young  Squire  forefVall  a  father's  name. 

When  twice  twelve  times  the  reaper's  fwecping  hand 
With  Icvel'd  harvefts  has  befhown  the  land  j 
On  fam*d  St.  Hubert's  feaft,  his  winding  horn 
Shall  cheer  the  joyful  hound,  and  wake  the  mom  t 
Thh  memorable  day  his  eager  fpeed 
Shall  urge  with  bloody  heel  the  rifing  Aeed. 
O  check  the  foamy  bit,  nor  tempt  thy  fate. 
Think  on  the  murders  of  a  five-bar  gate  ! 
Yet,  prodigal  of  life,  the  leap  he  tries. 
Low  in  the  dud  his  groveling  honour  lies. 

Vol.  L  Q^  Hcaillong 
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Headlong  h»  &]ls9  and  OA  the  rugged  ilone 
Diftorts  his  qeck,  and  cra^cks  ^  coUar-bont • 
O  venniFous  youth^  thy  third  of  game  allay : 
May'fl  thou  (urvive  thp  pfidXs  of  this  day ! 
He  ihall  furvive ;  and  in  lsi;e  yeaj^s  be  fent 
Ilo  fnore  away  Debates  in  Parlia^Knt• 

The  time  i}iall  come,  when  hi^  more  folid  fenfe 
With  nod  im^^ant  ibaU  the  l^w^  difp^nfi^  {  ... 

A  Juftice  with  grave  Juiljccs  Ihall  fit; 
He  praife  their  wifdoinx  they  adnaire  his  wip» 
ITo  greyhound  fhaU,  attend  the  tenants  pace, 
Ko  ruity  gun  the  farmer's^  chimney  grace ; 
Salmons  fhall  leave  their  covers  void  of  fear, 
l^or  dread  the  thieviih  net' or  triple  fpei^r; 
Poachers  ihall  tremble  at;  l^isi  awful  name, 
Whom  vengeance  now  o*ert^keb  for  ipurder*d,  gJ^w^q. 

Ailift  me,  Bacchus,  aji^d  ye  drunken  powers. 
To  (ing  his  friendihips  and  his  midnight  hours  I 

Why  doft  thou  glory  in  thy  ftrjength  of  beer, 
(Firm-cork'd  and  mellow'd  till  the  twentieth  yeai;! 
Brew'd  or  when  Phoebifs  \frarms  the  fleecy  fign. 
Or  when  his  languid  rays  in  Scorpio  ihine  ? 
Think  on  the  mifchief&  which  from  hence  have  fprungi 
It  arms  with  curies  dire  the  wrathful  tongue ; 
Foul  fcandal  to  the  lying  lip  affords. 
And  prompts  the  memory  with  injurious  words. 
•O  where  is  wifdom  when  by  this  o*erpower*d  ? 
The  ilate  is  cenfur'd,  and  the  maid  deflowered  1 
And  wilt  thou  ilill,  O  Squire,  brew  ale  fo  ibrong  ? 
Hear  then  the  di^^apes  of  prophetic  fong. 

Methinkt 
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Mediinks  I  fee  him  in  his  hall  appear^ 
Where  the  long  table  floats  in  clammy  beer, 
*Mid(i  mugs  and  glafles  4>atttr'^  ^^  the  ipor^ 
Dead  drunk,  his  fenrile  crewYujunely  fnore  i 
Triumphant*  o'er  the  pi;oilrate  bnue^h^  ftandsf 
The  mighty  bumper  trembles  in  his  hands ; ' 
Boldly  he  drinks,  and,  like  hi^  glorious  Sixtt| 
la  copious  gulps  of  jpotent  ale  expires. 
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THE       TOIL   E    T  T   £• 
A    TOWN    ECLOGUE. 

L  i^  D  I  A. 

"]^rOW  twenty  fprings  bad  cloathM  the  park  with  grecB^ 

•^  ^   Since  Lydia  knew  the  bloflbm  of  fifteen  j 

No  lovers  now  her  morning  hours  moled, 

And  catch  her  at  her  toilette  half-undrefV ; 

The  thundering  knocker  wakes  the  ftreet  no  more^ 

Ko  chairsy  no  coaches,  croud  her  filent  door; 

Her  midnights  once  at  cards  and  hazard  fled, 

Which  now,  alas  I  flie  dreams  away  in  l)ed. 

Around  her  wait  Shocks,  monkeys,  and  mockaws. 

To  fill  the  place  of  fops  and  pcrjur'd  beaux  ; 

In  thefe  (he  views  the  mimickry  of  man, 

And  fmiles  when  grinning  Pug  gallants  her  fan  ; 

When  Poll  repeats,  the  founds  deceive  her  ear 

(For  founds  like  his  once  told  her  Damon's  care)  ; 

With  thefe  alone  her  tedious  mornings  pafs  j 

Or,  at  the  dumb  devotion  of  her  glafs. 

She  finooths  her  brow,  and  frizzles  forth  her  hairs. 

And  fancies  youthful  drefs  gives  youthful  airs ; 

With  crimfon  wool  Ihe  fixes  every  grace. 

That  not  a  blufli  can  difcompofe  her  face. 

Reclin*d  upon  her  arm,  ihe  penfive  fate, 

And  curs'd  th'  inconflancy  of  youth  too  late. 

O  Youth  1 
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O  Youth!  O  fpring  of  life!  for  ever  loft ! 
Ko  more  my  name  (hall  reign  the  favourite  toafir 
On  glafs  no  more  the  diamond  grave  my  name. 
And  rhymes  mifpelt  record's  lover's  flame : 
Nor  ihall  (ide- boxes  watch  my/reftlefs  eyes, 
Andy  as  they  catch  the  glance,  in  rows  arife 
With  humble  bows ;  nor  white-lov'd  beaux  encroach 
In  crouds  behind,  to  guard  me  to  my  coach. 
Ah,  haplefs  nymph !  fuch  conquefts  are  no  more  i 
For  Chloe  's  now  what  Lydia  was  before  1 

Tis  true„  this  Chloe  boads  the  peach's  bloom. 
But  does  her  nearer  whifper  breathe  perfume  ^ 
I  own,  her  taper  ihape  is  form'd  to  pleafe* 
Yet  if  you  faw  her  unconfin'd  by  ftays  ! 
She  doubly  to  fifteen  may  make  pretence  ;• 
Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfe. 
Her  reputation  !  but  that  never  yet 
Could  check  the  freedoms  of  a  young  coquette; 
Why  will  ye  then,  vain  fops,  her  eyes  believe? 
Her  eyes  can,  like  your  perjur'd  tongues,  deceive; 

What  (hall  I  do?  how  fpend  the  hateful  day  ? 
At  chapel  (hall  I  wear  the  mom  away  ? 
Who  there  frequents  at  thefe  unmodifh  hours. 
But  ancient  matrons  with  their  frizzled  towers. 
And  gray  religious  maids?  My  prefence  there 
Amid  that  fobcr  train  would  own  defpair  i 
Nor  am  I  yet  fo  old  ;  nor  is  my  glance 
As  yet  fixt  wholly  to  devotion's  trance. 

Straight  then  1  '11  drefs,  and  take  my  wonted  range 
Through  every  Indian  fhop  tlirough  all  the  Change ; 

(L  3  Where 
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Where  the  tall  jar  ereds  hh  cnfHy  fwid^ 
With  antick  fhapes  in  china's  azure  idyM ; 
There  carelc&  lies  the  rich  brocade  Baroll'df 
Here  ihines  a  cabinet  with  barnHh'd  gold : 
But  then  remembrance  wilt  my  grief  ren^vr, 
'Twas  there  the  raffling  dice  falfe  Damon  thie?r  ; 
The  raffling  dice  to  him  decide  the  {>rize ; 
Twas  there  he  iirft  conveni^  with  Chloe's  tytt* 
Henae  fprung  th'  ill-fited  caufe  of  all  my  fm«t{ 
To  me  the  toy  he  gave,  to  her  his  heart. 
But  foon  thy  perjury  in  the  gift  was  found. 
The  fhiverVi  china  dropc  upon  the  ground ; 
Sure  omen  that  thy  vows  would  faithlefs  prof«  i 
Frail  was  thy  prefent,  frailer  is  thy  love. 

O  happy  Poll,  in  wiry  prifon  pent  j 
Thou  ne'er  hail  known  what  love  or  rivalt  mesnt  i 
And  Pug  with  J)leafurc  can  his  fetters  bear, 
Who  ne'er  believ'd  the  vows  that  lovers  fwear  f 
How  am  I  curft  (unhappy  and  forlorn) 
With  perjury,  with  love,  jUid  rival'^  fcom  t 
Falfi-  are  the  loofe  coquette's  inventing  tirs» 
Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  hcirs» 
Falfe  is  the  cringing  courtier*8  plighted  word^ 
Falfe  are  the  dice  when  gamefVers  ftamp  the  bottdf^ 
Falfe  is  the  fprightly  widow's  public  tear  i 
Yet  thefe  to  Damon's  oaths  axe  all  iincere. 

Fly  from  perfidious  man,  the  fex  diidain  f 
Let  fcrvile  Chloe  wear  the  nuptial  chain» 
Damon  is  pra£^is'd  in  the  modiih  lift> 
Can  bate^  ind  yet  be  civil  to  a.  wife. 
S 
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He  games r  he  fwears;  he  drinks;  he  fights }  he  rores^ 

Tet  Chloe  can  believe  he  fondly  loves. 

MHtanefs  -and  ynh  can  mU  (uj^y  hia  need^ 

A  mifs  for  pleafure,  and  »  wife  for  breed. 

But  Chloe's  air  is  unsoBfiaM  and  gay^ 

And  can  perhaps  an  injur'H  becl  repay; 

Perhaps  her  patient  temper  can  behold 

The  rival  o^her  love  adorh'd  With  gcAi. 

Iib#der'd  with  diaibcAidb  i  ficcte  from  thou^  ittd  cut|^ 

A  hufband's  ibUeii  hvioKmrs  tk^  can  bear. 

Why  axe  thde  fobe  i  and  why  thefe  ftreateiiig  eytl  I 
Is  love  the  caofe  ?  no,  I  the  fek  defpife  i 
I  hate,  I  loath  his  bufe  perfidious  name. 
Tet  if  he  ihould  but  feign  a  rival  fiame  > 
But  Chloe  boafts  and  diiiunphs  in  my  pains ; 
To  her  he 's  faidifu}-,  'tis  to  ueie  he  feigns. 

Thus  love-iick  Lydia  rav'd.    Her  maid  appears; 
A  baad-bo](  in  her  ftcady  hand  ihe  bears. 
How  well  this  ribband's  glofs  becomes  your  face ! 
Slie  cries,  in  raptures  i  then>  fo  fweet  a  lace  I 
How  charmingly  you  look  !  fo  bright !  fo  fair  I 
'Tis  to  your  eyes  the  head-drefs  owes  its  air. 
Straight  Lydia  fmil'd ;  the  comb  adjufts  her  locks> 
And  at  the  play-houie  Harry  keeps  her  box. 
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yiPlM*.   AND  MELANTHE. 
AtK'C  lot***^^  lunn-tisy  bcU  for  prayers  had  toUM^ 
S  \. .» f«i' *«*  ^  ^  paoFon's  kuet  rollM, 

pHri-*  u>^'     '^^  Q<3V  through  all  chc  rooofc 
.  flfHTiT'  T«*  exhales  a  fragrant  fume. 
,f,.,  rur  :iu£y  lipr,  and  talk*<l  by  fics^ 
^'p.)r»-  ^^  ^^^  there  jVIelanthc  tits. 
'      ^-  'iMing,  a  laughter-loving  dame,. 
,    j\^  jwn  alike  and  others'  fame  : 
.  I^ft«^  aongue  could  well  a  tale  advance^ 
•  frtfovr  gave  than  lunk  a  circumihmce ; 
j.«.  ti  'aer  memory,  fecrcts  never  dy'd. 
■   ,  d^-aa  :  Mclanthc  thus  reply'd- 

OOftlS. 

^  .1^:  ♦!«  vain  fantaf^ic  Fop  admires ; 

.,^,.t:k«(:e*s  loofe  gallantry  her  bofom  fires  s 
^,irJ.  ike  that  is  vain,  like  this  fhe  roves; 
<'y  IfHUg  them,  ihe  but  herfclf  approves. 

MELANTHE. 

M^.«  rails  on  at  men,  the  fcx  reviles, 
■  ir*  *ondemns,  or  at  their  folly  fmiles^ 

*t  tongue  in  jud  refentment  fail, 
r  with  equal  freedom  rail  ? 

DORIS. 
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DORIS. 

Laft  Mafquerade  wis  Sylvia  nymph-like  ftea. 
Her  hand  a  crook  fuihun'd,  her  drefs  was  green  i 
An  amorous  ihepherd  led  her  through  the  crowds 
The  nymph  was  innocent,  the  ihepherd  vow'd  i 
But  nymphs  their  innocence  with  ihepherds  truft ; 
So  both  withdrew,  as  nymph  and  ihepherd  muil. 

MELANTHB. 
Name  but  the  licence  of  the  modem  ibge, 
Laura  takes  fire,  and  kindles  into  rage ; 
The  whining  tragic  love  ihe  fcarce  can  bear> 
But  naufeous  comedy  ne'er  ihock'd  her  ear  i 
Yety  in  the  giJSery  mobbed,  ihe  (its  fecure, 
And  laughs  at  jefb  that  turn  the  box  demure* 

DORIS. 

Truft  not,  ye  Ladies,  to  your  beauty's  power, 
For  beauty  withers  like  a  ihrivePd  flower  i 
Yet  thofe  fair  flowers,  that  Sylvia*s  temples  bind. 
Fade  not  with  fudden  blights  or  wintcr*s  wind  | 
Like  thofe,  her  face  defies  the  rolling  years ; 
For  art  her  rofes  and  her  charms  repairs. 

MELANTUB. 

Laura  dcfpifcs  every  outward  grace, 

The  wanton  fparkling  eye,  the  blooming  face ; 

The  beauties  of  the  foul  are  all  her  pride. 

For  other  beauties  Nature  has  deny'd ; 

If  affectation  ihew  a  beauteous  mind, 

Lives  there  a  man  to  Laura's  merits  blind  ^ 

DORIS* 
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Sylvia  be  fan  defies  tlie  txyvrn's  Rproracli» 
Whoib  dHhabille  is  fdilM  m  hafcknejr  coach  $ 
What  thmigh  the  faih  was  dos'd,  mtift  we  concMI^ 
That  ihe  was  yieidingy  when  lier  fop  was  xbdc  ) 

MELANTHB. 

Laura  learnt  caution  at  too  dear  a  coft. 
What  Fair  could  e'er  retrieve  hier  honour  loft  ? 
Secret  (he  loves  $  and  who  the  nymph  can  blaibe^ 
Who  durft  not  own  a  footman's  Vulvar  llaihe  } 

DORIS. 

Though  Laura's  homely  tafte  defcends  io  low| 
Her  footman  well  may  vie  with  Sylvift'a  beau. 

MELANTHB. 

Yet  why  ihoold  Laura  think  it  a  difgiaei^ 

When  proud  Miranda's  groom  wears  Flanders  lace  7 

ftORSS. 

What  though  for  molick  CymUo  hb^i  tm^^nx} 
Robin  perhaps  can  hum  an  Opera  air. 
Cynthio  can  bow,  takes  fntlf^  and  xbaictt  KrtH; 
Robin  talks  common-fenfe,  can  write  and  fpelL 
Sylvia's  vain  fancy  drefs  andi  Ihow  admires  |. 
But  'tis  the  man  alone  whom  Laura  fires.. 

MELANTHB. 

Plato^s  wife  morals  Laura's  fo«il  improfC  t 
And  this  no  doubt  micft  be  Plstoflic  love ! 
Her  foul  to  generous  di£b  ^as  (till  inclined. 
What  (hews  more  vinue  than  an  humble  mind  ? 

DORIS. 


DdRIS. 

Wliat  Aoag^  young  Sylvia  love  the  pnk^  cool  iliadc^ 
And  winder  in  the  juOl  the  fecret  glade? 
Mafqii'd  and  alooe  (by  chance)  (he  met  her  fpaikj 
That  innocence  b  weak  which  flians  the  daxlu 

ICBLAHTHE. 

But  Laura  fer  her  iame  has  no  ptetenoe  I 
Her  footman  is  a  fbcfeman  too  in  fenfe. 
All  prudes  I  hate ;  and  thofe  aie  rightly  cmll 
With  fcandal  H  doaMe  load,  who  cenfuic  fiift. 

DOftlS. 
And  uriiat  if  Cynthio  Sylvia's  garter  ty'd  ? 
Who  fuch  a  foot  and  JTuch  a  leg  would  hide ; 
When  ciook-knce*d  Phyllis  can  ezpofe  to  Hew 
Her  gold-clock'd  ftocjpngy  and  her  tawdry  ihoe  ? 

MELANTHE. 

If  pare  Devotion  center  in  the  face. 
If  cenfuring  others  ihew  intrinfic  grace. 
If  guilt  to  public  freedoms  be  coaBn'd, 
Prudes  (all  muft  own)  are  of  the  hofy  kindl 

DORIS. 

Sylvia  difdains  referve,  and  flies  conftraint  r 
She  neither  is,  nor  would  be  thought,  a  Saint.. 

MELANTHE. 

I>ove  is  a  trivial  padion,  Laura  cries : 
May  I  be  blcft  with  friend  (hip's  drifter  tics  ! 
To  fuch  a  bread  all  fccrets  we  commend  ; 
Sure  the  whole  Diawing-iooai  is  Laura's  friend. 

DORIS. 
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DORIS. 

At  marriage  Siylvia  rails  $  who  men  would  truft^' 
Yet  hufbands'  jealouties  are  fometimes  jufl:. 
Her  favours  Sylvia  ifhares  among  mankind  : 
Such  generous  lore  ihould  never  be  coniin'd. 

As  thus  alternate  chat  employ'd  their  tongue. 
With  thundering  raps  the  brazen  knocker  rung.- 
Laura  and  Sylvia  came  $  the  nymphs  arife ; 
"  This  ujj^xpe6kd  vifit,"  Doris,  cries, 
**  Is  doubly  kind !"  Melanthe  Laura  led  t 
^  Since  I  was  laft  fo  bleft,  my  dear,"  fhe  faid, 
••  Sure  'tis  an  age !"  They  fate  j  the  hour  was  fctj^ 
And  all  again  diat  night  at  Ombre  met. 


THE 
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THE       FUNERAL. 
A    TOWN    ECLOGUE* 

SABIKA.    LUCY. 

'TT^WICE  liad  tbe  moon  perfbrmM  her  mondily  race, 

-'-    Since  firftthe  veil  o'eccaft  Sabina's  face. 
TTben  died  the  tender  partner  of  her  bed. 
And  lives  Sabina  \f hen  Fjidelio  's  dead  ?   . 
Fidelio  's  de^,.  and  ,yet  Sabina  lives« 
But  fee  tlie  tribute  of  her  tears  ihe  givet : 
Their  abCent  Lord  her  rooms  in  fable  mouniy 
And  all  the  day  the  glimmering  tapers  burn ; 
Stretch'd  on  the  x:ouch  of  (late  fhe  peniive  lies. 
While  oft'  the  fnowy  cambric  wipes  her  eyes. 
Kow  entered  Lucy:  trufty  Lucy  knew 
To  roll  a  (leeve>  or  bear  a  billet-doux ; 
Her  ready  tongue,  in  fecret  fervice  try'd. 
With  equal  fluency  fpoke  truth  or  ly*d  j 
She  well  could  flufh  or  humble  a  gallant, 
And  ferve  at  once  as  maid  and  confidant  I 
A  letter  from  her  faithful  flays  (lie  took : 
Sabina  fnatch'd  it  with  an  angry  look, 
And  thus  in  hafty  words  her  giief  confeft; 
While  Lucy  drove  to  footh  her  troubled  bread. 

8ABINA. 
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8AB1NA. 

What^  (till  Myrdllo's  hand  I  his  flame  I  fcons } 
Give  back  his  pailion  with  the  feal  untorn. 
Ta  break  our  fofc  repoCb  has.  maa  a  righa? 
And  arc  we  doom'd  to  read  whate*er  they  write  ? 
Not  all  the  fex  my  fym  reColw^  fl^aU  vote; 
My  life 's  a  life  of  forrow,  not  of  love. 
May  Lydia's  wrinkles.  a)l  mjf  CDrehead  trace. 
And  Celia's  palenefs  ficken  o'er  my  face ; 
^y  fops  of  mine,  as  Vtavia'is  favours,  boa(^ 
And  coquettes  triumph  in  my  honour  loft ; 
May  cards  employ  my  nights^  and  never  niorar 
May  thefe  curft  eyes  behold  a  matadore ; 
Sreak  China,  perifh  Shock,  die  Perroquet; 
When  I  FideHo*s  dearer  love  forget ! 
}^idelio*s  judgement  fcom'd  the  foppifh  train ; 
iHis  air  was  eafy,  and  his  drefs  was  plain  ; 
His  words  iincere,  refpeS:  his  pre&nce  drew. 
And  on  his  lips  fweet  converfation  grew. 
AVhere  's  wit,  where  's  beauty,  where  is  virtue  fled  ? 
Alas  1  they  're  now  no  more ;  Fidelio  's  dead  ! 

LUCY. 

Yet,  when  he  liv'd,  he  wanted  every  grace  | 
That  eafy  air  was  then  an  aukward  pace  : 
Have  not  your  (ighs  in  whifpers  often  faid. 
His  drefs  was  (lovenly,  his  fpeech  ill-bred  ? 
Have  not  I  heard  you,  with  a  fecret  tear. 
Call  that  fweet  converfe  fullen  and  fevere } 
Think  not  I  come  to  take  Myrtillo's  part; 
LetChloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  ihare  his  heart; 


Let 
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Let  Chloe's  love  io  evttf  ear  expceik 
His  graceful  pedba  and  genteel  addrefs. 
All  well  may  judge  what  fhaft  ha^  Daphoc^hitf 
Who  fuffers  fikncev  to  admire  his  wit. 
IJifl  equipage  and  liveries  Doris  move; 
But  Chloe,  Daphn^9  Doris,  fbndjy  lore. 
Sooner  ihall  Cits  in  fihions  guide  the  Court, 
And  beaux  upon  the  hufy  Change  refort  | 
Sooner  the  nation  ihall  from  (hufF  be  freed. 
And  fop^'  apar^enjcs  frooak  with  India's'  weed  | 
Sooner  I  'd  Wifh  and  iigh  through  nunnery  grates  | 
Than  recommend  the  flame  Sabina  hates. 

SilBIliA. 

Becaufe  fome  widoiars  aie  in  hafte  fub4^ed.i 
Shall  every  fop  upon  our  tears  intrude } 
Can  I  forget  my  lov'd  Fidclio*s  tongue, 
Soft  as  the  warbling  of  Italian  fong? 
Did  not  his  rofy  lips  breathe  forth  perfume. 
Fragrant  as  fleams  firom  tea's  imperial  bloom  f 

LUCT. 

Yet  once  you  thought  that  tongue  a  greater  curfe 
Than  fqualls  of  diildren  for  an  abfent  nurfe. 
Have  you  not  fancy'd,  in  his  frequent  kifs, 
Th'  ungrateful  leavings  of  a  filthy  Mifs  ? 

6ABINA. 

Love,  I  thy  power  defy ;  no  fecond  flame 
Shall  ever  raze  my  dear  Fidclio  's  name* 
Fannia  without  a  tear  might  Ic^e  her  Lord, 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  his  preiencc  but  at  bpard* 

And 
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And  why  fhould  forrow  fit  on  Lclbia's  face  ? 

Are  there  Aich  comforts  in  a  fot*s  embrace  ? 

No  friend,  no  loirer,  is  to  Lefbia  dead  ; 

For  Leibia  long  had  known  a  feparate  bed. 

Gufh  forth,  ye  tears  ;  wade,  wafte,  ye  fighs,  my  brcaft; 

My  days,  my  nights,  were  by  Fidelio  blcft  1 

Lucy. 
You  -cannot  ftire  forget  how  oft'  you  faid. 
His  teazlng  fondnefs  jealoufy  betray 'd! 
When  at  the  play  the  neighbouring  box  he  tooky 
You  thought  you  read  fuipicion  in  his  loolc 
When  cards  and  counters  flew  around  the  boitrd» 
Have  you  not  wifh'd  the  abfence  of  your  Lord  } 
His  company  was  then  a  poor  pretence. 
To  check  the  freedoms  of  a  wife's  expence  } 

SABINA. 

But  why  fhould  I  Myrtillo's  paffion  blame, 
Since  Love  'sa  fierce,  involuntary  flame  ? 

LUCY* 

Could  he  the  fallies  of  his  heart  withftand, 

Why  fliould  he  not  to  Chloe  give  his  hand  ? 

For  Chloe 's  handfome }  yet  he  (lights  her  flame ; 

Laft  night  ihe  fainted  at  Sabina's  name. 

Why,  Dafdine,  doft  thou  blame  Sabina's  charms  ? 

Sabina  keeps  no  lover  from  thy  arms. 

At  crimp  Myitillo  play'd ;  in  kind  regards 

Doris  threw  love,  unmindful  of  the  cards  $ 

Doris  was  touch'd  with  fpleen  ;  her  fan  he  rent^ 

Flew  from  the  table,  and  to  tears  gave  vent. 

Why, 
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Why»  Dorisy  doft  thou  curfe  Sabina's  eyes  ? 
To  her  Myrtilla  is  a  vulgar  prize. 

SABINA. 

yet  fay,  I  lov'd;  how  loud  would  cenfure  rail  I 

So  foon  to  quit  the  duties  of  the  veil  f 

No,  fooner  Plays  and  Operas  I  M  forfwear. 

And  change  thefe  China  jarS  for  Tunbridge  ware ; 

Or  truft  my  mother  as  a  confidant. 

Or  fix  a  friend  (hip  with  my  maiden-aunt ; 

Than  till — to-morrow  throw  my  weeds  away. 

Yet  let  me  fee  him,  if  he  comes  co-day  t 


Vol,.  I.  R  THE 
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THE       E   S   P  X)   U    S    A  L, 
A    SOBER    EC  Ld  GUE. 

BETWEEN  TWOOF  THE^EOPxf  CALLEJ)  q^AHZRt, 
CALEj^.     TABITHA. 

TDENEATH  the  ifcadow  of  a  beaver  hat, 
*^  Meek  Caleb  at  a  filent-mceting  fat ; 
His  eye-balls  oft'  forgot  the  holy  trance, 
Wliilc  Tabitha  demure  return 'd  the  glance. 
The  meeting. ended,  Caleb  filence  broke, 
And  Tabitha  her  inward  yearnings  fpoke* 

CALE3 

Beloved,  fee  how  all  things  follow  love ; 
Lamb  fondleth  lamb,  and  dove  difports  with  dove 4 
Yet  fondled  lambs  their  innocence  fecurc. 
And  none  can  call  the  turtle's  bill  impure. 
O  faireft  of  our  fifters,  let  me  be 
The  billing  dove  and  fondling  lamb  to  thee. 

TABITHA. 

But,  Caleb,  know  that  birds  of  gentle  mind 
Ele6l  a  mate  among  the  fo her  kind  ; 
Not  the  mockaws,  all  dcck'd  in  fcarlet  pride. 
Entice  their  mild  and  modeft  hearts  afide  : 
But  thou,  vain  man  !  bcguil'd  byJPopilh  fhowfi^ 
Doateil  on  ribbands,  Eouncies,  furbelows. 

If 
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If  thy  falfe  heart  be  fond  of  tawdry  dyes. 
Go,  wed  the  painted  arch  in  fumroer-lkies ; 
Such  love  will  like  the  rainbow's  hue  decay, 
Strong  at  the  firil,  but  pafTeth  foon  away. 

Name  not  the  frailties  of  my  youthful  days. 
When  vice  mif-led  me  through  the  harlot's  ways  ; 
When  I  with  wanton  look  the  fex  beheld, 
And  Nature  with  each  wanton  look  rebell'd  j 
Then  party-cojour'd  priclp  nay  heart  might  more 
With  lace,  the  net  to  catch  unhallow'd  love. 
All  fuch-like  love  is  fading  as  the  flower, 
Springs  in  a  day,  and  witheireth  in  an  hours 
But  now  I  feel  the  fpoufal  Ibvc  within. 
And  fpoufal  love  no  (ifler  holds  a  fm. 

TABITHA. 

I  know  thou  longed  for  the  flaunting^ aid. 
Thy  falfehood  own,  and  fay  I'am  l)etray'd  j 
The  tongue  of  man  is  Ijlifler'd  o'er  with  lies. 
But  truth  is  ever  read  in  woman's  eyes. 
O  that  my  lip  obcy'd  a  tongue  like  thine  I 
Or  that  thine  eye  bewravM  a  love  like  mtee  1 

CALEB. 

How  hitter  are  thy  words  !  forbear  to  tcaze, 
3  too  might  blame — but  love  delights  to  pleafe. 
Why  ftiould  I  tell  thee,  that,  wiien  laft  the  fun 
Painted  the'downy  peach  of  Ncwington, 
Joliah  led  thee  through  the  garden's  walk. 
And  mingled  mching  kitlcs  with  his  talk  ? 

R  2  Ah, 


:^  JL  T   1     ?  r  Z  5l  i 

#-*!'  -Ti^r  L^  3tt  ^n: -tie -r^sri  "sftx 

i  V  -i:r  -y^  ^aas^  '»r  v>r  -rie  iu'sr'x  fsi^z. 

*  va^%  V*^-in  J3'''-  •Se  Wittier  :irr, 
Acixl,  itHcn  J-if^  »-ril.l  an  lows  surface 

CALEB, 

/►!■.,  Ti'v '-'';'»,  tr^  f.cir  trxfc  xorc^i  of  d^ine, 

M/  /-.:'';   ^ar-»  r.i^^.f  a'-  if 'L^aoiVi  wiih  -arize! 

V/i>ftf»  V,  a^c  fjrttUf  ni  f  ft"!:  widi  fervent  z^ 

'Jifv;  fj.ifi:  fw-^'d  tP^  ycaria-igs  to  reveal, 

Kz-jx^u  (\'ul  I  ^oy  tby  trcmbli.-ig  lip  to  fee 

K^i  Ai  r\^,  chcrr/  from  tlic  Kcctiib  tree? 

When  cx^^f/  lufJ  warm'il  thy  lock  fo  meek, 

Cianlcn*  of  roft^t  bludictl  on  thy  cheek  ! 

Wifli  what  fv/cct  tranfport  dkift  thou  roll  thine  cvcsl 

f  ((tw  did  thy  wordft  provoke  the  brethren's  iighs  ! 

WdiiU  tiuc  with  holy  fi^^hs  niiglit  others  movc> 

liuif  T»WuUa,  my  fighs  were  fighs  ot  love. 

TABITHA. 

Iii  Twhithn  beyond  hf;r  wiihes  bleft  ? 

i)oG6  nu  [)!  oud  worldly  dame  divide  thy  bregft  f 

Then 
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Then  hear  me,  Caleb,  witncfs  what  I  fpeak,» 
This  foleran  promife  death  alone  can  break  : 
Sooner  I  would  bedeck  my  bro\^"  with  lace, 
And  with  immodefl  favourites  fliadc  my  face^ 
Sooner  like  Babylon's  lewd  whore  be  drcft 
In  flaViri^  dfamonds  and  a  fcarlct  veil,. 
Or  make  a  curtfie  in  Cathedral  pew,. 
Than  prove  inconflant,  while  my  Caleb  •'s  true 

CALEB. 

When  T  prove  falfe,  and  TaJ^itha  forGikc, 
Teachers  fha!l  d*ance  a  jjg  at  country-wake  ; 
Brethren  unbcaver*ll  tlicn  fh all  bow  their  head", 
And  with  prophanc  mince  pics  qui-  babes  be  fed* 

TABITHA.. 

If  that  Jofiah  were  with  palfion  fir*d> 
Warm  as  the  zeal  of.youth  when  fiid  iiifpiiVl  i 
In  ftcady  iovc  though  he  might  pt^rfdvere, 
Undianging  as  the  decent  g^rb  we  wear. 
And  thou  wert  fickle  as  the  wind  that  blows^ 
I  ,ight  as  the  feather  on  the  head  of  beaux ; 
Vet  I  for  thee  would  all  thy  fox  refign : 
Sifters,  take  all  the  rell — l)c  Caleb  mine* 

CALEB. 

Tlw>uf;h  I  had  all  that  (Inful  love  affords^ 

And  all  the  concubines  of  all  the  lords, 

"WJiofe  couches  creak  with  wivoredom'-s  finful  (hamc^ 

VVhofe  velvet  chairs  are  with  adultery  lame; 

Kv*n  in  tlic  harlot'^  hall,  £  would  «ot  fip 

1*J*e  4ew  of  lewdndCb  fiom  her  lying  lipi 

R  3  Vd 
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I  *d  ihun  her  paths,  upon  thy  mouth  to  dwell, 

More  fweet  than  powder  which  the  merchants  fell, 

O  folace  me  with  kifles  pure  like  tliine  ! 

Enjoy,  ye  lords,  the* wanton  concubine. 

The  fpring  now  calls  us  forth  ;  come,  fifter,  come,i 

To  fee  the  primrofe  and  the  daify  bloom. 

Let  ceremony  bind  the  worldly  pair ; 

Sifters  cfteem  the  brethren's  words  fmcerc^ 

TABITHA. 

Efpoufals  are  but  forms,     O  lead  me  h^ce^ 
For  fecret  love  can  never  give  offence. 

Then  hand  in  hand  the  loving  mates  withdraw. 
True  lorje  is  nature  unreftrah^d  by  laiv. 
This  tenet  all  the  holy  fe6i  allows  ; 
So  Tabitha  took  earncft  of  a  fpoufc, 
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J..'!J|iiJ!ii 

P     A     N     T     H     5     A. 

LONG  had  Panthea  felt  Love's  fccret  fmart, 
'  And  hope  aod  fear  alteriuite  rul'cl  her  heart; 
ConCentiii^  glances  had  her  flamt  confeH: : 
In  woman's  eyes  her  very  foul 's  exprcft. 
Perjur*d  Alexis  faw  the  blufiung  maid. 
He  faw,  he  fwore,  he  conquered,  and  bctray*d. . 
Another  love  now  calls  him  from  her  arms, 
His  fickle  heart  another  beauty  warms ; 
Thofe  oaths,  oft*  whifper'd  in  Panthea's  cars. 
He  now  again  to  Galatea  fwears. 
Beneath  a  beech  th'  abandoned  virgin  laid. 
In  grateful  folitude  enjoys  the  ihade ; 
There  with  faint  voice  ihe  breath'd  thefe  moving  (IraioSj 
While  fighing  Zephyrs  fhar'd  her' amorous  p;uns. 

Pale  fettled  forrow  hangs  upon  my  brow, 
Dead  are  my  charms  j  Alexis  breaks  his  vow  ! 
Think,  think,  dear  fhepherd,  on  the  days  you  knew. 
When  I  was  happy,  when  my  fwain  was  true ; 
Think  how  thy  looks  and  tongue  are  form'd  to  move ; 
And  tliink  yet  more— that  all  my  fauh  was  bve. 

R  4  Ah, 
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Ah,  could  you  view  me  in  this  wretched  flatc. 

You  might  not  love  me,  but  you  could  nor  hate. 

Could  you  behold  me  in  this  confcious  Ihade, 

Whe|;e1irfl  thy  vows,  whei:e  firfi:  my  love  wjis  paid^" 

Worn-out  with  watching,  fullen  with  defpair, 

And  fee  each  eye  fwell  with  a  gufhing  tear  ? 

Could  you  behold  me  on  this  mofly  l)ed,' 

From  my  pale  cheek  the  lively  crimfon  fled, 

Which  in  my  fo§er  hours  you  oft'  have  fvrorn, 

AVith  rofy  beauty  far  outblulh'd  the  morn  ? 

Could  you  untouch'd  this  wretched  obje£l  bear. 

And  wowld  not  loft  Pantheai  clakn  a  tear  ? 

You  could  nor,  fure — tean  from  your  eyes  would  ftesl^ 

And  unawares  thy  tender  foul  reveal. 

Ah,  no  !  thy  foul  with  crucky  is  fraught. 

No  tendernefs  difturbs  thy  favage  tiiought  j 

Sooner  Ihall  tigers  fpare  the  trembling  lambs. 

And  wolves  with  pity  hear  their  bleating  dams  j 

Sooner  (hall  vultures  from  their  <}uarry  flyi 

*2'han  falfe  Alexis  for  Panthea  figh. 

Thy  bofom  ne'er  n  tender  thought  confcft. 

Sure  fluhborn  flint  has  arm'd  tliy  cruel  breaftj 

Bort  4iarde{l  flints  arc  worn  by  frequent  rains. 

And  the  foft  drops  dillbJvc  their  folid  vdns  i 

While  tliy  rclsnt^efs  heart  mope  hafd  appears. 

And  is  not  foftcnVJ  by  a  flood  of  t-ears, 

All,  what  is  love  I  Panthea' s  joys  arc  goac^ 
Her  lil)erty,  her  peace,  her  reafon,  flown  I 
An<]  when  I  view  aic  in  the  watery  glafs, 
1  l^iui  Pjmtlibea  £iaw,  not  what  &e  vfu* 
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As  northern  winds  the  new-blown  rofcs  blaft» 
And  on  the  ground  their  fading  ruins  caft; 
As  fudden  blights  corrupt  the  ripen*d  grain> 
And  ojF  its  verdure  fpoil  the  mournful  plain  j; 
So  hapkfs  love  on  blooming  features  preys« 
€0  haplefs  love  deilroys  our  peaceful  days. 

Come,  gentle  fleep,  relieve  thcfe  weary'd  cycs» 
All  forrovv  in  thy  foft  embraces  diea : 
There,  'fpite  of  all  thy  perjur'd  vows,  I  find 
Faithlefs  Alexis  languifhingly  kind; 
Sometimes  ke  leads  me  by  the  mazy  flream,, 
And  pleafingly  deludes  me  in  my  dream; 
Sometime^  he  guides  me  to  the  fecret  grove. 
Where  all  our  looks,  and  all  our  talk  is  love.. 
Oh,  could  I  thus  confumc  each  tediaus  day. 
And  in  fvvcct  (lumbers  dream  my  Hfe  away ! 
But  deep,  which  now  no  more  relieves  thefe  eycsj^ 
To  my  fad  foul  the  dear  -deceit  denies. 

Why  does  the  fun  dait  forth  its  chearful  rays  ? 
Why  do  the  v/Ovods  refound  with  warUing  lays? 
Why  does  the  rofe  her  grateful  fragrance  yield,. 
And  yellow  cowilips  paint  tlie  fmiling  field  f 
Why  do  the  ilreams  with  murmuring  mufick  flow^ 
And  why  do  groves  their  friendly  fliaJe  bcftow  ? 
Let  fable  clouds  the  chearful  fun  deface, 
Let  mournful  filcncc  feize  the  feather'd  race; 
No  more,  ye  rofes,  grateful  fragrance  yield, 
Droop,  droop,  ye  cowilips,  in  the  i^lalled  €eld  ; 
yo  more,  ye  Areams,  xvLth  murmuiing  mufick  Haw, 
And  la  not  ^oVeia  ^iendly  Hiadc  i)eJiow2 

With 
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With  fympathizing  grief  let  nature  mourn. 
And  never  know  the  youthful  fpring*s  rctum,. 
And  Ihall  I  never  more  Alexis  fee  ? 
Then  what  is  fpring,  or  grove,  or  ftream,  to  mc  ? 

"Why  fport  the  fkipping  lambs  on  yonder  plain  ^• 
Why  do  the  birds  their  tuneful  voices  drain  ? 
Why  friflt  thofe  heifers  in  the  cooling  grove  ? 
Their  happier  life  is  ignorant  of  love. 

Oh  !  lead  me  to  ibme  melancholy  cave. 
To  lull  my  forrows  in  a  living  grave  f 
From  the  dark  rock  where  dafhing  waters  fall^. 
And  creeping  ivy  hangs  the  craggy  wall ; 
Where  I  may  wafte  in  tears  my  hours  away,_ 
And  never  know  the  feafons  or  the  day  ! 
Die,  die,  Panthea — fly  this  hateful  grove  j 
For  what  is  life  witliout  the  fwain  1  lovci" 
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C    H7    1 

ARAMINTA^ 

AN       ELEGY. 

1^0  W  Phoebus  rofc,  and  with  his  early  beams 

•*•  ^  Wak'd  flumberiDg  Delia  from  her  pleaiing  dreams^ 

Her  wiihes  by  her  fancy  were  fupply'd. 

And  in  her  deep  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd. 

With  fecrct  joy  (he  faw  the  morning-ray 

Chequer  the  floor^  and  through  the  curtains  play;. 

The  happy  room  that  fliall  her  blifs  compleat. 

And  all  her  rivals'  envious  hopes  defeat. 

In  hade  (he  rofe,  forgetful  of  her  prayers^ 

Flew  to  the  glafs,  and  praftis'd  o'er  her  airs  : 

Her  new-fet  jewels  round  her  robe  are  plac'd,. 

Some  in  a  brilliant  buckle  bind  her  waift. 

Some  round  her  neck  a  circling  light  difplay^ 

Some  in  her  hair  diffufe  a  trembling  ray ; 

The  filver  knot  o'erlooks  the  Mechhn  lace,. 

And  adds  becoming  beauties  to  her  face ; 

Brocaded  flowers  o'er  the  gay  mantua  fbine. 

And  the  rich  (Vays  her  taper  fhape  confine  ; 

Thus  all  her  drcfs  exerts  a  graceful  pride. 

And  fporting  Loves  furround  th'  expe6iing  brides 

Jor  Daphnis  now  attends  the  blufhing  maid,. 

Before  the  Pricft  the  folcmn  vows  are  paid ;. 

This  day,  which  ends  at  once  all  Delia's  cares. 

Shall  fwcll  a  tlioufand  eyes  with  fecret  tears. 

Ceafe, 
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Ceafe,  Aramlnta,  'tis  in  vain  to  grieve, 
Canft  thou  from  Hymen's  bonds  the  youth  retrieve? 
Difdaiahis  peijuries,  and  no  longer  mourn  :. 
Recall  my  love,  and  find  a  furc  return. 

But  ftill  thewretdied  maid  no  comfort  knovvs^ 
And  with  refehtment  cherilhes  her  woes  ; 
Alone  (he  pines,  and,  in  thefe  moairnful  drains^ 
Of  Daphnis*  vows,  and  her  own  fate  complains  : 

*Was  itifor  this  I  fparkled  at  the  Play, 
And  loiter'd  in  the  Ring  whole  hours,  away  ?. 
When  if  thy  chariot  in  the  circle  (hone, 
Our  mutual  paflion  by  our  looks  was  known  :. 
Tlirough  the  gay  crowd  my  watchful  glances  flew^ 
Where'er  I  pafs,  thy  grateful  eyes  purfue. 

*'  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  \  tx>o  well  you  faw  nrty  pain ;. 
<*  For  eyes  theUnguagc  of  the  foul  explain."*' 

Think,  Daphnis,  think  that  fcarce  five  days  are  flctt,. 
Since  (O  falfe  tonguel )  thofe treacherous  things  you  faidj 
How  did  you  praife  my  Ihape  and  graceful  air  ! 
And  woman  thinks  all  compliments,  fincere. 
Didii  thou  not  tlien  in  rapture  fpeak  thy  flame. 
And  in  foft  (ighs  breathe  Araminta^s  name  ? 
Didil  thou  not  then  with  oaths  thy  paflion  prove. 
And  with  an  awful  trembling,  fay — I  love  ? 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  T  too  well  you  faw  my  pain  j 
*'  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain.'* 

How  could'ft  thou  thus,  ungrateful  youth,  deceive  ? 
How  could  I  thus,  unguarded  maid,  believe? 
Sure  thou  canfl  well  recall  that  fatal  night, 
Wlien  iiibtle  love  "^Ji  enter''d  at  my  li^ht  t 

WhetL- 
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When  in  the  dance  I  was  thy  partner  chofe, 

Gods  I  what  a  rapture  in  my  bofom  rofc  ! 

My  trembling  hand  my  fudden  joy  confefs'd^ 

My  glowing  cheeks  a  wounded  heart  cxprefs*d ; 

My  looks  fpoke  love  ;  while  you,  with  anfwering  eyetf 

In  killing  glances  made  as  kind  replies. 

Think,  Daphnis,  think,  what  tender  things  you  fidd^. 

Think  what  confufion  all  my  foul  betrayed. 

You  call'd  my  graceful  prefence  Cynthia's  air; 

Aftd,  when  I  fung,  the  Syiens  >charm*d  your  ear  } 

My  flame,  blown  up  by  flattery,  (Irongcr  grew ; 

A  gale  of  love  in  every  whifper  flew. 

'<  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  1  too  well  you  faw  my  psuai 
**  For  eyes  tlic  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Whene'er  I  drefs'd,  my  maid^  who  knew  my  flamei 
Cherifli'd  my  paflion  with  thy  lovely  name  $ 
Thy  pi£^urc  in  her  talk  fo  lively  grew, 
That  thy  dear  image  rofe  before  my  view  j 
She  dwelt  whole  hours  upon  thy  fhape  and  mien. 
And  wounded  Delia's  fame,  to  footh  my  fpleen : 
When  fhe  beheld  me  at  the  name  grow  pale, 
Straight  to  thy  charms  flie  chang'd  her  artful  tale  j 
And,  when  thy  matchlefs  charms  were  quite  run  o'eri 
1  bid  her  tell  the  pleafmg  tale  once  more. 
Oh,  Daphnis  !  from  thy  Araminta  fled  1 
■Qh,  to  my  love  for  ever,  ever  dead  I 
I  jke  death,  his  nuptials  all  my  hope  remove, 
And  ever  part  me  from  the  man  I  love. 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well  you  faw  my  pain  ; 
*«  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

*  Omiglit 
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O  might  I  by  ny  cruel  fate  be  thrown. 
In  fome  retreat  far  from  this  hateful  town! 
Vain ireis  and  glanog  equipage,  adieu! 
Ixtliappier  nymphs  thofe  empty  (hows  purfue, 
,  Sie  kt  fome  melancholy  (hade  Tarround, 
"Wliere  not  the  print  of  human  ftep  is  found. 
^  the  gay  dance  my  feet  no  more  (hall  more, 
3ut  bear  me  faintly  through  the  lonelv  grove. 
Ifo  mere  diefe  hands  (hall  o'er  the  fpinnet  bounds 
Jlnd  from  the  fleeping  (brings  call  forth  the  found  i 
Muficy  adieu !  farewell,  Italian  airs  ! 
The  croaking  raven  now  (hall  footh  my  caresi. 
•iiOn  fome  old  ruin,  loft  in  thought,  I  reft, 
And  think  how  Araminta  ones  was  bleft  j 
There  o'er  and  o*er  thy  letters  I  perufe. 
And  all  my  grief  in  one  kind  fen tence  lofe: 
Some  tender  line  by  chance  my  woe  beguiles. 
And  on  my  cheek  a  (hort4iv'd  pleafure  fmilcs.' 
Why  is  this  dawn  of  joy  ?  flow,  tears,  again  ! 
"V^ain  are  thefe  oaths,  and  all  tltefe  vows  are  vain^ 
Daphnis,  alas !  the  Gordian  knot  has  ty'd ; 
IJor  force  nor  cuniung  can  the  band  divide. 
*■  "  Ah,  faithlcfs  youth!  (ince  eyes  the  foul  explaint. 
'«  Why  knew  I  not  that  artful  tongue  could  feign .-" 
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^LEGY    ON    A    LAP-DOG. 

jO  HOCK'S  fate  I  mourn ;  poor  Shock  is  now  no  morei 
*^.  Yc  MufeSy  mourn  ;  ye  chamber-maids,  deploGe^ 
Unhappy  Shock  !  ytt  more  unhappy  Fair, 
Doom'd  to  furvivc  thy  joy  and  only  care  f 
Thy  wretched  fingers  now  no  more  fliall  deck# 
And  tie  the  favourite  ribband  round  his  neck  ; 
'^o  more  thy  hand  fliall  (iaiocth  his  glolfy  hair^ 
And  comb  the  wavings.  of  his  pendent  ear. 
Yet  ccafe  thy  flowing  grief,  ifoifaken  maid  j 
All  mortal  plcafares  in  a  moment  fade ; 
Our  furcft  hope  is  in  an  hour  deftroy'd  j 
And  love,  bed  gift  of  Heaven,  net  long  enjoy'd. 

Methinks  I  fee  her  frantic  with  defpair, 
Her  dreaming  eyes,  wrung  hands,  and  Bowing  halr| 
Her  Mechlin  pinners,  rent,  the  floor  beftrow, 
^nd  her  torn  fan  gives  real  (igns  of  woe. 
Hence  Supcrflicion,  that  tormenting  irueft, 
That  haunts  with  fancy*d  fears  the  c.>ward  breaft; 
T^o  dread  events  upon  this  fate  att.iid, 
Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  trefles  rend. 
Though  certain  omens  oft*  forewarn  a  ftate. 
And  dying  lions  (how  the  monarches  fate ; 
Why  (hould  fuch  fears  bid  Coelia's  forrow  rife  ? 
For,  when  a  Lap-dog,  falls  no  lover  dies. 

I  Ceafe^ 
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O  Sufan,  Sufan,  lovely  dear, 

My  vows  (hall  ever  true  remain  j 
Let  me  kifs  off  that  falling  tear; 
Wc  only  part  tq  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  lift,  yc  winds ;  my  heart  ihall  be 
The  faithful  compos  t^jy^  flUl  jpoints  to  thee. 
Believe  not  what  the  landmen  fay, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conftant  mind. 
They  '11  tell  thee,  failors,  when  away, 
In  every  port  a  miftrefs  find : 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thcc  (op    ^ 
For  thou  art  prefent  whercfoe*er  I  go.  \ 

If  to  fair  India's  eoaft  we  fail, 

Thy  eyes  are  feen  in  diamonds  bright,  > 
Thy  breath  is  Africk's  fpicy  gale. 
Thy  Ikin  is  ivory  fo  wliitc. 
Thus  every  beauteous  obje£t  that  I  view. 
Wakes  in  my  foul  fome  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 
Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms. 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufan  mourn ; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet,  fate  from  harms, 
William  ihall  to  his  Dear  return. 
Love  turns  afidc  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Left  precious  tears  ihould  drop  from  Sufan's  eye» 
The  boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  word. 

The  fails  their  fwelling  boTom  fpread ; 
No  longer  muft  flic  ftay  aboard  r 

They  kifs'd,  (be  figh'd,  he  hung  his  head. 
Her  leflening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land  : 
Adieu!  flic  cries  ,•  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand. 

A    BAL* 
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FROM  THE  WHAt-D^VE-CALL-lT, 

"•TT* W  AS  when  the  feas  were  rotiihs: 

-'*      With  hc^lew  blxfls  of  wind.; 
A  damfel  lay  dspl^vinj^. 

All  on  a  rock  reclin'd*. 
Wide  o*er  the  faaming  billows 

^le  caft  a  wiftful  look  ; 
Her  head  was  crown  Id  with  wilbws 

That  trembled  o'er  tl^ie  brook. 

Twelve  months  arc  goiic  and  over. 

And  nine  long  tedious  days. 
Why  didft  thou,  venturous  lover. 

Why  didft  thou  truft  the  feas  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  thou  cruel  Ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  reft: 
Ah  !  what  *i  thy  troubled  motion 

To  thit  within  my-breaft  ? 

The  merchant,  robb*d  of  plcafure, 

Sees  tempefts  in  defpair ; 
But  what 's  the  lofs  of  treafure, 

To  lofing  of  my  flear  ? 
Should  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on. 

Where  gold  and'tfamonds  grow. 
You  *d  find  a  richer  maiden,  i. 

But  none  that  k>ve$  you  ib. 

S  a  ^I»w 
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How  can  they  fay  that  nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain ; 
Why  ffcn  bcncaA  the  wi^r    ^ 

'Should  hidcwafi  fo^kg  ^cfna^n? 
Uo  eyes  the  rocks  difcovcr. 

Thai;  ibHk  beneath*  die  4ec|s 
To  wreck. die  wandeting  lovtlv 

And  leave  the  maid  t^^tveep. 

All  melancholy  lyingj"' 

Thus  wail'd  Aeforliilr  dea^i 
Repay'd  each  blaft  wieh^figtHn^^ 

Each  biilow  with  a  ^Jrr*;    • 
When  o'er  the  whttc  tWvte-'ftoopfng, 

His  floating  coFpfe  ^  Xpy'd ; 
Then,  like  a  lily  drooping^    . 

She  bow*d  her  head,  and  ^y'd. 


THE    LADY'S    LAMENTATION. 
A      B   A,L   LAD. 

pHYLLIDA,  tiM«ao«id, to. dream 
•*•     In  the  grove,  or  by  the  ftreara  j 

Sigh*d  on  velvet  pillow^ 
*Whaty  alas  !  ihould  ^11  her  head. 
But  a  fountain,  or  a  mead. 

Water  and  a  willow  ?      * 

Ix)ve  in  cities  never  dwelbf . . 

He  delights  in  rural  cdfe  ,,.    .     , 

Which  fweet  wOQdbuK«s((r^s^.  . ; 
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What  are  your  alTemblies  then  ?         ^ 
There,  *tis  true,  we  fee  more  men ; 
Bttt  much  fewer  loVir^ 

Oh,  how  chaiig]d^thef)rq^6l  gro\^r 
Flocks  and  herds  to  fops  and  beaux^' 

Coxcombs  wiiiurat  nittabcr  I 
Moon  and  fhrs  that  ihoae  fo  bnght|» 
To  the  torch  and  waaeti  lightr 

And  whole  nights  a^  OmbM. 

Pleafant  as  it  is,  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear,. 

Ey'n  of  our  own  raothar»  $ 
In  the  chit-chat  of  the  '^y^ 
To  us  is  pay*d,  whea  we^se  away^ 

What  we  lent  to  otl^^ 

Though  the  favourite  Toaft  I  reigni 
Wine,  they  fay„  that  prompts  the  vtaisy. 

Heightens  defaraationk. 
Muft  I  live  'twixt  fpitc  and  fbai:. 
Every  day  grow  handfomer. 

And  lofe  my  reputation  ? 

Thus  the  fair  to  (ighs  gave-  way. 
Her  empty  purfe  beiide  her  lay. 

Nymph,  ah !  ceafe  thy  forrow. 
Though  curft  fortune  frown  to-night^ 
This  odious  town  can  give  delight^ 

If  you  win  to-morrow. 

S  3  DABfON 
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DAMON      ANDCUPIDw 
A       SON    G. 

'T^HE  fun  was  now  withdrawn,. 
-*■    The  ihepherds  home  vrtre  fpcd  j         / 
The  moon  wide  o'er  the  lawa 

Her  iilver  mantle  %read ; 
When  Damon  (lay'd  behind^ 

And  faunter'd  in  the  grove* 
Will  ne'er  a  nymph  be  kind,. 

And  give  rae  love  for  love  ^ 

Oh !  thofc  were  golden  hours. 

When  Love,  devoid  of  cares. 
In  all  Arcadia's  bowers 

Lodg'd  (wains  and  nymphs  by  pairs. t 
But  now  from  wood  and  plain 

Flics  every  fprightly  lafs  i 
No  joys  for  me  remain. 

In  ihadesy  or  on  the  grafs.^ 

The  winged  boy  draws-  near. 

And  thus  the  fwain  reproves  s 
While  Beauty  rcvel'd  here. 

My  game  lay  in  the  groves  f 
At  court  I  never  fail 

To  fcatter  round  my  arrows^ 
Men  fall  as  thick  as  hail ; 

And  maidens  love  like  fparrows. 


Then, 
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Then,  Avain,  if  me  you  need. 

Straight  lay  your  ihcep-hook  down  i 
Throw  by  your  oaten  reed. 

And  hafte  away  to  town. 
So  well  I  'm  known  at  court. 

None  aiks  where  Cupid  dwells ; 
But  readily  refort 

To  Bellenden's  or  LepelPs. 


DAPHNIS      AND      C  H  L  O  E. 
A       SONG. 

"p\  APHNIS:  flood  pcnfivc  in  the  ftadc, 
•*-^  With  arms  acrofs  and  head  reclin'd  j 
Pale  looks  accused  the  cruel  maid. 

And  fighs  reliev'd  his  love-lick  mind  t 
His  tuneful  pipe  all  broken  lay ; 
Looks,  (ighsy  and  a£^ions,  fcem'd  to  fay. 

My  Chloc  is  unkind* 

Why  ring  the  woods  with  warbling  throats  ? 

Ye  larksy  ye  linnets,  ceafe  your  drains} 
J  faintly  hear  in  your  fweet  notes 

My  Chloe's  voice  that  wakes  m^  pains  t 
Yet  why  (hould  you  your  fong  forbear  ? 
Your  mates  delight  your  fong  to  hear ; 

But  Chloe  mine  difdains. 

%  4  As 
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As  thus  he  melancholy  flood, 

Dejcfted  as  the  lonely  dove. 
Sweet  founds  broke  gently  through  the  woo<l2 

I  feel  the  found  j  my  heart-fhings^  move*. 
*Twas  not  the  nightingale  that  fung ; 
Ko.     'Tis  my  Chloe's  fweeter  tongue.      • 

Hark,  hark,  what  fays  my  love  ?' 

How  foolifli  is  the  nymph  ((he  cries) 
Who  trifles  with  her  lover *s  pain  ! 

Nature  ftill  fpeaks  in  woman's  eyes,. 
Our  artful  lips'  were  made  to  feign. 

O  Daphnis,  Daphnis,  'twas  my  pride, 

'Twas  not  my  heart  thy  love  deny'dj 
Come  back,  dear  youth,  again. 

As  t'  otlier  day  my  hand  he  ftiz'd. 
My  blood  with  thrilling  motion  flew; 

Sudden  I  put  on  looks  difpleas'd, 
And  h^y  from^is  hold  withdrew. 

Twas  fear  alone,  thou  fimple  fwain  ; 

Then  hadft  thou  prefl  my  hand  agaki. 
My  heart  had  yielded  too  ! 

Th  true,  thy  tuneful  rc^d  I  blam*d,t 
That  fweird  thy  lip  aod  rofy  cheek ; 

ThinH  not  thy  (kill  in  fong  defam'd. 
That  lip  iliould  other  pleafurcs  feek  : 

Much,  much  thy  muiick  I  approve ; 

Yet  break  thy  pipe,  f<>c  Biore  I  Iftv^ 
Much  moK  to  hear  ^os  fpeak. 
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My  heart  forbodes  that  I'm  betray'd, 

Daphnisy  I  fear,  ii  ever  gone ; 
Laft  night. with  Dlelia^s  dog  he  play'd^. 

Love  by  fuch  trifles  6rft  coqM:9  09%   . 
Now,  now,  dear  fh^pkerd»  CQip«;  «waf ». 
My  tongue  wouli  domt  my  hsziX  cib^. 

Ah,  Chloe,  thou  art  won  ! . 

The  youth  flepp'd  forth  wirfi  hafty  pac^> 
And  found' ^ere  wifhing  Chloe  lay ; 

Shame  fudden  lightened  in  hiftr  fftc^,. 
Confus'd,  ihe  knew  not  what  to  ^-^ 

At  laiV,  in  bcoken  words,  ^  evy^df; 

To-morrow  you  in  vain  haditny'd^. 
But  I  am  loft  to-day  I 


THE  COQJJETTE  MQTHER  ANI> 

DAUGiiTER. 

A         SONG. 

A  T  the  clofe  of  the  day, 
^^  When  the  bean-flovYeran4  hay 

Breath'd  odours' in  every  windj 
Love  enliven'A  the  veins 
Of  the  damfels  and  Cwains ; 

Each  glance  and  each  a^ioA  w«$  kiikd« 
Molly,  wanton  and  free, 
Kifs'd,  and  fate  on  each  knee, 

Food  extafy  fwam  in  her  eyes. 

Ste«, 
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Sec,  thy  mother  is  near : 
Hark  !  ihe  calls  thee  to  hear 
What  age  and  experience  advife. 

Haft  thou  feen  the  blithe  dove 
Stretch  her  neck  to  her  love. 

All  glofly  with  purple  and  gold  ? 
If  a  kifs  he  obtain, 
She  returns  it  again  : 

What  follows,  you  need  not  be  told. 

Look  ye,  mother,  flie  cry*d. 
You  inftru^  me  in  pride. 

And  men  by  good-manners  are  won* 
She  who  trifles  with  all 
Is  lefs  likely  to  fall 

Than  ihe  who  but  trifles  with  one, 

Pr*ythee,  Molly,  be  wife. 
Left  by  fudden  furprize 

Love  ihould  tingle  in  every  vein : 
Take  a  ihepherd  for  life^ 
And  when  once  you  're  a  wife. 

You  fafely  may  trifle  again. 

Molly  fmiling  reply'd. 
Then  I  '11  foon  be  a  bride  ; 

Old  Roger  has  gold  in  his  cheft* 
But  I  thought  all  you  wives 
Chofe  a  man  for  your  lives. 

And  trifled  no  more  with  the  reft. 
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MOLLY       MOG: 

O  Ry    T  H  » 

FAIR    MAID    OF    THE    INN* 

A    B  A  LL  AO*. 

O  ATS  my  Uncle,  I  pray  you  difcoTcr 
^  What  hath  been  the  cauie  of  your  woes ; 
Why  you  pine  and  you  whine  like  a  lover? 
—  I  have  feen  Molly  Mog  of  the  Rofe* 

0  Nephew  !  your  grief  is  but  folly. 
In  town  you  may  fuid  better  prog; 

Half  a  crown  there  will  get  you  a  MoUy» 
A  Molly  much  better  than  Mog. 

1  know  that  by  wits  'tis  recited 
That  women  are  bed  at  a  clog ; 

But  I  am  not  fo  caiily  frighted 

From  lovmg  of  fweet  Molly  Mog» 
The  fchool-boy*s  dcfire  is  a  play-day  § 

The  fchool-mafler's  joy  is  to  flog ; 
The  milk-maid's  delight  is  on  May-day  ; 

But  mine  h  on  fweet  MolTy  Mog. 

*  This  ballad  was  written  on  an  inn-keeper's  daugh* 
ter  at  Oakingham  in  Berkfhirey  who  in  her  youth  was 
a  celebrated  beauty  and  toaft :  ihe  lived  to  a  very  ad* 
vanced  age,  dying  fo  lately  as  the  month  of  March,. 
1:66.  —  See  the  New  Foundling  Hofpiul  for  Wit,. 
Vol.  V.  p.  45. 
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Will-a-wifp  leads  the  traveller  gadding 
Through  d)tchy.and  through  qu^gaure,.  and  bog$ 

But  no  light  can  fet  me  a-madding 

Like  the  eyes  of  my  fweeit  Molly  Mog. 

For  guineas  in  ^iher  men's  brteches*  - 
Your  gameflers  will  palm  and  will  cog ; 

But  I  envy  them  nope  of  their  riches^ 
So  I  may  win  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

The  heart  when  half  wounded  is  changing^ 

It  here  and  there  leaps  lik«  a  hog ; 
But  my  heart  can  never  be  rangingy 

'Tis  fo  fix'd'xipon  ftreet  Molly  Mbg. 

Who  follows  all  ladies  of  pleafure^ 

In  pleafure  is  drought  hut  a  hog : 
All  the  fex  cannot  give  fo  good  mtmt& 

Of  joys,  as  my  ^¥cct  Molly  Mog. 

I  feel  I  'm  in  love  to  difbra^^ion. 

My  fenfes  all  loft  in  a  fog; 
And  nothing  can  give  fatisfa^on 

But  thinking  of  fweet  Molly  Mog.. 

A  letter  whin  I  am  inditing^ 

Comes  Cupid  and  gives  me  a  jo^ 
And  I  611  all  die  paper  widi  writing 

Of  nothing  but  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
If  I  would  not  give-up  the  three  Gracesj^ 

I  wifli  I  were  haog'd  like  a  dog». 
And  ac  court  all  the  drawing-room  fisictSr 

For  a  ghncc  of  my  fweet  MoHy  Mog* 

Thofc 
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Thofe  faces  want  ntture  «nd  QuHt^ 

And  feem  as  cut  out  of  a  log; 
Junoy  Venusy  Yiid  i^hs't  iwhSt^ 

Unite  m  iD^iw«et  MoUjr  Magu 

Thofe  who  toaft  all  £bc  fiamTl7RoyA   ' 
In  bumpers  of  Hogan  anct  l^c^y  ■ .      ^ 

Have  hearts  lipt  miore  true  0^  more  loyiA  . 
Than  mine  to  my  Aveet  Mofly  Mog. 

"Were  "Virgil  alive  with  his  Hiylfisi 

And  writjbg  smother  EclQgue  $ 
Both  his  Phyllis  and  ^r  Amaryllis 

He  'd  give- up  for  fweet  MoUy  l!tiog. 

When  ihe  fmiles  on  dack  gtxftft,  like  her  Uquor, 

Then  jealovfy  fers  ma  ag^i 
To  be  fure  fhe  's  a  bit  for  the  Vicaiv 

And  fo  I  ihall  lofe  Molly  Mc^    . 


BALLAD. 

i|^  F  all  the  girls  that  e'er  ^vere  feen, 
^^    There  *t  none  fo  fine  as  Ntlly, 
For  charming  face,  and  ihape,  and  mfen^ 

And  what 's  not  fit  to  tcM  ye : 
Oh  !  the  turn'd  neck,  and  fmooth  white  ikiiiy 

Of  lovely  deareft  Nelly  I 
^or  many  a  fwain  it  well  had  been 

-Had  Ac  joe'cr  been  at  Calai-. 


>For 


(4  GAT'S     FOBM& 

For  when  i«  Udiy  ckk  to  Fmoe 

(Invited  by^kcr  coofiiis), 
Aonoft  the  Toflknts  each  ^Mce 

Kiil'd  FioKfaaicm  hf  vlwk  doscat. 
The  kii^  as  he  at  dinner  (alt 

Did  beckon  to  his  hnflkr^ 
And  bid  him  hring  his  uhby  cat. 

For  charming  Nell  to  ha(s  her. 

The  ladies  were  imth  rage  prorok'd. 

To  fee  her  fo  refpeOed ; 
The  men  kx>k*d  arch,  as  NeUy  firok'd. 

And  pufs  her  tail  ere&d. 
But  not  a  man  did  look  employ, 

£xcept  on  pretty  Nelly ; 
Then  faid  the  Duke  de  Villeroy, 

'<  Ah !  i|tt'  ellc  eft  bien  jolie  !" 

But  who  *s  that  great  plilloropher. 

That  carefully  looks  at  her  ? 
By  his  concern  it  ihould  appear. 

The  fair-one  is  his  daughter. 
Mafoy  I  {quoth  then  a  courtier  (ly,) 

He  on  his  child  does  leer  too  : 
I  wiih  lie  has  no  mind  to  try 

What  fome  pipe's  will  here  do. 

The  courtiers  all,  with  one  accord, 

Broke  out  in  Nelly's  praifes, 
Admir'd  her  rofc,  and  lys  fans  farde, 

(Which  are  your  termis  Franptfny, 

Thci 
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.  Then  iTkiglit  ybtf  fee  a  painted  ring 

Of  dames  thsft^ftood  by  Nelly  i 
She  like  the  pride  of  all  th6  ^nng» 

And  the^,  Hke  fleurs  di  Paiais. 

In  Marlins  gardens,  and  St.  Clou, 

I  faw  this  charming  Nelly, 
Where  ihamelefs  nymphs,  e^cpo^'d  to  ylcsf. 

Stand  uakcd  in  each  mlUf  t 
But  Veaus  ha4  a  lurazen  face 

Both  at  Verfailles  and  Meudoa,  . 
Or  elfe  ihe  had  refign'd  her  place^ 

And  left,  the  ilone  ihe  flood  xm^ 

Were  Nelly*s  figure  mounted  there« 

'T would  put  down  all  th'  lulian : 
Lord !  how  thofe  foreigners  would  fbre ! 

But  I  fhould  turn  Pygmalion  : 
For,  fpice  of  lips,  and  eyes,  and  mien. 

Me  nothing  can  delight  fo. 
As  does  that  part  that  lies  between 

Her  left-toe  and  her  right-toe. 

A         BALLAD 
O  N       Q^U  A  D   R  I  L  L  E. 

TX^H  E  N  as  corruption  hence  did  go. 

And  left  the  nation  free ; 
When  Ay  faid  ay,  atfd  No  faid  no. 

Without  or  place  or  fee ; 
Then  Satan,  thinking  things  went  ill. 
Sent  fonh  his  fpirit  caird  Quadrille. 

Quadrille,  Qiiadrillc,  &c. 


*  HIS      .       iS'Ai  X'S      P  p  EM;  ^ 

Kings,  quewisy  4Bfl  knaves,  made  up  hig  padk. 

And  fourfav.f«ttCs  he  wop;ef    . 
His  troops  fkey  were  whh  red  and  bhck 

All  blotched  kni  f|pottedf^*er} 
And  every  houfe,  go  where  you  will,  . 
Is  haunted  by  tKis  imp  ^^adrille,  ^9. 

Sure  c«rd^  he^M  f<br  enij  thth^. 
Which  well  coUitM:iir4s  tliey  iiaiM^  . 

And,  flatefman-likie,  calili-is&  th^klttg, 
To  help  o«t^  b«A  gurtic ;  '   -^  ■  - ' 

But,  if  the  partifesfniaAagfe  lll^'  '     • 

The  king  is  iWt'feWb  l6k  C-MiXh, '  Atew 

When  two^aiidtyQ  mtt  rtdt ©f  bW,*. 

Though  Vhey  ne**er  meant  to  iHa^,' 
They  were  in  yupld^s  books  ehrbilM, 

And  call.*d  2^  "Fame  ^J^arree ; . . '. 
Btit  now,  meet  when  and  whhrt  you  wlti, 
A  Partie  Quarree  is  Qjiadrine^  ike. 

The  commoner^  ^nd  knigiit^  and  peelv 

Men  of  all  ranks  and  fame, 
'  Leave  to  their  wives  'the  only  care 

To  pyopaga^e  tjjieir  name; 
Arid  well  tfiat'duiy  they  fulfill:. 
When  the  gMd^Huib^d  %  dt  Quid]^fe>  &e. 

'When  patients  lie  in  piteous  cafe> 

In  comes  th*  Apothecary  5 
And  to  the  DoQpr  cries,  Alas ! 

Hon  (iebes.^iuiJHiiam 

Tlic 
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The  patient  dies  without  a  pill  : 

For  why  ?  the  Doctor  's  at  Quadrille,  &<!. 

ShouUl  France  and  Spain  again  grow  loud. 

The  Mufcovitc  grow  louder  ; 
Britain,  to  curb  her  neighbours  proud. 

Would  want  l)oth  bail  and  (^owdcr; 
Muft  want  both  l\vord  and  gun  to  kill  t 
For  why  ?  tlie  General  *s  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

The  King  of  late  drew  forth  his  fword 

(Thank  God  'twas  not  in  wrath), 
And  ma^lc,  of  many  a  'fquire  and  lord. 

An  unwaflrd  Knight  of  Bath  : 
What  arc  their  feats  of  afm$  and  (kill  * 
.They  *rc  but  nine  parties  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

A  pnrty  hre  at  Ctjmbray  met, 

Wlii^h  dicw  all  Europe's  eyes; 
'Twas  call'd  in  I'oll-Boy  and  Gazette 

Tlie  Qaadiuple  Allies; 
But  fomebody  -took  lomething  ill. 
So  broke  this  party  at  Q^auriiic,  &;c. 

An.l  now  God  fave  tliis  noble  realm. 

And  (jod  fave  tkc  Hanover; 
Ai'.d  Caod  {wc  thofe  who  hold  the  helm. 

When  as  the  King  goes  over; 
Bur  let  the  King  go  wiiere  he  will, 
His  fubjccti  mult  ^Uy  at  Quadrille, 

Q:ia.Uillc,  Quadrille,  Zee, 
VoL.^L  T  A  NEW 
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'a    new    song 

OF      N  EW      SIMILES, 

MY  paflion  is  as  Tnuftard  ftroug ; 
I  fit  all  fobcr  fad  ; 
Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long. 
Or  like  a  March-liare  mad. 

Round  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow; 

1  drink,  yet  can't  forget  her  ; 
For,  though  as  drunk  as  David*s  foWy 

I  love  her  ftill  the  4>etter. 

Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I  *d  be, 

If  Molly  werre  but  kind  j 
Cool  !is  a  cucumber,  could  fee 

The  reft  of  womankind. 

Like  a  ftuck-pig  I  gaping  ilare. 

And  eye  her  o-er  and  o*€T  | 
Lean  as  a  rake  with  fighs  and  care. 

Sleek  as  a  moufe  before. 

Plump  as  a  partridge  was  I  known^ 

And  foft  as  filk  my  (kin. 
My  cheeks  as  fat  as  butter  grown  ^ 

But  as  a  groat  now  thin  ! 

I,  melancholy  as  a  cat. 

Am  kept  awake  to  weep  { 
But  fhe,  infenfible  of  that, 

Sound  as  a  top  can  'ileep. 
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Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  ftonet  ^ 

She  laughs  to  fee  me  pale ; 
And  merry  as  a  grig  la  grown. 

And  brilk  as  bottkd-ale. 

The  God  of  Love  at  her  approach 

Is  bufy  as  a  bee ; 
Hearts,  found  as  any  bell  or  roach. 

Are  fmit  and  figh  like  me« 
Ay  me  I  as  thick  9s  hops  or  haiU 

The  fine  men  crowd  about  her  s 
But  foon  as  dead  as  a  door-nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 

Strait  as  my  leg  her  ihape  appean ; 

O  were  we  join-d  together  f 
My  heart  would  be  fcot-frec  from  cares. 

And  lighter  than  a  feather. 

As  fine  as  five-pence  is  her  mien. 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter ; 
Her  glance  is  as  the  razor  keen. 

And  not  the  fun  is  brighter. 

As  foft  as  pap  her  kiffes  are, 

Methinks  I  tafle  diem  yet ; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair. 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet : 

As  fmooth  as  glais,  as  whke  as  cordi. 

Her  pretty  hand  invites  j 
Sharp  as  a  needle  gre  her  words } 

Her  wit,  like  pepper,  bites : 

T  %  Briik 
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Brflk  as  a  body-loufe  flic  trips. 

Clean  as  a  penny  drell ; 
Sweet  as  a  rofe  her  breath  and  lips. 

Round  as  the  globe  herbrcaft. 

Full  as  an  egg^was'I  with  gleej 

And  happy  as  a  king. 
Good  Lord  !  'how  all  men  cnvy'id  met 

She  lov'd  like  any  thing. 

But,  falfe  as  h6ll !  flie,  like  the  win3, 
Chang  d,  as  her  fex  muft  do  ; 

Though  feeming  as  the  turtle  kiod. 
And  like  the  gofpel  true. 

If  I  and  Mdlly  could  agree. 
Let  who  would  take  Peru'! 

•Great  as  an  emperor  fliould  I  be. 
And  richer  tlian'a  Jew. 

Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chick, 

I  'm  dull  as  any  poft ; 
Let  us,  like  burs,  together  iHck, 

And  warm  as  any  toaft. 

You  Ml  know  me  truer  than  a  dye^ 
And  .vvifh  me  better  fped ; 

Slat  as  a  flounder  Mrhen  I  lie. 
And  as  a  herring  tiead. 

Sure  as  a -gun,  (hell  drop  a  tear* 
And  figh  perhaps,  and  wifli, 

When  I  am  ratten  as  a  pear« 
And  mute  as  any  Bflu    . 


TSl 


NEWGATE'S     GARLAN  D;. 

B  E  I  W  O 

A      NEW      BALLAH, 

8  H  E  WI.N  G- 

How  Mr.  Jon  ATH  an  Wi  ld*s  Throat  was  cut  from 
Ear  to  Ear  with  a  Penknife,  by  Mr.  Blake,  alias 
Blue-skin,  the  Bold  Highwayman, 
As  he  ftood  at  his  Trial  in  the  OLd-Baily,  1725. 
To  the  Tunc  of,  «  The  Cut-purfc." 

YE  gallants  of  Newgate,  whofc  fingers  are  nice, 
In  diving  in  pockets,  or  cogging  of  dicci 
Ye  (harpers  fo  rich,  who  can  buy  off  the  noofe? 
Yc  honefter  poor  rogues,  who  die  in  your  fliocsi 
Attend  and  draw  ncar^ 
Good  news  you  fhall  hear, , 
How  Jonathan's  throat  was  cut  from  car  to  ear;  . 
How  Blue-(kin*s  fliarp  penknife  hath  fct  you  at  cafcy 
And  every  man  round  mc  may  rob,  if  he  plcafe. 

When  to  the  Old^Baily  this  Bhie-fkin  was  led. 
He  held  vo  his  hand,  his  indiflmcnt  was- read. 
Loud  rauicd  his  chains,  near  him  Jonathan  flood,  . 
Foi  full  forty  pounds  was  the  price  of  his  blood. 

Then,  hopclcfs  of  life, 

Ik  drew  his  penknife,  . 

And  made  a  fad  widow  of  Jonathan's  wife. 
Bur  forty  pounds  paid  her,  her  tricf  lliall  appcafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  roi),  it  he  plcafe. 

T  3  So^' 
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Some  fay  there  are  courtiers  of  higheft  renown, 
Who  ftcal  the  King's  gold,  aiid  Ifcave  him  but  a  crovfti^ 
Some  fay  there  are  peers,  and  fome  parliament-men^. 
Who  meet  once  a  year,  to  rob  courtiers  again : 

Let  them  all  take  their  fwing. 

To  pillage  the  King, 

And  get  a  blue-ribbon  inftead  of  a  firing. 
Now  Blue-lkin's  fliarp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  cafe. 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

Knaves  of  old,  to  hide  guik  by  their  cunning  inventions^ 
CalVd  briberies  grants,  and  pkin  robberies  penfions  j 
Phyficians  and  lawyers  (who  take  their  degrees 
Ta  be  laarned  rogues)  calUd  their  pilfering,  fees : 

Since  this  happy  day„ 

Now  every  man  may 

Hob  (as  fafe  as  in  office),  upon  the  highway. 
JFor  Blue-ikin's  iharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe,^ 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

Some  cheat  in  tlus  cu(k>ms,  fbme  rob  the  excife. 
But  he  who.  robs  both  is  eflcemed  moft  wife. 
Ghurch-wardcns,  too  prudent  to  hazard  the  halter,. 
As  yet  only  venture  to  flcal  from  the  altar :. 

But  now  to  get  gold, 

They  may  be  more  bold> 

And  rob  on  the  highway,  iihce  Jonathan  '&  coldi 
Tor  Blue-fkin's  (harp  penknife  hath  fet  you.  at  cafe, 
Aod  every  man  round  mc  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 


I    *-5    1 


MISCELLANIES. 


PROLOGUE, 

Dcfigned  for  the  Paftoral  Tmjcdy  of  D  i  o  n  E. 

npHERE  was  a  time  (O  were  thofc  days  rcncw'd  f) 
"^    Ere  tyrant-laws  had  woman's  will  fuhduedj 
Then  Nature  rulM ;  and  Love,  devoid  of  an^ 
Spoke  the  confenting  language  of  the  heart. 
Love  uncontrol'd  !  infipid,  poor  delight  I 
'Tis  the  rcftraint  that  whets  our  appetite. 
Behold  the  bcaAs  who  range  the  forcds  free  g 
Behold  the  birds  who  fly  from  tree  to  tree  j 
In  their  amours  fee  Nature's  power  appear  ! 
And  do  they  love  r  Yes  —  one  month  in  the  year. 
Were  chcfe  the  pleafurcs  of  the  golden  wigii  ? 
And  did  free  Nature  thus  inArudl  tiic  Twain  } 
I  envy  not,  ye  nvmphs,  your  amorous  bowers  i 
Such  liarnilcfi  fwainb  !  —  1  'm  e  en  content  with  ourt. 
But  yet  there  \  foinetbing  in  tliefe  Cylvan  fcenes, 
That  tells  our  fancy  what  tlie  lover  lucanb. 
Name  but  the  moliy  bank,  and  moon-light  grove, 
Is  there  a  heart  iliat  docs  not  beat  with  luve  ? 

T  4  To- 
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To-ni;jlit  we  treat  you  with  fuch  country- fare: 
Tiicn  for  your  lover's  fake  our  autlior  fpare. 
He  draws  no  Hcmfkirk  bqprs,  or  home-bred  clowp*, 
But  the  fofc  fhcphcrds  of  Arcadia's  downs. 

When  Paris  on  tl.e  three  his  judgement  pafs*dj 
7  hope,  you  'J I  osvn  the  Ihcpherd  (bcw'd  his  tafte  : 
And  Jove,  all  know,  was  a  j^ood  judj^e  of  beauty^ 
Who  made  the  nvmph  Califto  break  her  duty  ; 
'Jhen  was  the  country-nymph  no  aukward  thing. 
See  what  fVrangc  revolutions  time  c:in  bring ! 

Yet  ftill  mcthinks  our  author's  fate  I  dread. 
Were  it  not  fafer  beaten  paths  to  tread 
Of  '1*1  a^sdy  J  than  o'er  wide  heaths  to  fi:ray, 
And  fccking  ftrange  adventures  hjfc  his  way? 
No  trumpet's  clani'-or  makes  his  hf.;\;:ne  ftart. 
And  t';ar.>  ihc  foiili/r  from  her  !):eeJirg  heart. 
Uif  l<>'.)li(h  i)ard  !   i.<>r  po:r!p  nor  fiiow  regards., 
\Vith(;ut  the  wirneCs  of  a  Irunc'.rcd  guards 
IHs  lovers  figh  their  vows.  —  If  ilcep  ihould  take  ye. 
He  has  no  battle,  no  loud  drum  to  wake  ye. 
What,  no  fuch  fhifts  ?  there  's  danger  in  't,  'tis  true  ; 
Yet  Ijiare  liim,  as  he  gives  you  fomcthing  new. 


A  CON- 
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A 

CONTEMPLATION 

NIGHT. 

TXTH  ETHER  amid  the  gloom  of  night  J  ftray. 

Or  my  glad  eyes  enjoy  revolving  day,. 
Still  Nature's  various  face  informs  my  fcnfc,. 
Of  an  all-wife,  all-powerful  Providence. 

When  the  gay  fun  firft  breaks  the  (hades  of  nighty. 
And  ftrikes  the  diftant  eaflern  hills  wth  light, 
Colour  returns,  the  plains  their  livery  wear, 
And  a  bright  verdure  clothes  the  fmiling  year; 
Tlie  blooming  flowers  with  opening  beauties  glow. 
And  grazing  flocks  their  milky  fleeces,  fhow; 
The  barren  clitfs  with  chalky  fronts  arife, 
An;'  a  pure  azure  arches  o'er  the  fkics. 
But,  wi»cn  the  gloomy  reign  of  Night  returns, 
Stript  of  her  fading  pride  all  nature  mourns: 
The  trees  no  more  their  wonted  verdure  boall,. 
But  weep  in  dewy  tears  their  beauty  loft ; 
No  diliant  landfkips  draw  our  curious  eyes, 
Wrapt  in  Night's  robe  the  whole  creation  lies. 
Yet  Itill,  e'en  now,,  while  darknefs  clothes  the  land, 
Wc  vicvV  the  traces  of  tli'  Almighty  hand; 
Miiiions  of  l\ars  in  Hcaren's  wide  vault  appear. 
And  with  new  glories  hangs  the  boundlcfs  fphere  s 
The  filver  moon  her  svcftern  couch  forfakes, 
AuU  o'er  the  ikies  her  ni^luly  circle  makes. 


Her  irZii  ^^jc  'ytxr.  zxk  ic  iizsr  07% 
Jkoi  u^  ^  w<x'y»  her  .Mcvnmfd  liehc  rcpajs. 

Are  faeit  2r.<tf  zrAlirz  ^mrleb  dtoic  fans  jcteisd, 
J^faa  mar  crjr.JD^^re,  ar^  kv  ^:henm  ikclsre; 
Yet  all  hi%  (j(umi  but  coojc&uics  arc 
Boc  thn  wt  knf/OTy  that  Hcarcn's  eternal  Kicg^ 
Who  iMfle  chis  oairerff  frooi  nodung  fpiin^ 
Can  at  bis  Word  bid  auiDcroas  worlds  appear. 
And  nfrnf!^  worlds  th'  all-powerful  Word  (hall  hear» 

When  to  die  Weftem  maio  tbc  fun  dcfccads. 
To  i/iticr  lands  a  riiiiig  day  he  lends ; 
Tiic  fj  reading  dawn  anotlitr  ihepherd  fpies, 
Tiic  wakeful  flocks  from  their  warm  folds  arlfe  5 
KcfrcfhMy  tlic  pcafant  feeks  liis  early  toil, 
Ain\  bidi  tliC  plough  corrc£^  the  fallow  foil. 
Wliilc  wc  in  deep's  embraces  waAe  the  night, 
'J'hc  climes  oppos'd  enjoy  meridian  light : 
And  when  thofe  lands  the  bufy  fun  forfakes> 
With  UH  again  the  rofy  morning  wakes ; 
In  IflXy  (IfCj)  the  night  rolls  fwift  away, 
And  nciihcr  cTunc  laments  his  abfent  ray. 

When  tlic  pure  foul  is  fram  the  body  flown, 
No  moic  (liall  Night's  alternate  reign  be  known  : 
The  iun  no  more  (hall  roUing  light  bellow, 
l\\\\  tmm  ih'  Almighty  Arcams  of  glory  flow. 
l>h,  lUAV  fontc  nobler  thought  my  foul  employ, 
Th«u  <Mupiy»  iranficnt,  fublunary  joy ! 
*rho  (\a)«  (hAll  drop,  the  fun  (hall  lofe  his  flame; 
%l  thout  O  Uo\l»  tW  ever  fliine  the  fame. 

A  THOUGHT 
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O  N 

ETERNITY, 

T7  R  E  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid» 
•^-^   Ere  kindling  light  th*  Almighty  word  obcy*d^ 
Thou  wert ;  and  when  the  fubterraneous  flame 
Shall  burft  its  prifon,  and  devour  this  frame, 
Trom  angry  Heaven  when  the  keen  lightning  fljes* 
When  fervent  heat  diiTolves  the  melting  ikies. 
Thou  (till  (halt  be ;  fUll  as  thou,  wert  before, 
And  know  no  change,  when  Time  ihall  be  no  more*, 
O  endlefs  thought !  divine  eternity  f 
Th*  immortal  foul  Ihares  l)ut  a  part  of  tliee  j 
For  thou  wert  prefent  when  our  life  began, 
When  the  warm  duft  fliot  up  in  breathing  man. 

Ah  !  what  is  life  r  with  ills  encompafs'd  roundi. 
Araidft  our  hopes,  Fate  (Irikes  the  fudden  wound  v 
To-day  the  (lateftnan  of  new  honour  dreams. 
To-morrow  Death  deftroys  his  airy  fchemes } 
Is  mouldy  treafure  in  tliy  cheft  confin'd  ? 
Think  all  that  treafure  thou  muft  leave  behind  ; 
Thy  heir  with  fmilcs  (hall  view  thy  blazon*d  liearfe,. 
And  all  thy  hoards  with  laviih  hand  difperfe. 
Should  certain  fate  th'  impending  blow  delay, 
Thy  mirth  will  ficken,.aiid  thy  bloom  decay  | 

ThtJ^ 
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Then  feeble  age  will  all  thy  nerves  difarm, 
Ko  more  thy  blood  its  narrow  channels  warm. 
Who  then  would  wifli  to  flrctch  this  narrow  fpao^.  , 
To  fufFer  life  beyond  the  date  of  man  ? 

The  virtuottb  foul  purfues  a  nobler  aim> 
And  life  regards  but  as  a  fleeting  dream : 
She  longs  to  wake,  and  wilhes  to  get  free,^ 
To  launch  from  earth  into  eternity. 
For,  while  the  boundlefs  theme  extends  our  thought^ 
Ten  tliQufand  thoufand  rolling  years  are  nought. 


Alt 

EPIGRAMMATICAL  EXPOSTULATION.*;. 

"C^  ROM  Mbhock  and  from  Hawkubite, 
•*^      Good  Lord,  deliver  me  j 
W'ho  wander  through  the  ftreets  by  night. 
Committing  cruelty. 

They  flafh  our  fbns  with  bloody  knives, . 

And  on  our  daughters  fall ; 
And  if  they  ravifli  not  our  wives,.. 

We  have  good  ICick  withal. 

Coaches  and  cluirs  tbey  overturn, . 

Nay  carts  mofl:  eafily  : 
Therefore  from  Gog,  and  ckc.MagPgf , 

Good  Lord,  deliver  me ! 

'■*  Annexed,   in   1712^   to  Gay*8  "  WonderfurPrt)- 
"  phecy,  &jc.''  a  humourous  treatife  on  tlie  Mohocks. 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 

OP 

BYE-WORDS. 

'TTERE  lies  a  round  woman,  who  thought  mighty  ndd 
•*"  **•  Every  word  flie  e*cr  heard  in  this  church  about  God. 
To  convince  her  of  God^  x\\&  good  Dean  did  endeavour^ 
But  dill  in  her  heart  ihe  held  Mature  more  clever*      ^ 
Though  he  talkM  much  of  virtue,  her  head  always  run. 
Upon  fomething  or  other,  ihe  found  bettcry»«. 
For  the  dame,  by  her  ikill  in  affairs  adronomical^ 
'Imagined,  to  live  in  the  clouds  was  but  comical* 
In  this  world,  flie  dcfpis'd  eycry  foul. ihe.  mt%  here. 
And  now  (he  's  in  t'other,  ihe  thinks  it  but  queer, 

MY    OWN    EPITAPH. 

T    I  F  E  is  a  jeft,  and  all  things  ihow  it ; 
•*-'  I  thought  fo  once,  but  now  1  know  it. 

A  MOTTO 

FOR  THE  OPERA  OF  MUTIUS  SCiEVOLA  \ 

TXTH  O  here  blames  words,   or  verfes,   fongs,  or 

^  frngers, 

iikc  Mutius  Scaevola  will  bum  his  fingers. 

♦  An  opera  by  Mr.  RoUi,  performed  m  i-jxi. 

I  WINE? 
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W  I  N  E: 

A        POEM. 

*«  Nulla  placere  diu,  ncc  vivcrc  carmina  poflunt^ 
"  Qiiae  fcribuntur  aquae  potonbus." 

^^  F  happinefs  tcrrcftrial,  and  the  fource 

^^  Whence  human  pleafures  flow,iing,  Heavenly Mufe^ 

Of  fparkling  juices,  of  th*  enlivening  grape, 

"Whofe  ^^uickening  tafte  adds  vigour  to  the  foul, 

Whofc  fovereign  power  revives  decaying  Nature,         5 

And  thaws  the  frozen  blood  of  hoary  age, 

A  kindly  warmth  diffiifing  5  —  youthful  fires 

•Gild  his  dim  eyes,  "and  paint  with  ruddy  hue 

His  wrinkled  vifage,  ghaftly  wan  before  : 

Cordial  reftorative  to  mortal  man,  10 

With  copious  hand  by  bounteous  gods  beflow'd  ! 

Bacchus  divine,  aid  my  adventurous  fong, 
That  nuitb  no  middle  flight  intends  tofoar  t 
Infpir*d,  fublime,  on  Pegafoan  wing, 
By  thee  upborne,  I  draw  Miltonic  air.  15 

When  fumy  vapours  clog  our  loaded  brirows 
With  furrowed  frowns  j  when  ftupid,  downcaft  eyes, 
Th'  external  fymptoms  of  remorfe  within, 
Exprefs  our  grief;  or  when  in  fullen  dumps. 
With  head  incumbent  on  expanded  palm,  &• 

Moping  we  (it,  in  filent  forrow  drown'd : 
Whether  inveigling  Hymen  has  trcpann'i 
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Th'  unwary  youth,  and  tied  the  Gordian  knot 

Of  jangling  wedlock  not  to  be  dilToly'd  5 

Worry'd  all  day  by  loud  Xantippe*s  din,  i( 

Who  fails  not  to  exalt  him  to  the  flars, 

And  fix  him  there  among  the  branched  crew 

(Taurus,  and  Aries,  and  Capricorn, 

The  greatcft  mongers  of  the  Zodiac) : 

Or  for  the  lofs  of  ankious  worWly  pelf,  30 

Or  Cxlia'^  fcornful  flights,  and  cold  difdain. 

Which  check 'd  lus  amorous  flame  with  coy  cepulfet 

The  woril  events  that  mortals  can  befall : 

By  cares  deprefs'd,  in  penfivc  hyppifh  mood* 

With  flowed:  pace  the  tedious  minutes  roll.  31 

Thy  charming  light,  but  much  more  charming  gufl;. 

New  life  inciteti,  and  warms  -our  chilly  blood. 

Strait  with  pert  looks,  we  raife  our  drooping  fronts. 

And  pour  in  cryftal  pure,  thy  purer  juice  j  — 

With  chearful  countenance  and  fteady  hand  4^ 

Raife  it  lip-high,  then  fix  the  fpacious  rim 

To  the  expelling  mouth ;  —  with  grateful  tafle. 

The  ebbing  wine  glides  fwiftly  o*er  the  tongue  5 

The  circling  blood  with  quicker  motion  flies  : 

iSuch  is  thy  powerful  influence,  thou  flrait  41 

Difpeirfl  thofe  clouds,  that,  louring  dark,  eclips'd 

The  whilom  glories  of  the  gladfon^;  face  ;  — 

While  dimpled  x:liceks,  and  fparkling,  rolling  eyes. 

Thy  chearing  virtues  and  thy  wonh  proclaim. 

So  mills  and  exhalations,  tluit  arife  ^e 

From  biiJs  or  fitamy  lake^  dujky  or  grey ^ 

Prevail ;  till  Phoebus  ihiedfi  Tkiuu«n  rays« 

3  And 
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And  paittts  their  fleecy  fkirts  with  ihining  gold  : 

Unable  to  refifl,  the  foggy  damps, 

That  veil'd  the  furface  of  the  verdant  fields,  ^5 

At  the  god's  penetrating  beams  difpcrfe? 

The  earth  again  in  former  hcauty  fmiles. 

In  gaudiefl  livery  dred,  all  gay  and  clear. 

When  difappointed  Strephon  meets  repulfc, 
'Scoff'd  at,  defpis'd,  in  melancholic  mood,  €0 

Joylefs  he  waftcs  in  fighs  the  lazy  hours ; 
Till,  rcinforcM  by  thy  moft  potent  aid. 
He  ftorms  the  breach,  and  wins  the  beauteous  fort. 

To  pay  thee  homage,  and  receive  thy  blelTing, 
The  Biitifli  feaman  quits  his  native  Ihore,  65 

And  ventures  through  the  track;efs,  deep  abyfs. 
Plowing  the  ocean,  while  the  upheav'd  oak, 
"  With  beaked  prow,  rides  tilting  o'er  the  waves  j" 
Shock'd  by  tcmpeftuous  jarring  winds,  ihe  rolls 

''In  dangers  imminent,  till  Ihe  arrives  70 

At  thofe  bleft  climes  thou  favour*fl  with  thy  piefencc. 
Whether  at  Lufitania's  fultry  coaft, 
Or  lofty  TcneriflF,  Palma,  Ferro, 
Provence,  or  at  the  Cehiberian  (bores ; 
With  gazing  pleafure  and  adonifhment  75 

At  Paradifc  (feat  of  our  ancient  fire) 
He  thinks  himfclf  arriv'd  j  the  purple  grapes. 
In  larged  cluilers  pendant,  grace  the  vines 
InnumoFous  j  in  fields  grotefque  and  wild 

'  They  with  implicit  curls  the  oak  entwine,  ^0 

And  load  with  fruit  divine  his  fprcading  boughs ; 
Sight  mofl  delicious  I  not  an  irkfome  thought, 

Or 


Or  of  lefr  oattve  iilc»  or  ab&nt  fnittid% 

Qr  cleared  wifie,  or  tencbr.^kiiig  btbo^ 

His  kindly-trtucherous  tofimofj  bow  pHkom^  t$. 

The  jovial  God  has  left  no  toiam  £qv  otrca. 

Celeftiallifiuorl  diou  that  didft  iufpiM 
Maro  an^  FlaccuB,  and  the  (jiraciaft  bard» 
Wkh  lofty  Dumbertt  and  hermc  ftiw^ 
Unparallerdy  with  eloqv^CDce  profbuiidy  9* 

And  arguments  convidiv*^  didft  enforce 
Fam*d  Tully,  and  DcmoftlMiBtft  rtnown'd  e 
Ennius,  firft  fam'd  in  Latin  iong^  in  vaLn 
Prew  Heliconian  fireamsy  vngratefui  whet 
To  jaded  Mufe,  and  oft%  wich  vain  attempc*  95 

Heroic  a^,  is  flagging  nvunben  dull* 
With  pains  efiay'd  t  h»t^  abjeA  fiUI  and  kir. 
His  unrecruited  Mufe  could  never  reach 
The  mighty  themei  tilli  from  the  purple  fount 
Of  bright  Lenaean  6re»  her  barren  drought  it% 

He  quench'd,  and  with  infpijdng  se^arous  juice^ 
Her  drooping  fpirits  chear'd;  -«-  aloft  flie  tower«> 
Borne  on  ftiif  pennonl,  and  of  war's  alarms* 
And  trophies  won,  ia  lofcieft  numbers  lings : 
*Tis  thou  the  hero's  breaft  to  nuuttal  a^s^  105 

And  refolution  bold,  and  ardowr  brave, 
£xcic*(V :  thou  check' A  inglorious,  lollisg  eafe. 
And  fluggitti  minds  with  generoua  fires  inflam'fl. 
O  thou,  that  firft  my  quicken'd  ioul  didd  warm* 
Still  with  thy  aid  ailid  me,  tliat  thy  pralfc,  i  r« 

Thy  univcrfal  fway  o*cr  all  the  world. 
In  everlading  numbers,  like  the  theme, 
\  may  record,  and  fing  thy  matchlefs  worth. 

Vol.  r.  U  Usji 
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Had  the  Oxonian  bard  thy  praife  rehears'd. 
His  Mufc  had  yet  retun'd  her  wonted  height;  in; 

Stibh  as  o£  late  o'er  Blenheim's  field  ihe  foar^ 
Aerial :  now  in  Ariconian  -bogs 
She  lies  inglorious:  floundering,  like  her  theme 
Languid  and  faint,  and  on  damp  wing,  immerg'd 
In  acid  juice,  in  vain  attempts  to  rife.  *ia3 

*  With  what  fublimefl;  joy  from  noify  town> 
At  rural  feat,  Lucretelus  rctir*d  : 
Flaccus,  untainted  by  perplexing  cares, 
Where  the  wWte  poplar,  and  the  lofty  pine. 
Join  neighbouring  boughs,  fweet  hofpiuble  fhade     \%$ 
Creating,  from  Phoebean  rays  fecure, 
A  cool  retreat,  with  few  well-chofen  friends. 
On  flowery- mead  recumbent,  fpent  the  hours 
In  minh  innocuous,  and  alternate  verfe  ! 
With  rofes  interwoven,  poplar  wreaths  130 

Their  temples  bind,  drefs  of  fylveftrian  gods  ? 
Choiccft  ne6iarean  juice  crown'd  largeft  bowls. 
And  ovcrlook'd  the  brim,  alluring  fight. 
Of  fragrant  fcent,  attra6ltve,  tafVe  divine  ! 
Whether  from  Formain-grape  deprefsM,  Falern,       13$ 
Or  Setin,  Maflic,  Gauran,  or  Sabine, 
Lefbian  or  Ccecuban,  the  chearing  bowl 
Mov*d  briflcly  round,  and  fpurr'd  their  heighten'd  wit 
To  fing  Maecenas'  praife,  their  patron  kind. 

But  we  not  as  our  priftine  fires  repair  14A 

T*  umbrageous  grot  or  vale;  but,  when  the  fun 
Faintly  from  weftern  fkies  his  rays  oblique 
Darts  floping,  and  to  Thetis*  watery  lap 

Hadens 
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Haftens  hi  prone  career,  with  frknds  fe!c6i: 
Swiftly  we  hie  to  Devil  ♦,  young -or  old,  ^45 

Jocund  and  boon,  where  at  the  entrance  flands 
A  fbipling,  who  with  fcrapes  aiid  humil  cringe 
Greets  us  in  winning  fpeech,  and  accent  bland  $ 
With  lighreft- bound,  and  fafe,  unerring  ftep» 
He  ikips  before,  and  nimbly  climbs  the  (lairs  t  15O 

Melampus  -thus,  panting  with  lolling  tongue. 
And  wagging  tail,  gjftnbols,  and  friiks  before 
HijS'fequent  lord,  from  penfive  walk  returned. 
Whether  in  Ihady  wood,  or  pafture  green, 
And  waits  his  coming  at  the  well-known  gate.  —    155 
l^igh  to  the  ibirs'  afcent,  in  regal  port. 
Sits  a  roajeitic  dame,  whofe  looks  denounce 
Command  and  fovereignty;  with  haughty,  air. 
And  ftudied  mien,  in  fcmi-circular  throne 
Enclosed,  fhe  deals  around  her  dread  commands  j      lig 
Behind  her  (dazzling  fight !)  in  order  rang'd. 
Pile  above  pile,  cryftalline  veirds  (hinc  ; 
Attendant  flaves  with  eager  (Irides  advance. 
And,  after  homage  paid,  bawl  out  aloud 
Words  unintelligible,  noife  confus'd  :  165 

She  knows  the  jargon  founds,  and  Hrait  defcxibes. 
In  chara6leis  mydeiious,  words  obfcure  j 
More  legible  are  algebraic  (igns. 
Or  myftic  hgures  by  magicians  drawn. 
When  they  invoke  th'  infernal  fpiiits  aid.  17a 

*  The  Duvil-taveri^  Temple-bar,  frequented  by  his 

friends. 

U  z  Drive 
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Drive  henc&ths  rujii?  9^,  bfucbs^rous  AiShmik^^ 
Of  (ftvage  Thraeiimsi.  aaj  Cro^tim  booi^ ; 
TLe  loud  CfAtiiuriaii  broiUwiih  Lapithae 
Sound  Yoffk  aq4  graung  to  I^naoan  god ; 
Chace  bn^tal  fbuds  q£  Qqlgian  (kipper^  hencc^  17|| 

(Amid  tbelp  c^p89  ^pfr  iimsite  tompcor  't  ft«wn}, 
Iq  cjumfy  gft  wielding  SicgsmdMCmn  knife* 
Who  flaih  99fil»  other's  eyie$:  wd  blubber'd  fape» 
Profaning  8«(;cI>fiQ^ian,  fol^mn  nte« : 
Mu(ic*s  haripqaious  numbers  better  fuic  il^. 

His  feftivalsy  fc^m  intoments  ox  vcHfe, 
Or  Qa({]crini'&  haod  tl)e  trembling  (bring 
Should  touch ;  or  £roni  the  dulcet  Tufcan  damqs. 
Or  warbling  Tout's  ff^  niore  melodious  tongue. 
Sweet  fymghonies  ibcrul^  flow,  the  Delian  god         1^5 
For  airy  Bacchus  is  allo^iate  meeu 

The  fUifs  afcfint  n^ow  g^n'td,  our  guide  unbaics 
The  door  of  fps^ciQus  roQip,  and  creaking  chairs^ 
(To  ear  offeniive)  round  the.  table  fets. 
We  fit,  when  thus,  his  florid  fpeech  begins :  x^m 

**  Name,  Sirs,  the  wine^  ths^t  moil  invites  your  tafte, 
**  Qhampaigne,  or  Qur^ndy»  or  Florence  pure,. 
"Or  Hpck  antique,  or  Liftjon  new  or  oW, 
•*  Bourdeaux,  or  neat  jrench  wine,  or  Alicant." 
For  Bourdeaux 'we  with  voice  unanimous  1^5 

Declare  (fuch  fympathy  's  in  boon  compeers). 
He  quits  the  room  alert,  but  foon  returns  j 
(kit  hand  capacious  gliflering  veflTels  bears 
Rcfplendent ;  t'other,  with  a  grafp  fccure, 
A  bottle  (mighty  charge !)  upftaid,  full  fraught     ao« 

With 
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With  goodly  wine.    He,  with  extended  hand 

RaisM  high,  pours  fbnh  the  fanguine  frodiy  juice^   . 

0*erfpread  with  btibbh»)  diiSptted  foon  : 

We  fbrait  to  arms  4«pik,  enperieiie'd  chiefs } 

Now  glaiTes  clath  with  f  lafle^  (channing  found  !)   ^05 

And  glorious  Annm's  hoalth>  ite  fit%  the  beH, 

Crowns  the  fill  glafs  $  -«•  at  htr  infpiriug  name. 

The  fpnghtly  wine  refults,  and  feems  to  fmile ; 

With  hearty  zeal,  and  with  unanimous. 

Her  health  we  drink,  and  in  her  health  our  own.     a  16 

A  paufe  enfues  }  and  now  with  grateful  chat 
We'  improve  the  interval;  and  joyous  mirth 
Engages  our  rais'd  fouls,  pat  repartee. 
Or  witty  joke,  our  airy  fe^fes  moves 
To  pleafant  laughter ;  ftraigbt  the  echoing  room      215 
With  univerfal  peals  and  fhbuts  -reibunds. 

The  royal  Dane,  bled  confort  of  the  queen. 
Next  crowns  the  rubyM  ned:ar,  all  whoije  biifs 
In  Anna  's  plac'd  :  -^  with  fympadietic  flame. 
And  mutual  endearments,  all  her  joys,  ii* 

Like  the  kind  turtle's  pure  tintainted  lov£. 
Centre  in  him,  who  (hares  tiie  grateful  hearts 
Of  loyal  fubjecks  with  his  fovereign  queen ; 
For,  by  his  prudent  care,  united  ihores 
Were  fav'd  from  lK){lile  fleets  invafion  dire.  zi^ 

The  hero  Marlborough  next,  wliofe  vaft  exploits 
Fame's  clarionToundsi  frcfli  laurels,  triumphs  new. 
We  wifli,  like  thofe  he  won  at  Hochfted's  field. 

Next  Dcvonihire  illuftrious,  who  from  race 
Of  noble  ft  patriots  fprang,  whofe  worthy  foul  30 

U  3  Is 
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Is  with  each  fair  and  virtuous  gift  adom'd. 
That  ihone  in  his  mod  worthy  anceflors  i 
For  then  diflin£k  in  ieparate  breads  were  feen 
Virtues  di{tin£):,  but  all  in  him  unite. 

Prudent  Godolphin,  of  the  nation* s  weal  z^^ 

Frugal,  but  free  and  generous  of  bis  §*wnf 
Kext  crowns  the  bowl ;  with  faithful  Sunderltaid^ 
And  Halifax,  the  Mufes'  darling  fon, 
In  whom  confpicuous,  with  full  ludre,  (hine 
The  furcft  judgement,  and  the  brighteft  wit,  24* 

Himfelf  Maecenas  and  a  Flaccus  too.  -— 
And  all  the  wortliies  of  the  Britiih  realm ^ 
In  order  ranged,  fucceed  ;  fuch  Healths  as  tinge 
The  dulcet  wine  with  a  more  charming  guft. 

Now  each  his  miflrefs  toadsi  by  whofe  bright  eye  2.5^ 
He  's  fir'd ;  Cofmelia  fair,  or  Dulcibell', 
Or  Sylvia,  comely  black,  with  jetty  eyes 
Piercing  j  or  ^ry  Cslia,  fprightly  maid !  — » 
Infenfibly  thus  flow  unnuraber'd  hours ; 
Glafs  Succeeds  glaf»,  till  the  Dircean  god  159^ 

Shines  in  our  eyes,  and  with  his  fulgent  ray» 
Enlightens  our  glad  looks  with  lovely  dye ; 
All  blithe  and  jolly,  diat,  like  Arthur's  knightSf 
Of  rotund  table,  fam'd  in  old  records, 
Now  moft  we  fecm'd — inch  is  the  power  of  Wm  E.  255 

Thus  we  the  winged  hours  in  hamilefs  mirth 
And  joys  unfuUvM  pafs,  till  humid  niglit 
Has  half  her  race  perform 'd,  now  all  al)road 
Is  hudi'd  and  (ilent,  nor  the  rumbling  noife 
Of  coach  or  cart,  or  imoaky  link-boy's  call,  if^o 

s  J» 
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Is  heard  —  but  univerfal  filence  reigns  : 

When  we  in  merry  plight,  airy  and  gay, 

Surpriz'd  to  find  the  hours  fo  iWiftly  fiy, 

With  hafly  knock,  or  twang  of  pendent  cord, 

idarm  the  drowzy  youth  from  (lamberih^  nod  |      065 

Startled  he  flies,  and  flumbles  o'er  the  ftairs 

Erroneous,  and  with  bufy  knuckles  plies 

His  yet  dimg  eye- lids,  and  with  iUggering  reel 

Enters  confus'd,  and  muttering  aiks  our  wills ; 

When  we  with  liberal  hand  the  fcore  difcharge,        a;* 

And  homeward  each  his  courfe  with  fteady  (lep 

Vnernog  fleersy  of  cares  and  coin  bereft. 
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LABONTATION  OF  GLUMDALCUTCH 

FOR    THE 

L086   or    GiLILDRiG. 

A       PASTORAL. 

C  OON  ts  Glurodalclitcli  mifsM  *ter  plenling  caoe, 

^  She  wept,  ihe  blubberM,  and  Ihe  tore  her  kaif. 

No  Britilb  mifs  fincerer  grief  has  known, 

Her  fquirre]  inil1ing»  or  her  fparrow  flown. 

8he  furl'd  her  (iimpleri  and  haul'd-in  her  thread,         5 

And  fluck  her  needle  into  Grildrig's  bed ; 

Then  fpreaa  her  hands,  and  with  a  bounce  let  fall 

Her  baby,  like  the  giant  in  Guildhall. 

In  peals  of  thunder  now  (he  roars,  and  now 

She  gently  whimpers  like  a  lowing  cow :  10 

Yet  lovely  in  her  forrow  ilill  appears, 

Her  locks  diiheverd,  and  her  flood  of  tears, 

Seem  like  the  lofty  barn  of  fome  rich  fwain. 

When  from  the  thatch  drips  faft  a  fliower  of  rain. 

In  vain  ihr  fearch'd  each  cranny  of  the  houfe,  *      t^ 
Each  gaping  chink  impervious  to  a  moufe. 
"  Was  it  for  this  (flic  cry'd)  with  daily  care 
"  Within  thy  reach  I  fet  the  vinegar; 
"  And  fill'd  the  cruet  with  the  acid  tide, 
"  While  pcppcr-watcr  worms  thy  bait  lupply'd,         %o 

**  Where 
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**  Where  twin'd  tht  filver  'Ccl  around  thy  hodc, 

*'  And  all  the  lirtle  monOets  of  the  breofc  } 

«*  Sure  in  that  \tke  he  ^ropt :  My  GriHy  *%  4P0#tt'd."— 

She  dragg'd  tfic  cract,  b«  no  Grildrig  fbttbd. 

«  Vkhi  fe  thy  counigc,  <5rfHy,  van  thy  hoaft  t      15 
"  But  little  creatMl^s  enterprite  the  tnoft. 
**  TicinhfiBg,  I  *rc  feen  thee  dare  the  kittcn*s  paw, 
«*  Nay,  rttx  ^ith  chilchrcn  as  they  Y)lay*d  « taw, 
**  Nor  fear'd  the  marbles,  fts  tficy  hotmding  ftc«r : 
•'  Marbles  to  therm,  but  rolling  rocks  to  you.  |« 

"  Why  dW  I  truft  thee  wiih  rtiit  giddy  youth  ! 
"  Wh6  from  a  pigs  c4n  ever  Icarft  tlic  truth  ? 
**  Vers'd  m  ooutt-iricks   that  money-loving  boy 
"  To  fome  lord's  daughter  fold  thd  Ihring  toy; 
**  Or.  rent  hhn  limb  from  limb,  in  cruel  play,  35 

<*  As  children  tear  the  wings  of  flies  awny. 
«*  From  place  to  place  o'er  Brobdingnag  1 11  roatm, 
**  And  never  will  return,  or  bring  thee  home. 
*'  But  who  hath  eyes  to  trace  the  pa  (Ting  wind  ? 
♦*  How  then  thy  fairy  footfteps  can  I  find  ?  49 

**  Doft  thou  bewildcT*d  wander  all  alone, 
**  In  the  green  tliickct  of  a  molFy  (lone ; 
"  Or,  tumbled  from  the  toad^twl'b  flippcry  round, 
**  Perhaps  all  maim'd,  lie  groveling  on  the  ground  ? 
"  Doft  thou  imbofom*d  in  the  iovcly  rofc,  45 

**  Or  funk  within  the  peach's  down,  repofe? 
**  Within  the  king-cup  if  thy  limbs  arc  fpread, 
**  Or  in  the  golden  cowflip*s  velvet  head  : 
*<  O  (hew  mc.  Flora,  'niidft  thofc  fwcets,  the  flower 
**  Where  deeps  my  Griidrig  :n  his  fragrant  bower!    $9 

•«  But 
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•<  But  ah  I  I  fear  thy  little  ftncy  roves 
'<  On  little  femaleS)  and  on  little  loves  ; 
•*  Thy  pigmy  children,  and  thy  tiny  fpoufc, 
**  The  baby-playthings  that  adorn  thy  houfe, 
**  Door9>  windows,,  chimneys,  and  the  fpacious  rooms 
**  Equal  in  fize  to  cells  of  honeycombs. 
**  Had  thou  for  thefe  now  venturM  from  the  ihore, 
**  Thy  bark  a  bcan-fhell,  and  a  draw  thy  oar? 
**  Or  in  thy  box  now  bounding  on  the  mun  ? 
**  Shall  I  ne'er  heap  thyfelf  and  houfe  again  ?  €• 

**  And  ihall  I  (et  thee  on  my  hand  no  more^ 
•*  To  fee  thee  leap  the  lines,  and  traverfe  o'er 
•*  My  fpacious  palm  ?  of  ftaiure  fcarce  a  fpan, 
**  Mimic  the  a£tions  of  a  real  man  > 
**  No  more  behold  thee  turn  my  watch's  key>  65 

'*'  As  feamen  at  a  capdern  anchors  weigh  ? 
**  How  wad  thou  wont  to  walk  with  cautious  tread,- 
**  A  difti  of  tea,  like  milk- pail,  on  thy  head  ? 
**  How  chace  the  mite  that  bore^  thy  cheefe  away^ 
**  And  keep  the  rolling  maggot  at  a  bay  ?"  70 

She  faid ;  but  broken  accents  dopt  her  voice, . 
Soft  as  the  fpeaking-trumpet's  mellow  noifc. 
She  fobb'd  a  dorm,  and  wip/d  her  flowing  eyes. 
Which  feem*d  like  two  broad  funs  in  mifty  ikies  !— 
O!  fquander  not  thy  grief  j  thofe  tears  command       75- 
To  weep  upon  our  cod  in  Newfoundland  : 
The  plenteous  pickle  (hall  preferve  the  fjih,^ 
And  Europe  tade  thy  forrows  in  a  diih. 


TO 
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T  a  ,QJJ  iNBus   flestrin; 

THE   MAN-MOUNTAIN. 
A      LILLIPUTIAN      ODE. 


I. 
TN  amaze 
-■'  Loft,  I  gaze. 
Can  our  eyes 
Reach  thy  fize  ? 
May  my  lays 
Swell  with  praife. 
Worthy  thee  ! 
Worthy  me  \ 
Mufe,  infptre 
All  thy  fire! 
Bards  of  old 
Of  him  toldy 
Whcr>  rfiey  faid 
Atlas'  head 
Propt  the  ikies  : 
ISee !  and  believe  your  eyes  ? 

II. 
See  him  ftride 
Valleys  wide ; 
Over  woods. 
Over  floods. 
When  he  treads,. 
Mountains  heads 
Groan  and  fliake: 
Arnucs  quake, 


Left  his  fpura 

Overturn 

Man  and  fteed. 

Troops^  take  heed  l 

Left  and  right 

Speed  your  flight  I 

Left  an  hoft 
Beneath  his  foot  be  loft. 
IIL 
Tura'd  afidc 

From  his  hide, 

Safe  from  wound' 

Darts  rebound. 

From  his  nofe 

Clouds  he  blows  $ 

When  he  fpeaks. 

Thunder  breaks  I" 

When  he  eats. 

Famine  threats ! 

When  he  drinks^ 

Neptune  ftirinks! 

Nigh  thy  ear, 

In  mid  air. 

On  tliy  hand. 

Let  me  ftand. 

So  ihall  I 
(Lofty  Poet  !)touchthelky. 
VEL^SES 
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VERSES 

TO  BE  PLACED  CXDER  THE  PICTTEE 

O  7 

SIR    RICHARD   BLACK^MORE, 

EVGLAKB'S    ARCH-POET; 

C09TAIVI9IC 

A  COSfPLEAT  CATALOGCE  OF  HB  IXHOUISL 

SEE  who  ne'er  was  nof  will  be  half  md  : 
Whr>  firft  fang  (i)  Arrhar,  then  (ang  (a)  A^c^s 
Prai&M  great  ())  Eftta  io  GcmI's  afiger. 
Till  all  true  EngliflinKn  cry'd,  Hang  her ! 
I^ade  WiUtam't  vimief  wipe  the  bare  a— 
And  han^^d'Up  Marlborough  in  (4)  arras; 
Then,  hiU'd  from  earth,  grew  heavenly  <|iiioB : 
Made  erery  reader  curfe  the  (5}  light : 
Maul'd  htiman  wit  in  one  thick  (6)  iatifte, 
I^ext  10  three  books  fpoil'd  (7)  huiDan  natures 
Undid  (%)  creation  at  a  jirk. 
And  of  (9}  redea){>tion  made  damn'd  work* 

(i)  Two  Heroic  Poemsy  in  folio,  twenty  books. 

(2)  Heroic  Poem,  in  twelve  l)ooks. 

(3)  Heroic  Poem,  in  folio,  ten  books. 

(4)  InAru£Uon»  to  Vanderbank,  a  tapcAry-weaver. 
(O  Hymn  to  the  li^ht. 

(6)  Satire  againft  wit. 

(7)  Of  the  nature  of  man. 

(5)  Creation,  a  Poem,  in  feren  books. 

<5)  RcUcmptioni  another  Heroic  Poem  in  fix  books. 

Then 
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Then  took  his  Mufe  at  once  and  dipt  her 
Full  in  the  middle  of  the  Scripture. 
WImc  wonders  ^ere  thp  man,  grpwn  Mp  did  f 
Stemhold  himfelf  he  out-Stemholded, 
Made  (lo)  David  feem  fo  mad  and  freakifh^ 
All  thought  him  juft  what  diovg^  king  Achiz., 
No  mortal  read  his  ( 1 1 )  Sobmooy. 
But  judg'd  Re'boam  his  own  fon. 
Mofes  he  ferv'd  as  Mofes  Pharaobf 
And  Deborah  (ii)i  as  She  Sife-rjlh  : 
Made  (13)  Jeremy  full  fore  to  CXY» 
And  ( 14}  Job  himfelf  curfe  God  and  dii;. 
What  punifhment  all.  this  muft  follow  ? 
Shall  Arthur  ufe  him  like  king  Tollp  I 
Shall  David  as  Uriah  (lay  him  > 
Or  dextrous  Deborah  Sifera-him  ? 
Or  ihall  Eliza  lay  a  plot, 
To  treat  him  like  her  fifter  Scot  I 
Shall  William  dub  his  better  end  **, 
Or  Marlborough  ferve  him  like  sijriijfdt 
No  ! — none  of  thcfe  ! — Heaven  fpare  his  life ! 
But  fend  him,  honed  Job,  thy  wile ! 

(10)  Tranflation  of  all  the  Pfahns. 

(11)  Canticles  and  Ejcclefiaftes. 

(12)  Paraphrafe   of    the    Cantiolss  of    MoSsf  and 
Deborah,  Sec, 

(13)  The  Lamentations. 

(14)  The  whole  Book  of  Job,  a  Fooon. 

*  Kick  him  on  the  bixech,  not  knight  him  on  the 
ihoulder. 

ARE. 


fll^t  GAY'S     POEMS. 

A  RECEIPT  FOR  STEWING  VEAt. 
WITH  NOTES  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

nPAKE  akrrucklcofveal; 
■*"    You  may  buy  it  or  ftcaL 
In  a  few  pieces  cut  it : 
In  a  ftewing-pan  put  it. 
Salt,  pepper,  and  mace 

Mufl  feafon  this  knuckle ; 
Then  *  what  *8  join'd  to  a  place 

With  other  herbs  nrackle  j 
That  which  killed  king  f  Will : 
And  what  never  J  (lands  flill. 
Some  §  fprigs  of  that  bed 
Where  children  arc  bred, 
Which  much  you  will  mend,  if 
Both  fpinnage  and  endive, 
And  lettuce,  and  beet. 
With  marrygold  meet. 
Put  no  water  at  all ; 
For  it  maketh  things  fmall. 
Which,  left  it  (hould  happen, 
A  clofe  cover  clap  on. 

♦Vulgo,  falarv. 
-f  Suppofed  i'orrel. 

I  This  is  by  Dr.  Bentley  thought  to  be  time,  or 
thvme. 
'i  Parfley.    Vide  Chamberlayne. 

Put 
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Tut  this  pot  of  •  Wood's  mettle 

In  a  hot  boiling  kettle, 

And  tkrie  kt  ife  bp  ■        -   : 

(Mark  the  doftrinc  I  teacTi) 

Atx)ut— let  me  fee- 
Thrice  as  long  as  you  preach  f  t 

So  ikimming  the.fat  ofify 

Say  grace  with  your  hat  oflf. 

O,  then  !  with  what  rapture 

Will  it  fill  dean  and  chapter  !         ' .-    '. 

•  Of  this  compoiition,  fee  the  Works  of  the  Coj^cr- 
farthing  DeiV>«  '     '        '. 

t  Which  we  fuppofe  to  be  near  four  hours. 


ACIS 


m      • 

ACIS    AND    GALiTTEA, 

A 

SERENATA, 

THE  MUSIC  BY  MIL  HANDSL. 

PART  THE  FIRST. 

•'  * 

A  rural  profpe^  dlverfified  with  rocks,  groves,  and 
a  river.    Aci»  and  Galatea  feated  by  a  ibunt^n*^ 
Chorus  of  nymphs  and  ihepherds,    diffaibuted 
about  the  landfcape ;  and  Polyphemus  diicofvered 
fittin{f  upon  a  mountain. 

CHORUS. 

r\  THE  pleafure  of  the  plains  ! 
^^    Happy  nymphs  and  happy  fwains^ 
(Harmlefs^  merry,  free»  and  gay) 
Dance  and  fport  the  hours  away» 

For  us  the  zephyr  blows, 

For  us  diitils  the  dew. 
For  us  unfolds  the  rofe, 

And  flowers  difplay  their  hue  : 

For 


^i 
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Tor  us  the  winters  rain ; 

For  u^be  furhnlfti^  niift  ; 
Spring  fwells  for  us  thc^rain. 

And  autumn  bleeds  the  vine. 

RECITATIVE. 

Galatea. 

Yc  verdant  plains,  and  >voody  mouniains, 

Purling  ffreams,  and*  Wlbbling^ountains,  ^ 

Ye  painted  gl^nc's  of  the  field, 

Vain  are  |he  pleafurcs  whfch  you  yield  j  ^ 

Too  thin  the  -ffiadow  <)f  the  grove,  • 

Too  faint  the  gales,  to  Cool  my  lov^  ^  .  ' 

•  ••  - 

•       -AIR.*      • 

Huih,  you  pretty  warbling  choii, 
,      Your  thrilling  ftrains  ♦ 

Awake  my  pains, 
And  kindle  fierce  ilcfirc  : 
Ccafc  your  fong,  ami  rake  your  flight ; 
Bring  back  my  Acis  to  my  fight. 

Da  CapQ. 

*    -AIR. 
^cis. 
.Whcse  Ihall  I  fcek  the  charming  Fair  ? 
Direft  the  way,  kind  geriiu§  of  the  nfiouatiiub  : 

O  tell  mc  if  you  faw  my  dear  5 
Seeks  (he  the  groves,  or  bathes  in  cryflal fountains? 
'  ^      •  Da  Capa, 

Vol.  I.  X  RECt- 


RErttATlVJE.  • 
Dam  OH, 


# 


Simy,  ibepherd,  fby! 

See  how  thy  flocks  in  yonder  ralley  (bay. 

Wha^meati's  this  mehmcholy  air? 

No  more  ehy  tuaeUil  fipe  we  bear. 
♦ 

^  A  I JL  *    *  * 

Shepherd,  what  art  thou  purfdingt 
Hecdlcfs  running  tpnhy  ruin?  ^ 

Share  our  joy,  our  plfc^fure  ihare-: 
•^avc  thy^pa/Tion  tiU  to-morrow ; 
Let  the  day'^^e  free  fibm  forrow,.  • 

i^rce  fr^m  love,  and. fret  frofn  care. 

Da  Cajm. 

'.'RJECITATIVE. 
Acis.       ' 

Lo  here,  my  Love  ! 
Turn,  Galatea,  hither  turn  thine  eyes.j 
iiep^  at  thy  feet  the  lonjging  •Acis  lies.  • 

AIR. 

Love  in  her  eyes  iks  pkying,         ,      ,        • 

And  iljeds  dclicjuu^  death .; 
Love  in  her  lips  is  (Iraying,  * 

And  warbling  in  her  breath:: 

•  •  Love 
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Love  on  her  brcaft  fits  panting,  '         » 

And  fwells  with  foft  ddRre  :    « 
Nor  grace,  nor  charmy  i^  wanting 

To  fet  the  hes^t  on  fipe. 

K'ECITATIVE. 

Gai^atea,       '        r    %  * 

O  !  didft  tl^ou  know  the  paigs  of  abfent  love, 
Acis  would  ne'er  from  Galatea  rove. 

V.    a'i-r,  ' 

As  wh'tn  the  dove, 

{.amentshis  kive,  ^ 
All  on  tlie  nakfd  fpray  ;        • 

When  he  returns, 

No  more  ihc  moumr, 
But  loves  the  live-loq^  day'.     * 

Billing,  cooing. 

Panting,  wooing. 
Melting  murmurs  hll  the  grove  i    . 
jAcking  murmure,  lading  lo^e. 

D  U.  ?  T. 
«      Acrt  AND  Galatea. 
,  Happy  we*! 

What  joys  I  feel  !  -^  What  charms  I  fee  I 
.  Of  all  youths,  thdu  deareft  boy  I  # 

*  Of  all  nymphs,  thou  brighteft  fair ! 
Thou  all  iny  blifs,  thou  all  my  joy  ! 

.         '  Da  Capdn 

C  H  O  R  U^S. 
Happy  w,  &c. 

Xi  ACl^ 
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« 

ACIS  'ANP    GALATEA, 


S^BRENATA. 
PART  THE  SECOND. 

A  Concerto\>B  die  Ok  c  a  k.  » 

.C  H  OK  V  S. 

TXTRETCHED  jovcfs  ?  Fate  has  pafs'd   , 
^\    This  fad  decree ;  no  joy  (halllaft.  "      ' 
Wretched  lovers  !  quit  your  dielm  ; 
Behold  the  lyonfler  Polypheme.  ^ 

^  See  whar  ample  ftrides  be  takes  ;.  ^ 

The  mountain  vodsy  the  fSreft  (hakes  ;  « 

The  waves  mo  frightenM  to  the^fhores  : 
Hark  !  liow^the  thundering  Giau^t  roars ! 

R  E  C  IT ATIVE  accompanied.^ 

Poltp'hemb^ 

I  rage,  I  meh,  I  bsm. 
The  feeble  God  has  ibbb'd  me  to  the  heart.  * 

Thou  trufty  pine,  *         • 

Prop  of  mj  god-like  ^ps,  I  lay  thee  by. 

^  1*  Brin^ 
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^Bring  me  a  hundrt^  reeds,  of  decent  growth^ 
To  make  a  pipe  for  my  capacious  mouth ; 
In  (oh  enchanting  accents  let  me  breathe 
Swce^  Galatea's  beauty,  smd  ify  \gYC. 

*  ^  t 

AIR.  ^ 

O"  ruddier  than  tive  cherry  !  ..  .^    r      ♦     *  -• 

O  fwceter  than  the  berry  !      ,  •  ^ 

*      O  Nymph  md|e  bright 
"Than  moon-fhine  night,     ^ 

Like  kid  lings  blithe  and  merry  !       *  ^    * 

Ripe*  as  the  melting  cluAer ! 

No  lily  has  fuch  juftre ; 

Yet  hard  to  taiijc    *  ^ 

As  raging  flame,  4.        » 

Aad  fierce  as  dorms  that  bluHer  f         * 
^  Da  Capo, 

RECITATIVE. 

V 

PoLYPHEHilUS,  GaL/M'EA.  » 

Poly.  Whitl^cry^aireft,  arr  thou  i^nning. 
Still  my  «Farm  eml}races  fhun^^ng  ? 

The  lion  calls  not  %m  his  prey  j 
Nor  bids  the  *ulf  the*  lambkin  ilay^ 

Thee  Pdlyphemus,  great  a?  Jove, 
Calls  to  empire,  and  to  love :  ^ 

To  his  palace  in  the  rock. 

To  bis  dairy  I  to  his  flock  1 


Gal. 
^OLy. 


30*  GAT'S      POCMS. 

To  tbe  grafiip  ef  purpk  hue. 
To  the^lumb  of  gl(^  Blue ;  *     ^ 

'^Wildings  iMch  expe£bng  dzad. 
Proud  to  Be  gaiier'd  l^  tby  band.      « 

'   Gal.  Of  infaDt-liml>s  to  make  my  food! 

And  fwill  full  draughts  of  human  blood ! 
»  •     •      Gov  raonftcr»!  bid  (ami  odicr  gucft  z 
^       Ik>athtl)ehda;  IlduKthefeaft. 

^     AIR. 

*  PO^BBEMUS. 

*  Ccafc  td  .beauty  tg^be  fuing  : 

Ever  whining  love  tlifdaining^ 
,        ♦  I^t  the  brave,  their  aims  purfuing,        * 
Smi  be  conquering,  not  complaining. 
•  ,  Da  Cap»» 

.       ■       .  A  JR.       •     •.  ♦  ■ 

I  Damon. 

Would  yo\F gain  the  tender  ci;^ure  ? 
Sottly,  gently,  kindly  treat  hej:    ^  ^ 

Suffering  is  the  lover's  part  : 
Beauty  by  conflrs^rif  poljfffing, 
Yiou  enjoy  J)Ut half  the  bkfling,       » 

Lifctrfs  cliarms  witliout  the  lieart.  • 

•    Pa  Cape, 

.  RECI- 

.'•     ♦  '     «       ;• 
.      ..    V      . 
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^  R^CITATMVE. 

Acis.    ^ 

'  Hi^  hideous  loye  p^vokestmy  fage; 
Weak  a*  I  am,  I  mud  engage  :  4       k 

Itifpir'd  wiQ^  thy  vi^orious  charmSy 
The  God  of  JLoVe«vill  lencll^s  arms.       • 

AIR.       '    • 

*  ■  ■        •     • 

,  .  .  Love  founds  th'  alann^ 

And  fear  is  a  flying^  ♦ 

When  beauty  's  the  prize, 
*    What  mortal  fears  ilyiog  ?-'  '       * 

In  defence  of  my  treafure, »  t 

I  'd  bleed  at  each  vein  ^ 
Without  her  no  plcafure  j    *  ' 

For  lift  is  a  pain*  •    .  ♦ 

A  In.      ,  • 

Di^ON.  0 

Confitler,  l^nd  fhepherd,      *  ^ 

Hdw  Aeetin^  *s  the  pleafuit, 
THat  flatters  our  hppcs 

la  purfuit  5f  the  faii^ 
The  j6]^s  that  attend  it,  .    .       ' 

•  •  By  momcnw  we  meafure  j  •  '     ' 

JBut  Ufe  is  coo  httle 
To  meafure  our  care. 

DbCafd, 


* 
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^Galatba. 

Ceale,  O  ceafe,*thou  gently  youth ;  ^ 

^Truft  my  conftancy  and  titidtt  i  ..        # 
Truft  my  truth,  and  p^wtirs  ab€JVe|p^ 
The  jjjowers  prop^jigus  ftiU  ia*Q^* 

*  •'^      T  R  i*a      ^  ♦ 

Acis,  Galatea,  an^  Poi.YPHeM&«<^ 

Apis  and  Gi^.  The  liicl^  fliall  leave  the  ipountainav. 
^  The  woods  tjje  turtle-dov^,  • 

Th^  iij'mphs  fbrfakc  the  fbuiftains^ 
Erj^  I  forfake  my  love.  ^ 

Pgi,V.  Corture  !  fury  ^  tage  !  def^air  !  , 

»  I  c2Jtyiot,  cannot,  x^annot  hear. 

•*> 
Acis  and  Gal.  Nat  ihowers  to  larlu  fo  pleaing^; 

*  ^  Nor  ^ifiiine  to  iTie  hee ';  ** 

l&c  flecp  to  toil  fo  cafm^ 

^  A^  thtf#dcar  fmiles  to.  me. 

^  POLt.  Fly  Avift,  thou  maflCy  ruin,  f^ : 

Die,^prefuAptuou8  Acisji^dkr  * 

'    RECITATIVE., 

*  Acis««  1^ 

Help,  Galatea  \  help,  ,yc  parent  gods  ?       #  ''  • 

And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  abodes !       a 

.'        '  CHORUS* 


**  *- 


« 
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C  H  O  R  U*S.      . 

^     Moum,  all  yc  Mufes  j  weep,  y!5  fwaips  j     ^ 
Toqp,  tune  your  reeds  to  dolefur.(li;}i|38  $ 

Groans,  cries,  And  Rowlings,  fill  the  neighbounnf;  (hiOt,, 
Ah  !  —  the  gentle  Acis*is  no  more. 

SON.G    ANp    ClJOB^Ul. 
Galatba.' 

Miift  I  my  ^cis  (Vill  bcipoa;!^    - 
Jnglorious  crufti*d  beneaihthat  ftone  ^- 
•>;      Mud  the  lovely  charming  youth  ,  t 

DiAbr  his  conftancy  aod  trnrfi  ? 
^ay,  what  comfort  cai)^  you  find  ? 
For  dark  defpair  overclouds  my  mind. 

CHORUS.      ,       ». 

Ccaile,  iSalatea,  .teafc  to  erievc  j 

Be»vail  not,  when  tho*  canft  rclieyc  r  ^        * 

Call  forth  thy  power,  employ  thy  art ;   ^         • 

The  goddds  foon  pn  heS  thy  fmart  z 

To  kindred  god*  the  youth  return,  * 

Thioigh  vertiant  plains^o  roll  his  urn... 

.  '  .  ** 

RECITATIVE. 
Galate^. 

Tis  don^:  thus  I  exert  my  power  divine } 
Be  ^hqy  icQ mortal,  though  thou  art  not  mine. 
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•     ,     All 

Heart,  4ou  feat  of  foft  delight ! 
Be  thou  now  a  fountam  bright  $ 
Purple  be  no  more  thy  blood, 
Glide  thou  like  a  cr^^al  flood  ; 
Rook,  thy  hollow  womb  ^fdofe  : 
The  bubbling  fountain,  lo  !  h  flowsi . 
ThTotigh  the  plains  he  joys  to  rove, , 
Murmuring  flill  his  gentle  love. 

r 

chorus: 

Galatea,  dry  thy  tears :      ' 
Acts  now  a  god  appears*  ^ 

See  how  he  rears  him*  from  his  bed  $ . 
See  the  wreath  that  bindft  his  head. . 
.    Hail !  thou  gentle  murmuring  flream^ . 
Shepherds*  pleafure,  Mufes'  theme ; 
Through  the  plain  dill  joy  to  rove,  .  $ 
Murmuring  flill  thy  gentle  love. 
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TH  B. 

5         T         O         R         Y 

OP 

ACKELOVSr  AND*  HERCULES. 
From()viD'«  M£tamorphos£8*    Book  IX.  , 

ARGUMENT. 

Thcfcus,  returning  from  a  great  hunting-match  id 
Calydon,  is  flopped  from  proceeding  by  the  overflow- 
ing of  tflc  river  Achelous.  —The  god  of  the  ftream 
courteoufly  uivites  him  into  his  cave,  where  they  pafs 
the  time  hi  dycourfing  of  various  metamorphofes. 
At  lad,  to  prove  the  poflibility  of  fuch  changes,  he 
afTerts  that  he  has  him£elf  the  power  o^  varying  hi« 
form  within  certain  limitations,  among  which  he 
mentions  his  having  lofl  on«  of  his  horns  when  in  the 
ihape  of  a  bull;  and  this  gives  rife  to.  the  following 
flory. 

npHESfeuS  requeft%the  G'od  to  tell  his  woe^, 
-■"   WJience  his  roeim*d  brow,  and  vrhcncc  his  groanf 
.  arofc  ^  ♦  ^  *  "        • 
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When  thus  the  Calydonian  Stream  reply'd, 

With  twining  reeds  his  carelcfs  trellcs  tied  : 

**  Ungrateful  is  the  tale ;  for  who  can  bear,  5 

"  When  conquer'd/to  rehearfe  the  fhafncful  war? 

«•  Yet  I  *11  the  melancholy  flory  trace ;  ♦ 

**  So  great  a  Conqueror  foftons  the  difgrace  :    ' 

•*  Nor  was  it  ftill  fo  mean  the  prize»to  yiehl, 

<'  As  great  and  glorious  to  difputc  the  field.  J9 

**  Perhaps  you  've  heard  of  Dyi'anira's  name, 
•*  For  all  the  country  fpoke  her  beauty *s  fame. 
"  Long  was  the  nymph  by  numerous  fuitors  woo'dy 
**  Each  with  addr^fs  hii^envy'd  hopes  J3urfued  :  *     5 

*'  I  join'd  the  loving  band  ;  to  gain  thq  /air>  15 

**,  Reveal'd  my  palTion  to  her  father  s  eir. 
*'  Their  vain  pretenfions  all  the  reft  refign  ; 
*<  Alcides  only  drove  to  equal  mine  :  .  *      * 

**  H«  botfls  his  birth  from  Jo^e,  recounts  l\is  fpoilsy 
<<  His  fte(>-clame*s  bate  fubdued,  and  £niih*d  toils.    t%., 

**  Can  mortals  then  (iaid  I),  with  gods  compared 
^  Behold  a  god ;  mine  is  the  watery  care  : 
«  Through  your  Wide  realms  I  take  ^y  mazy  way, 
<'  Branch  into  ftreame,  and*  o'er  tl>e  region  (bay :       * 
^  No  foreign  gueft  your  daughter's  charms  adores,  if^  ^ 
<<  But  one  ybo  rifes  [^  your  native  ikores. 
«  Let  not  his  puniibmen^your  pity  move  t 
•*  Is  Juno's  hate  an  argument  for  lovt:  ?  , 

*<  Though  you  your  life  fitm  fair  Alcmena  drew, 
«*  Jove 's  a  fei^n'd  father,  or  by  fraud  I  true.  j# 

«  Choofc  then  ;  confefs  thy  mother's  honour  loft,    » 
"  Of  thy  dcfccnt  £:om' Jove  no  longer  boaft."  ^ 
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tVhile  thus  I  fpoke;.  he  look'd  with  fterd  difdain, 
Nor  could  the  fallies  of  his  wnjth  reftrain, 
Whiclrthus  bro^eforth:  "This  arm  decides  our  right:  35- 
**  Vanquiih  in  word^  :  be  mine  the  prize  in  fight ! ' 

**  Bold  he  rufli'd  on.     My  honour  to  maiAtain, 
"I  fling  my  verdant  garments  on  the  plain,   * 
<*  My  arms  (Irwtch  forth,  my^ pliant  limbs  prepare,. 
**  And  with  bent  hands  expedl  the  furious  war.    ■    jy^*- 
**  Q'er  my  fleck,  (kin  notv  gathered  duO:  he  throws^ 
"  And  yellow  fand  his  mighty  mufclcs'ftrow^. 
**  Oh*  he  my  neck  and  nimble  legs  aflails, 
**  He  feems  to  grafp  me,  but  as  often  fails  : 
**  Each  part  he  pow  invade«  with  eager  hand;  45 

**  ^afe  in  my  bulk,  immoveable  I  (land. 
**  So  when  loud  fiorms  break«high,  and  foam  and  ro«r   ' 
**  Againft  fqme  mole  that  ftretchcs  from  the  fhore  ; 
**  The  firm  foundation  lafbng  tempeds  braves, 
**  Defies  the  warring  winds,  and  driving  waves.  5^ 

<<  Awhile  we  breathe,  then  forward  rufh  amain, 
**  Renew  .the  combat,  and  our  ground  maintain  ; 
•*  Foot  ftrove  with  foot,  I  prone  extend  my  breafl, 
'<  Hands  war  witR  luinds,  and  forciiMd  forehead  prefs'd. 
*\  Thus  Have  ^  fecn  two- furious  bulls  engage,  5^- 

*'  Inflamed  ^ith  etfual  love,  and  equal  rage  ; 
"  Each  claims  the  faireft  heifer  of  the  grove, 
**  And  coQ^uell  only  can  decide  their  love  : 
•*  The  trembling  herds  furvcy  the  fight  from  far, 
**  Till  viftory  decides  tK*  important  war.  6» 

•*  Three  times  in  vain  he  ftrove  my  joints  to  wrefl; 
*'  To  force  my  liold/and  tlirow  me  from  his  bread; 
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'**  The  fourth  he  broke  my  gripe,  that  clafp'd  him  round^ 
'^*  Then  with  new  force  he  ftretch'd'me  on  the  ground; 
#•  Clofc  to  my  back  the  mighty  burden  clung,  6hj 

**  As  if  a  mountain  o*er  -my  limbs  were  flung. 
**  Believe  my  tale ;  nor  do  I,  beaftful,  aim 
"By  feigA'd  narration  to  extol  my  fame, 
"  No  fooacr  from  his  graffi  I  freedom  get, 
'•  Unlock  my  arms,  that'flow'd  with  trickling  fweat,  7« 
**  But  quick  he  feizM  me,  and  »enew*d  the  flrife,      . 
"  As  my  exhaurtcd  bofom  pants  for  life  :    . 
**  My  neck  he  gripes,  my  knee  to  earth  he  fhnins  ; 
'*  I  fall,  and  bite  the  fand  with  'lliame  and  pfiins. 

**  0*er-m«tchM  in  {lrength,to  wiks  and  ans  I  take,  75 
"  And  (lip  his  hold,  in  form  of  fpeckled  fuake;        , 
"**  Who,  when  I  wreath'd  in  fpires  mybody  round, 
*•  Or  fhew'd  -my  forky-tongue  with  hifling  found, 
**  Smiles  at  my  threats.     Such  foes  my  cradle  kneW^ 
'^  He  cries  j  dire  fnakes  my  infant-hand  overthrew ;    8* 
**  A  dragon's  form  might  oth^r  conquefts  gain, 
<*  To  war  with  me  you  take  that  ijiape  in  vain. 
'  ■  **  Art  thou  proponian*d  to  the  Hydra's  letagth,  • 
**  Who  by  hi^woun^  received  augmented  ilrenf  th  ?• 
"  He  raised  a  hundred  hifling  heads  in  air  5      *  85 

•«  When  one  I  k>pp*d,  ijp-fprung  a  dreadfut  pair. 
^<  By  his  wounds  fertile,  and  with  (laughter  Arorvg, 
*•  Singly  I  quell'd  him,  and  ftretch'd  dead  al^g. 
**  What  canft  thou  do,  a  form  precarious,  prone, 
**  To  rovize  my  rage  with  terrors  not  thy  own  ?**        9^ 
**  He  faid  ;  and  i^aund  my  neck  his  hands  he  caft,   • 
"  And  with' his  draining  fingers  wrung  me  fall  * 

«My 
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•**  My  throat  he  tortuiW,  clofc  as  pincers  clafp, 

***  In  vain  I  ftrove  to  loofc  the  forceful  grafp. 

*^  Thus  vanqui&'d  too,  a  third. form  iUlI  remains,  95 

^*i  Changed  to  a  bull,  my  lowii^  fills  the  plains. 
*''  Straight  on  the  left  HU  nervous  arms  were'thxx>wm 

-**  Upon  my  brindled  necjc,  and  tugg*d  it  down  5 
**  Then  dce^  he  ftnickmy  l^m  into  the  fand, 
**  And  fell'd  ray  bull»  along  the  dufly  land.  io« 

•**  Nor  yet  l>i3  fury  eool\!l  j  'twtxt  wge  and  fcorn, 
«*  From  my  maim*d  front  he  tore  the  (lubborn  horn  ; 
••  Thisy  Meap'd  with  'flowers  and  fruits,  the  Naiads  bear, 
,    •*  Sacred  tq  fflenty,  and  the  bouftteous  year." 

He  fpoke;  when  lo!  a  beauteous  nymph  appears,  105 

ySirt  like  Diana's  train,  with  flowing  hairs  j 
The  horn  (he  brings,  in  which  ail  autumn 's  flor'd. 
And  ruddy-apples  for  the  fecond  board. 

Now  tnorn  begins  to  dawn,  the  -fun's  bright  fire 

*Gilds  the  high  mountains,  and  the  youths  retire  ;      1 1» 
Nor  fla^*dthey,  till  the  troubled  ftream  fubiidcs. 
And  in  its  bounds  with  peaceful  current  glides* 
Bpt  Adieloiis  in  his  oozy  bed 
Peep  hides*his  brow  deform *4,  and  ruftic.head : 
Np  real  wound  the  viftor's  triumph  (how*d,  1 1  j 

But  his  loil  honours  ^riev*d  the  watery  god ; 
Yet  e^n  that  lofs  the  willow's  leaves  o'erfpread, 
And  verdant  reeds,  in  garlands,  bind-his  head. 


THIS. 
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THfi    DfiAtH    Of    NESS  US,*, 
T  H  E    C  E  N  1*  A  U  R. 

'Tip HIS;  virgin  top,  thy  love,  O  Neflfus,  found,   ,  ■ 
"^    To  her  alone  yoa  owe  the  fatal  vvovuid. 

.  As  the  ftrong  fon  of  Jove  his  bride  conveys^        '   • 
Where  his  pateroal  lands  their  bulwarks. ^Mf^f 
Wliere  from  her  (lopy  urn  Evenus  pours ;        #  5' 

•Her  rapid  current,  fweU'd  by  wintery  iho^w^rs, 

:  He  came.     The  frequent  eddies  whirled  the  tide,  • 
And  the  deep  rolling  waves  all  pafs  deqy'd.  .    • 

^As  for  himfelf,  life  flood  unmov'd  by  fears, 

■  for  now  his  bridafcharge  employ'd  his  cares.  !• 

The  ftrong-limb'd  Neflus  thus  officious  cry*d 
(,For  he  the  (hallows  of  the  ftreatti  had.try'd), 

•.Swim  thou,  Alcides,  all  thy  ftrength  prepare; 

On  yonder  bank  I  '11  lodge  thy  nuptial  care. 
*•      Th*  Aonian  chief  ta^  Neflus  trufts  his  wifie,     •    ■    i^ 
All  pale,  and  trembling  for  her  hero's  life: ^   4 
Cloath'd  as  he  flood  in  the  fierce  lion's  hide, 
The  laden  quiver  o'er  his  fhoulder^ty'd 
(For  crofs  the  flreara  his  bow  and  clubwfcre  cafl>: 
Swift  he  plung'd  in  ;  thefe  billows  (hall  be  p^s'd.      £• 

He  faid,  nor  Taught  where  fmoother  waters  glide. 
But  flem'd  the  rapid  dangers  of  the  tide. 
The  bank  he  reach'd  r  again  the  bow  he  bears  ; 
When,  hark  !  his  bride's  known  voice  alarms  his  cars. 
7  Neflus 
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NefTuSy  to  thee  I  call  (ajond  he  cries)  ;  25 

'Vain  is  thy  truft  in  flight,  be  timely  wife  : 
Thou-monftcr  double-(kap*d,  my  right  fct  free  :  * 
If  thou  no  reverence  owe  my.  fame  and  me, 
Yet  kindred  ihould  thy  lawlefs  lull  deny. 
Think  not,  perfidious  wretch,  from  me  to  fly,  30 

Though  wing'd  with  horfe's  fpeed ;  wounds  ihall  purfue  t 
Swift  as  his  words  the  fatal  arrow  flew  : 
The  Centaur's  back  admits  the  fcatherM  wood. 
And  through  his  breaft  the  barbed  weapon  flood ; 
IVhich  nrhcn,  in  anguifli,  through  .the  fleih  he  tore,  35 
From  both  the  wounds  gufii*d  forth  the  fpumy  gore, 
Mix'd  with  Lernxan  venom ;  tliis  he  took, 
Nor  dire  revenge  his  dying  bread  forfook. 
His  garment,  in  the  reeking. purple  dy'd, 
C7o  rouzc  lore's  paflion,  he  prefcnts  the  bride.  40 
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THE  IXEATH 

o  p 

HERCULES. 

^JOW  a  long  interval  of  time  fucceeds, 

"■•  ^   When  the  great  fon  of  Jove's  immortal  bleeds* 

And  (lep-dame's  hate,  had  filPd  earth*s  utrooft  round ; 

He  from  Oechalia,  with  new  laurels  crown'd. 

In  triumph  was  returned.     He  rites  prepares,  5 

And  to  the  king  of  gods  dire£ls  his  prayers, 

When  Fame  {who  falfehood  cloaths  in  truth's  difgiiife. 

And  fwells  her  little  bulk  with  growing  lyes) 

The  tender  car,  O  Dcianira,  mov'd, 

*n»at  Hercules  the  fair  lole  lov'd.  .  S# 

Her  love  believes  the  tale ;  the  truth  fhe  fears 
Of  his  new  pafiion,  and  gives  way  to  tears. 
The  flowing  tears  diffused  her  wretched  grief. 
Why  fcek  I  thus,  from  dreaming  eyes,  relief? 
She  cries  ;  indulge  not  thus  thefe  fruitleft  cares,        15 
The  harlot  will  but  triumph  in  thy  tears  : 
Let  fomething  be  rcfolv*d,  while  yet  there 's  time  j 
My  bed  not  confcious  of  a  rival's  crime.     . 
In  filence  (hall  I  mourn,  or  loud  complain  ? 
Shall  I  feek  Calydon,  or  here  remain  ?  2# 

What  though,  ally'd  to  Meleagcr's  fame, 
I  boaft  the  honours  of  a  lifter's  name  } 
My  wrongs,  perhaps,  now  urge  me  to  purfue 
Some-defperate  deed,  by  which  the  world  ihali  view 

How 
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How  far  reycqgc  and  wono^n's  rage  can  rife,  15 

When  weltering  in  her  blood  the  harlot  dies. 

Thus  various  pailions  rul'd  by  turns  her  bread. 
She  now  refolvcs  to  fend  the  fatal  veft, 
Dy'd  with  Lemaean  gpre,  whpfe  power  might  move 
His  foul  anewy  and  rouze  declining  love.  30 

Kor  knew  ihe  what  h^r  fudden  ragre  beflows. 
When  (hji  m  Lichas  trufts  her  future  wjocs ; 
With  fofc  endearments  (he  the  l)oy  commands 
To  bear  the  garment  to  her  hufband's  hands. 

Th'  unwitting  hero  takes  the  gift  in  haftc,  35 

And  o*er  his  flioulders  Lcrna's  poifon  caft. 
As  firft  the  fire  with  frankinccnfc  he  (Irows, 
And  utters  to  the  gods  his  holy  vows ; 
And  on  the  marble  altar's  poli(h*d  frame 
pours  forth  the  grapy  ftrcam  j  the  rifing  flame  4* 

Sudden  diflblvcs  the  fubtle  poifonous  juice, 
Which  taints  his  blood,  and  all  his  ner\'cs  bede\v$. 
With  wonted  fortitude  he  bore  the  fmart, 
And  not  a  groan  confefs*d  his  burning  heart. 
At  length  his  patience  was  fubdued  by  pain,  45 

He  rends  the  facred  altar  from  the  plain  ; 
Octe*s  wide  forefts  echo  with  its  cries  I 
Now  to  rip  off  the  deathful  robe  he  tries. 
Where'er  he  plucks  the  vefV,  the  (kin  he  tears. 
The  mangled  mufcles  and  huge  bones  he  baresy  50 

(A  ghaiUy  fight !)  or,  raging  with  his  pain. 
To  lerid  the  fticking  plague  he  tugs  in  vain. 

As  the  red  iron  hilfcs  in  the  flood, 
80  boils  the  venom  in  liis  curdling  blood. 
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•Now  with  the  greedy  flame  his  entrails  gloWy  53 

And  livid  fweats  down  all  his  body  flow; 
The  cracking  nerves  burnt-up  are  burft  in  twain. 
The  lurking  -vcnopi  melts  his  fwimming  brain* 
Then,  lifting  both  his  hands  aloft,  he  cries. 
Glut  thy  revenge,  dread  emprefs  of  the  ikies  ;  £0 

Sate  with  my  death  the  rancour  of  thy  hean, 
Look  down  with  pleafure,  and  enjoy  my  fmart. 
Or,  if  e*er  pity  mov'd  a  lioftile  bread 
(For  here  I  ftand  thy  enemy  profeft). 
Take  hence  this  iiateful  life,  with  tortures  ton)>       ^5 
Inur'd  to  trouble,  and  to  labours  born. 
Death  is  the  g4ft  jnoft  welcom^e  to  my  woe, 
And  fucha  gift  a  ftep-dame  may  beilow. 
Was  it  for  this  Buiiris  was  fubdued, 
Whofc  barbarous  temples  reek*d  with  ftrangers*  blood*? 
Frefs'd  in  thefe  arms,  his  fate  Antaeus-  found, 
Nor  gain'd  recruited  vigour  from  the  ground. 
Did.  I  not  triple- formed  Gcryon  fell  ? 
Or  did  I  fear  the  triple  dog. of  hell  ? 
Did  not  thefe  hand^  the  buirs  arm'd  forehead  hold  ?  75 
Are  not  our  mighty  toils  in  Elis  told  ? 
Did  not  Stymphalian  lakes  proclaim  my  fame? 
And  fair  P^rthenian  jvoods  refound  my  name  ? 
Who  feiz'd  the  golden  belt  of  Thermodon  ? 
And  who  the  dragon-guarded  apples  won  ?  80 

Could  the  fierce  Centaur's  ftrength  my  force  withAand, 
Or  the  fell  boar,  that  fpoil'd  th*  Arcadian  land  ? 
Did  not  thefe  ar.ms  the  Hydra's  rage  fubdue, 
,Who  from  his  wounds  to  dpub^e  fury  grew? 

What 
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What  if  the  Thracian  horfes,  fat  with  gore,  85 

Who  human  hodies  in  their  mangers  tore, 

I  faw,  and  with  their  barbarous  lord  o*erthrew  ? 

What  if  thefe  hands  Nemaea's  lion  flew  ? 

Did  not  thfs  neck  the  hearenff  gl6btf  ftfflaiii  ?— 

The  female  partner  of  the  thunderer's  reign,  90 

Fatigu'd,  at  length  fofpcnds  her  harlh  commands  ; 

Yet  no  fatigue  hath  flack'd  thefe  valiaht  hands. 

But  now  new  plagues  purfue  me;  neither  force. 

Nor  arms,  nor  darts,  can  flop  their  raging  courfe. 

Devouring  flame  through  my  rack'd  entrails  ftrays,    95 

And  00  my  lungs  and  flirivel'd  mufcles  preys ; 

Yet  flill  Suryftheus  breathes  the  vital  air  \ 

What  mortal  now  (hall  feek  the  gods  with  prayer? 


THE 
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THE 

TRANSFORMATI0I4 

O  F 

L       Y       C       H       A       8 

I  W  TO 

A  ROCK. 

'T^HE  hero  faid  ;  aad,  with  the  torture  ftung, 
■■•     Furious  o'er  Octe's  lofty  hills  he  fprung  : 
9tuck  with  the  ihaft,  thus  fcours  the  tiger  round. 
And  fecks  the  flying  author  of  his  wound. 
Now  might  you  fee  him  trembling,  now  he  vents        5 
His  anguifhM  foul  in  groans  and  loud  laments ; 
He  drives  to  tear  the  clinging  vcft  in  vain, 
And  with  up-rooted  forefts  ftrews  the  plain ; 
Now,  kindling  into  rage,  his  bands  be  rears, 
^nd  to  bis  kindred  gods  diref^s  bis  prayers.  i# 

When  Lycbas,  lo,  be  fpTes  ;  who  trembling  flew, 
And,  in  a  hollow  rock  concealed  from  view, 
H  d  (hunn'd  his  wrath.     Now  grief  renewM  bis  pain, 
His  madnefs  cbaf'd,  and  thus  be  raves  again: 
Lychas,  to  thee  alone  my  fate  I  owe,  i^ 

Who  bore  the  gift,  the  caufe  of  all  my  woe. 
The  youth  all  pale  with  /hivcring  fear  was  ftung, 
And  vain  cxcufes  faulter'd  On  his  tongue. 
Alcides  fnatcb'd  bira,  as  vvidi  fuppliant  face 
He  (iiovc  to  clafp  his  knees,  and  birg  for  grace :         20 

He 
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He  tofs*d  him  o*er  his  head  with  airy  courfe. 

And  hurrd  with  more  than  with  an  engine's  force; 

Far  o*<r  th'  £«bG8an  main  ^ft  he  flies. 

And  hardens  by  degrees  amid  the  (kies. 

So  (howery  dtops,  wiien  chilly  tcmpe(l»  blow,  '         t5 

Thicken  at  firfV,  dien  whiten  into  fnow ; 

In  balls  coogeal'd  the  rolling  fleeces  bound. 

In  folid  hail  refult  upon  the  ground. 

Thus,  whirl'd  with  nervous  force  through  dillant  auv 
The  purple  tide  focfook  his  veins  with  fear  {  3Q 

All  moifture  left  his  limbs/   Traosform'd  to  (lone. 
In  ancient  days  the  craggy  flinft  was  known  1 
Still  in  ch^  £«boean  waves  his  front  he  rears^ 
Still  the  (o^  rock  in  human  form  appears. 
And  dill  the  q^uhq  of  haplcfs  Lychaa  bears. 


J 


7  4  TH» 
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B 


THE       APOTHEOSIS 

OF       HERCULES. 

UT  now  the  hero  of  immortal  bhrth 


Fells  Oetc's  forcfts  on  the  groaning  earth  j 
A  pile  he  builds ;  to  Philo6letcs'  care 
He  leaves  his  deathful  inftruments  of  war ; 
To  him  commits  thofe  arrows,  which  again  5 

Mull  fee  the  bulwarks  of  the  Trojan  reign. 
The  fon  of  Paean  lights  the  lofty  pyre, 
High  round  the  ftrufture  climbs  the  greedy  fircj 
Plac'd  on  the  top,  thy  nervous  fhoulders  fpread 
With  the  Nemsean  fpoils  thy  carelefs  head  j  10 

Raised  on  the  knotty  club,  with  look  divine  5 
Here  thou,  dread  hero  of  caeleftial  line, 
Waft  ftretch*d  at  cafe ;  as  when,  a  chearful  gueft, 
Wine  crown*d  thy  bowls,  and  flowers  thy  temples  dred, 
Kow  on  all  fides  the  potent  flames  afpire,  15 

^d  crackle  round  thofe  limbs  that  mock  the  fire. 
A  fudden  tremor  feiz'd  th'  immortal  hoft. 
Who  thought  the  world's  profeft  defender  loft. 

This  when  the  thunderer  faw,  with  fmiles  he  cries, 
'Tis  from  your  fears,  ye  gods,  my  pleafurcs  rife  ;      20 
Joy  fwells  my  breaft,  that  my  all-ruling  hand 
O'er  fuch  a  grateful  people  boafts  command, 
That  you  my  fuffering  progeny  would  aid  ; 
Though  to  his  deeds  this  juft  refpe^l  be  paid, 
Me  you  *ve  obligVl.     Be  all  your  fears  forborn,         25 
Th*  Oetean  fires  do  thou,  great  her6,  fcom. 

Wlio 
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Who  vanquiih'd  all*  things,  fkall  fubdue  the  flames 
That  part  alone  of  grofs  maternal  frame 
Fire  flmll  devour ;  while  what  from  me  he  drew 
Shall  live  immortal,  and  its  force  fubdue  1  30 

That,  when  he 's  dead,  I'lLraife  td  realms  above ; 
May  all  the  powers  the  righteous  a^  approve ! 
Jf  any  god  diflent,  and  judge  too  great 
The  fisicrtd  honours  of  the  heavenly  feat, 
Ev'n  he  (hall  own-,  his  deeds  deferve  the  {kjr  35 

Ev'n  he,  relu£lant,  (hall  at  length  comply. 
Th'  afTembled  powers  aflent.    No  frown  till  now 
Had  mark'd  with  padion  vengeful  Juno's  brow. 
Meanwhile  whatever  was  in  the  power  of  flame 
Was  all  confum'd,  his  body's  nervous  frame  40 

No  more,  was  known;— of  human  form  bereft, 
Th'  eternal  part  of  Jove  alone  was  left. 
As  an  old  ferpent  cafts  his  fcaly  veft, 
Wreathes  in  the  fun,  in  youthful  glory  drcfl ; 
So  when  Alcides  mortal  mould  lefign'd  45 

His  better  part  enlarged,  and  grew  refin'd, 
Auguft  his  vifage  (hone  j  almighty  Jove 
In  his  fwift  carr  his  honoured  offspring  drove  j 
High  o'er  the  hollow  clouds  the  courfen  fly. 
And  lodge  the  hero  in  the  ftarry  flty.  50 


THE 
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THE     TRANSFORMATION 
OP       GALANTHIS. 

A  TL  AS  perceived  tlic  load  of  Heaven's  new  gue0*  ^ 
•^^  Revenge  ftill  rancourVl  in  Euryflheus*  bread 
Againfl  Alcidcs'  race.     Alcmena  goes 
To  lolc,  to  vent  maternal  woes ; 
Here  Ihe  pours  forth  her  grief,  recounts  the  fpoils        5 
Her  fon  had  bravely  reap'd  in  glorious  toils. 
This  lole,  by  Hercules*  oommands, 
Hyllus  had  lov'd,  and  join'd  in  nuptial  bands. 
Her  fwelHng  womb  the  teeming  birtli  confefs*d  ;-^ 
To  whom  Alcmena  thus  her  f})eech  addrefkM :  i« 

0  may  the  gods  protect  thee,  in  that  hour. 

When  midrt  thy  throes  thou  calVft  th'  Ilithyan  power! 

May  no  delays  prolong  thy  racking  pain, 

As  when  I  fited  for  Juno's  aid  in  vain  ! 

When  now  Alcides'  mighty  birth  drew^lgh,  15 

And  the  tenth  fign  roll'd  forward  on  the  ULy, 

My  womb  extends  with  fuch  a  mighty  load. 

As  Jove  the  parent  of  the  burden  Ihow'd. 

1  could  no  more  th'  increafmg  fmart  Tuflain  : 

My  horror  kindles  to  recount  the  pain  ;  90 

Cold  chills  ray  limbs  wliile  I  the  tale  purfue. 
And  now  methinks  I  feel  my  pangs  anew. 
Seven  days  and  nights  amidfl  incelTant  throes. 
Fatigued  with  ills  I  lay,  nor  knew  rcpofe  j 

3  Whc« 
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^^hen  lifting  high  my  hands,  in  flirieks  I  pray'd,     25 
Implor'd  the  gods,  attd  c&U'd  Lircina's  aid. 

She  cartd,  but  prejudic'd,  to  gite  my  fate 
A  facrifice  to  verigeful  Juno's  hattf. 
She  hears  the  grblilirtg  stnguifh  of  my  fit^, 
And  on  the  altii"  af  my  door  Ihei  fits,  30 

O'er  her  left  knee  her  eroding  leg  Ihe  caf^, 
Then  knits  her  fingers  clofe,  and  wrings  them  faft : 
This  ftay'd  the  birth  j  in  mattering  verfc  Ihc  pray*d. 
The  muttering  verfe  th*  unfinifliM  birth  delay'd. 
Now  with  fierce  ftruggles,  raging  with  my  pain,        35 
At  Jove*s  ingratitude  I  ravean  vain. 
How  did  I  wilh  for  death  !  fuch  giocns  1  fent, 
As  might  have  made  the  flinty  heart  relent. 
Now  the  Cadmeian  matrons  round  me  prefs, 
Offer  their  vows,  and  feek  to  bring  redrefs.  4* 

Among  the  Theban  dames  Galanthis  (lands, 
Strong-limb'd,  red-hair'd,  and  juft  to  my  commands  : 
She  hrrt  perceived  that  all  thefe  racking  woes 
From  the  perfifling  hate  of  Juno  rofe. 
As  here  and  there  (he  pafsM,  ])y  chance  (he  fees         45 
The  fcatcd  goddefs  ;  on  her  clofe-prefs'd  knees 
Her  faft-knit  hands  Ihe  leans;  with  chearful  voice 
Galanthis  cries.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  rejoice ; 
Congratulate  the  dame,  (he  lies  at  reft, 
At  lenj^th  the  gods  Alcmena's  womb  have  bleft.         5^ 
Swift  from  her  feat  the  ftartled  goddefs  fprings, 
No  more  conceal'd,  her  hands  abroad  (he  flings  ; 
The  charm  unloosed,  the  birih  my  pangs  relieved; 
C^alanthis*  laughter  vcx'd  the  power  dccciv'd. 
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Fame  ikyty  the  goddcfs  dragg'd  the  laughing  nudd     55 
Faft  by  the  hair  i  in  vain  her  £aKc  cilay'd 
Her  groveling  body  firom  the  ground  to  lear; 
Chang'd  to  fore-feet  her  ihrinking  arms  appear  $  ■ 
Her  hairy  back  .her  former  hue  retains. 
The  form  alone  is  loft ;  her  flrength  remains;  60 

Who,  fince  the  lye  did  from  her  mpoth  proceed. 
Shall  from  her  pregnant  mouth  biing  forth  her  breed  j 
Nor  ihall  ihe  quit  her  long-frequented  home. 
But  haunt  thofe  houfes  where  (he  lov'd  to  roam. 


THE 


[    3*9    1 

THE    STORY    OF    lOLAUS 
RESTO.RED   TO   YOUTH. 

A    R    G  ,U    M    E    N    T, 

Jole  having  related  the  fable  .of  her  Mcr  Dryope,  who 
was  changed  into  a  tree  for  violating  the  bloflbms  of 
the  plant  Lotis  (once  a  nymph);  while  (he  is 
difcouriing  oo  thefe  matters  with  Alcmena,  ihe  finds 
new  nxatter  of  wonder,  ,in  the  iudden  .change  of 
lolaus.to.a  youth. 


TTTHI LE  lolc  the  fatal  change  declares, 

^  ^   Alcmena*s  pitying  hand  oft*  wip'd  her  tears. 
•  Grief  too  ftream'd  down  her  cheeks ;  -foon  forrow  flies. 
And  rifing  joy  the  trickling  raoifhire  dries  : 
Lo  lolaijs  (lands  before  their  eyes.  5 

A  youth  he  flood ;  and  the  foft  down  began 
P'er  his  fmooth  chin  to  fpread,  and  promi(e.man. 
Hebe  fubmitted  to  her  hufband*s  prayers, 
Iniliird  new  vigour,  and  reflor'd  his  years. 


} 
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THE        PROPHECY 
OF        THEMIS. 

^^TOW  from  lier  lips  a  folemn  oath  had  pafs'd, 

-*"^   That  lolaiis  the  gift  alone  fhould  taftc, 

Hjid  not  juft  Themis  thus  maturely  faid 

»( Which  check'd  her  vow,  and  aw*d  the  bloomtrg  maid)  t 

Thebes  is  embroil'd  in  war.     Capaneus  ftands  5 

Invincible  ;  but  by  tlie  thundercr's  hands 

Ambition  ft  all  the  guilty  •  brothers  fire. 

Both  rufh  to  mutual  wounds,  and  both  expire. 

The  reeling  earth  (hall  ope  her  gloomy  womb. 

Where  the  f  yet  breathing  .bar.d  (hall  find  his  to.tob.-— 

The  J  fon  (hall  bathe  his  hands  in  parent's  blood. 

And  in  one  a£i:  be  both  unjuft  and  good. 

Of  home  and  fenfe  depriv'd,  where'er  he  flics. 

The  furies  and  his  mother's  ghoft  he  fpies. 

His  wife  the  fatal  bracelet  (hall  implore,  15 

And  Phegeus  (lain  his  fword  in  kindred  gore. 

Callirhoe  Ihall  then  with  fuppliant  prayer 

Prevail  on  Jupiter's  relenting  ear. 

Jove  fhall  with  youth  her  infant  fons  infpirc. 

And  bid  their  bofoms  glow  with  manly  fire.  10 

•  Eteocles  and  Polynices.  f  Amphiaraus. 

t  Alcmxon* 

THE 
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THE       DEBATE 
OFTHE      GODS. 

TX7HEN  Themis  thus  with jvcfioient race  had  fpdbe^ 
^  ^     Among  the  gods  a  various  Biurmur  bnuke  |    . 
Diilention  roTe  in  «ach  immortal  braaft,    . 
That  one  ihould  grant  what  was  ideny'd  the  zeft. 
Aurora  for  her  aged  fpoofe  ooflDplaioSf  g 

And  Ceres  gneyes  for  Jafon's  freezing  veins ; 
Vulcan  would  Erichthonius'  years  -renew ; 
Her  future  race  the  care  of  Venus  dxew. 
She  would  Anchifes*  blooming  age  gefiore ; 
A  different  care  employ'd  each  heavenly  power«  so 

Thus  various  intercfts  did  their  jars  increafe. 
Till  Jove  arofe  j>— he  fpoke,  their  tumults  ceafe. 

— Is  any  reverence  to  our  prcfence  given  ? 
Then  why  this  difcord  'mong  the  powers  of  Heaven  ? 
Who  can  the  fettled  will  of  Fate  fubdue  ?  15 

'Twas  by  the  Fates  that  lolaiis  knew 
A  fecond  youth.    The  Fates  determin'd  doom 
Shall  give  Callirhoe's  race  a  youthful  bloom. 
Arms  nor  ambition  can  this  power  obtain  : 
Q^ell  your  deiires ;  even  Me  the  Fates  refh^n.  i • 

Could  I  their  will  control,  no  rolling  years 
Had  .£acBS  bent  down  with  iilver  hairs  1 
Then  Rhadamanthus  flill  had  youth  poffefs'dy 
And  Minos  with  eternal  bloom  been  blefs'd. 


3>s  OAT'S     FOE  US. 

Aaf  ETTt  is  «•£=:  =3=-  >i'-^ygVrr  bo  jJugg, 

ilai  JExnss  wai  Mract  bar?  dc  und ;  -        •■ 

MboSy  «ii3ir  mtbe  Sower  «fjc«siud  £cBc^«  ^ 

>I»3e  auzbrr  uqobs  rrsm':^  ac  eis  ausc*       *    ^     J* 
Jbuiiu  WC&  Jijfrfy  lac  |BimiI  aJiiffai  fcii^ 
VuB  <if  Im  famb,  and  ia  die  fiic={;di  cf  y^anf 
Aad  DOW.  Rganficg  all  fan  rafans  as  loft»  * 
Be  <Siisn  DOC  force  bim  udcd  im  bjKjvc  oo^L       «,  -  ' 
9ot  3P03  b7  choice,  Miktos  flod4m  nxen,  ^^ 

Acd  your  Unh  reflcl  plow*d  tfa'  iEgeaa  maiii ;       -^ 
Oo  Afijdc  fboBti  a  uiwn  too  fnaacj^        .   -         •  • 
'Which  ibll  is  hdocmi'd  widi  die  fosnder'4  Bane. 
Here  yon  Cyanee  knew,  die  bcaotepw  msd,  *  «      * 
At  on  her  fadicT's  winding  banks  Ihe  ftray'd  r  40 

Caunus  and  Byblis  facoce  dieir  lineage  trace. 
The  doable  ofispring  of  yoor  warm  cmbraoe. 


tht: 


■   *       *       ' 

TH^  STORY  OF'a*RACHNE, 

•  •  • 

'      tllOM  THE  BEGINNING  OP  .THE  SIXTH  BOOK  OF 

ifv^l  jyS    M  E  T  A  MO  E  P  H  O  S  B  S. 

"".ARGUMENT. 
PaiUs^  viGtipg  the  Mdfis  on  th^ir  hill  to  fee  tKe^foun-- 
\tain  ftippocrene,  ^s  by  them  informed    how    the 
Bierides  were  changed  into  chattering  pies  for  rivaU 
ing  the  ;iipe  ri%ers  in  fong.-^This  ftimulating  the 
,      Goddefs  xp  take  veifgeance  on  Araohne  the  daughter. 
<of  Idmon,  wbq  defied  her  in  her  oi^n  art,  gives  xiie  : 
to  the  £olfowi^  ftory. 

•  T)  ALL  AS,  tttentive,  heard  the  Mttfes*  fdng, 
■*•     pleased  that  fo  well  they  had  reveng*d  their  wrong : 
Reflc£Hng-thti§,— A  Vulgar  (bul  can  praife, 
My  fame  lee  glorious  emulatioo  niife  : 
Swift  vengeance  (hall  purfue  th'  audacious  pride  5; 

•That  dares  my  facred  Deity  deride ; 
Revenge  the  Goddefs  in  her  bread  revolves ; 
And  ftraic  the  bold  Arachne's  fate  refolves; 
Her  haughty  mind  to  Heaven  difdain'd  to  bend. 
And  durft  with  Pallas  in  her  art  contend.  t^* 

No  famous  town  fhe  boafts,  or  noble  name ; 
But  to  her  ikillful  hand  owes  all  her  fame  1 
Idmon  her  father  on  his  trade  rely'd. 
And  thirdy  wool  in  ^rple  juices  dy'd  { 
Vol.  L  Z  'Atx 
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Her  mother,  whom  the  ihadcs  of  dc^h  confioe,  .       15^^ 
Was,  like  her  hufband,  bora  of  vulgar  Hne.  •    , 

At  fmaH  HypBdpe  tliough  (he  dii  rtfidc,        ' 
Yet  induftry  proclaim'd  what  birth  deny'd  :  *.      • 
All  Lydia  to  her  name  due  honour  pgys,      *     ,   '  '       * 
And  every  city  fpe^ks  Arachne's.  praife.       ,  •»  •~'*  .,^9  9 
Nymphs  of  Timolus  quit  their  fliady  woods,  •  ^ 

Nymphs  of  Pa6bolus  leave  their  golden,  floods,  *      * 
And  oft*  with  pleafure  round  l^r  gazing  ftand. 
Admire  her  work,  and  praife  hef  artful  hand  :    *  ^  *  ■ 
They  viewM  each  motion,  withntw  wonder  foz'd  {  s  j 
More  than  the  work  her  graceful  manner^pleAs^,   ^    •" 

Whether  riw  wqol  in  its  firft  prb^fhe*  WOlind,^*   ' 
Or  with  fwift  fingers  twirl'd  the  fpthdle  rotfbd,        ^        • 
Whether  flie  pick'd  w^th  care  the  l^otfy  pj^ce,  •      "    " 
Or  combM  like  flreaky  clouds  the  ftretthing  fleece,    ^9 
Whether  her  needle  play'tl  the  pencil's  |)art ;  .  '  r 

Twas  plain  from  Pallas  ihc  deriv'd  her  art,         •         * 
But  Ihc,  unable  to  fuftain  her  pri4c,        ^    ^ 
The  very  miftrcfs  of  jier  art  dcfy'd.— 
Pallas  obfcures  her  bright  coeleftial  grace,  '  #    .  35 

And  takes  an  old  decrepit  beldame's  face.  « 

Her  head  is  fcatter*d  o'er  with  filver  hairs, 
Which  feems  to  bend  beneath  a  load  of  years. 
Her  trembling  hand,  embofs'd  with  livid  veinsy 
Qn  trufty  llaff  her  fce])lc  limbs  fuftains.  4* 

She  thus  accofts  the  nymph  :  "  Be  timely  wife,      -* 
**  Do  not  the  wliolefome  words  of  age  dcfpifc,  I 

•*  For  in  the  hoary  head  experience  lies  :  J 

*'  On  earth  contend  ilic  grcateft  name  to  gain ; 
"  To  Pallas  yield  ; — wiiVv  HcJNtu  vou  ftrive  in  vain.*' 
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Contcmi*  contra^ ^er  brow,  her  paflions  rife, 
.  Wrath  aod^ifdain  infia^  her  joUing  eyes  : 

"**  ^t^pce  tRe  tarig^ng  thitad  away  M  throws, 
*Aiid  j^afba  c^  curb  hcr^tjic^atening  hands  from  blowf . 
^  Wfni«K)Ut  with  age,  and  by  difcafe  declined,  50 

.'   **(She*Aias)  thy  cartlfe  has  furviv'd  thy  mind  ; 

#  **  Tliefe  lj^ures«^ight  tliy  febrile  daughters  move, 
,     "  A^d^wary  d^ftrincs  for  thy  nieces  prove : 
rf'^My  counfol's  from  iwfelf,'my  will  commands, 
-.**  Andwiy  firft  refofution  always  ftands  :  55 

^'^Lct^her  contend  ;  <^  docs  h^r  fear  impart 
♦'That  Con^^ft  waits  bn  my  fuperior  art  r" 

t     y^^R  GoJdcfs  ilrait  thro\^  off  her  pld  ^ifguife; 
Atil  heavenly  beauty  fparkles  in  her  eyes, 
A  youthful  bloom^lls-up  each  wrinkled  trace,  (• 

And  Pallas  fmiles  with^very  wonted  grace. 
/Thfe  nynphs,  furprizM,  the  Deity  adore, 
Aml*Lydian  dames  confefs  her  matchlefs  power  j 
The  rival  m^d  aloR^  unmov'd  remains. 
Vet  a  fwift  blufh  her  giSilty  fcjfturc  ftains ;  ^5 

In  her  unwilling  check  the  crimfon  glows. 
And  her  phcck'd  pride  a  ihort  confufion  knows. 
So  when  Aurora  firft  unveils  her  eyes, 
A  purple  dawn  invcfts  tlic  blufliing  ikies ; 
'  But  foon  bright  Phoebus  gains  th'  horizon's  height,    70 
And  gilds  the  hcmifphcre  with  fpreading  light. 

Defire  of  conqueft  fways  the  giddy  maid. 
To  certain  ruin  by  vain  hopes  betrayed : 
The  Goddcfs  with  her  ftubborn  will  complv*d, 
And  deign'd  by  trial  to  convince  her  pi'iAe.  ns 
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t  Both  take  their  flations,  and  die  pi^  prepait,  '  « 

P  And  order  every  flender  thread  with  care.  .^■ 

The  web  inwraps*tbe  beam;  <he*reed  divides     '.  *  ^  ^ 
While  through  the  widening  fpace  the  il^utde  gUdVf  « 
\VIi:ch  their  fwift  hands  receive;  theD»pois*dw^ka^ 
The  fwinging  weight  ftrikes  cldfe  th'  fefertcd  4)cead.», 
They  gird  their  Bpwing^ garments  roi|Qd  tho  waift,        .  ^ 
And  ply  their  L^et  and  arms  with  dextrous  hafllfe.  * 

Here  each  in\feave^  the  i4chcft,Tyriiif  dy/:,  - 

There  fainter  fiiades  in  foften'd  or4er  lie  ;       ^  15 

Such  various  Qiixcurcs  in  the  tenure  ihine»        '    *  ^     ^ 
Set-oif  the  work,  and  brighten  eachtiefiap.  , 

As  when  the  fun  hi^  piercing  rays  extends,  *    *    •  ^ 

When  from  thin  clouds  fomc  driflihg  Ibowtr  defcc^St 
We  fee  the  fpacious  humid  arch  appear,      .»  -?•'* 

Whofe  traniient  colours  paint  phe  Tplendid  air  :  , 

By  fuch  degrees  the  deepening  (hadows  rife  -  .  •  ^     , 

As  pleafingly  deceive  our  dazzleB  eyes ;  «  * 

And  though  the  fame  th'  adjoining  colouj^  feems,  *     ^ ' 
Yet  hues  of  different  natures  dye  th*  extremes.  •f  5 

Here  heightening  gold  they  *midft  the  woof  difpoTe, 
And  in  the  web  this  anticjue  ftory  rofe. 

Pallas  the  loft}*  mount  of  Mars  defjgns,     '  '     ' 

Coelcftial  judgement  guides  th*  unerring  lines; 
Here,  in  juft  view,  th*  Athenian  ftrufturcs  ftand,     199 
And  there  the  gods  contend  to  name  the  land ; 
Twelve  deities  Ihe  frames  with  ftately  mien, 
And  in  the  midft  fuperior  Jove  is  fecn  ; 
A  glowing  warmth  the  blended  colours  give, 
Tiie  %urcs  in  the  picture  fwtrm  to  live,  10; 

Hcaven't 


.♦ 
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Heaven's  thiibdbring  monarch  tits  with  aweful  grace^ 

♦  And  ,dread  omnipoi^nce  imprints  his  face : 
jthBtt  Ncptwnc  flood,  difttainfully  he  frown'd. 
And  with  his  trident  fmote  the  trembling  ground; 
l*hfi^rtkig  wcks  a  fpacious  cl^afm  diiclofe,  'ii« 

wrom  whence' a  ttry,  prancing  ftecd  arofc; 
An^  on  that  ufcful  gift  he  founds  his  claim, 

•  Ta  grace  the  cit^  with  his  honour'd  name.       ' 

'  €te  her  •wm  figti|;e  next  with  martial  air, 
fi.  Ihming* helmet  decks*hey  flowing  hair  f  115 

Her  th6ught^l  breaftlier  welUfois'd  ihield  defends. 
And  htp  bare  arm  a  glittering  fpear  extends, 
With  \^cbihe  wounds  the  plain ;  from  thence  arofe 

'  A  fpxeading  tfee ;  green  olives  load  the  boughs. 

,    The'powcre  her  gift  belfold  with  wondering  eyes,     129 
Aftxd  tb  jhe  Goddcfl  give  the  rightful  prize. 

Such  mercy  checks  her  wraih,  that,  to  difTuade 
By' others  fate  the  too  prefumptuous  maid,- 
With*  miniatures  fhe  fills  etich  corner  fpace, 
To  curb  her  pride,  and  fave  her  from  difgrace.         125 

Haemus  and,Rhodope  in  this  (he  wrought,. 
The  beauteous  colours  fpoke  her  lively  thought ; 
With  arrogance  and  fierce  ambition  fir*d. 
They  to  the  facred  names  of  gcds  afpi'rM  ; 
To  mountains  changM,  their  lofty  heads  arife,  139 

And  lofe  their  leflening  fummits  in  the  Ikies. 
tn  that,  in  all  the  fTrength  of  art  was  fcen 
The  wretclied  fate  of  tUc  Fygmxan  queen ; 
Juno,  inrag'd,  refents  th*  audacious  aim, 
And  to  a  crane  transforms  the  vaiv|ui(h*d  dame ;       175 
«  Z  3  \>ft. 


H^  GAY'S      POEMS;  • 

In  that  voracious  fliapc  (he  ftiU  appeals,      \   • 

And  plagues  her  people  with  perpetual  war»«  4 

In  this,  Antigone  for  beauty  ftrdvc  -        ,  -^•. 

With  the  bright  confbrt  of  inipei^l  Jove: 
J-uno,  inccns'd,  her  royal  power  difphy'd,*      »"'    jfl^  *^ 
And  to  a  bird  converts  the  haughty  mlid^  ''•*■! 

Laomedon  his  daughter's  fate  bewails,  '       . 

Nor  his,  6or  Ilion's  fervent  prayer  prev|iils, .        «     •      • 
But  on  her  lovely  (kin  white  feathers  rife:       .  ."         •  •  * 
Chang*d  to  a  clamorous  ftork^fht  mounts  the  (kiesli45 

In  the  remaining  orb,«the  heavetily  maid- . 
The  tale  of  childlefs  Cynaras  difplay*d,         ... 
A  fettled  anguilh  in  his  look  appears, "  •  '     ■    • 

And  from  his  bloodihot  eyes  flow  ftreams  4tf  teirs  } 
On  the  cold  ground,  no  more  a  fether,  thro>^if»        150     % 
He  for  his  daughters  clafp'd  the  polifll'd  (lone. 
And,  when  he  fought  to  kold  their  wonted  charms. 
The  temple's  ftcps  deceiv'd  his  eager  aqns.     ,  * 

Wreaths  of  green-  olive  round  the  border  twine,  , 

And  her  own  tree  inclofes  the  defign.  *  ^SS  * 

Arachne  paints  tli*  amours  of  mighty  Jpve,  * 

How  in  a  bull  the  God  difguis'd  his'  love  i 
A  real  bull  fcems  in  the  piece  to  roar, 
And  real  billows  breaking  on  the  (hore  : 
In- fair  Europa's  face  ajipears  furprize,  i6m 

To  the  retreatinj^  land  (he  turns  her  eyes, 
And  feems  to  call  her  maids,  who  wondtring  floods  ' 
And  with  their  tears  incrcas'd  thcbiiny  flood  j 
Her  trembling  feet  (he  by  cont.ia£ljon  laves  • 

riuiu  :hc  rude  iniult  ot.  tkc  rifing  waves.  165  .^ 

J^Jeic' 
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Here  amorous  Jpye  cBflblTii^  Laeda  trod, 
^  And  in  the  vigprous  fwan  conceal'd  the  go^. 
Jauj^  lends  lym^now'an  eagle's  new  difguiiey 
Bcnetth  his  flutreiipg  wing9*Afteria  lier ,. 
TW  enli^nii)g  colturs  here  with  force  exprefs'd       i  ?• . 
^Hov/jove  the  hit  A«tio|^  caref&M. 
InTI  llrong  fatyr's  mufcled  fbnn  he  came  ^ 

'  In(^]4^g  Iqye  tranfports  the  glowing  dame,     •  > 

.  And  luit]i.(wi&»  reward  his  nervous  flame.  J 

Hercjiow  he  fbothM  (fie  bj;ight  Alcmcna's  love,        175 
Who  for  Affkptiixryon  took  th'  impofibor  Jove, 
And  Uow  the  God  in  golden  ihower-allur'd 
^Tke  guarded  nymph,  in  brazen  walls  immur'd: 
•'  How,  in  a  fvilain,  Mnemolyne  he  charms } 
•    How  lambent  flame  the  fair  £gina  warms :  1^0 

'   And  )iow  with  various  glittering  hues  inlaid 
la  ferpent't^form  Deois  he  betray 'd. 
Here  you,  great  Neptune,  with  a  ihort-livM  flame 
,  In  a  yduno;  bull  enjuy  th'  JEolian  dame. 
'Tbtn  in  Enipeus'  Ihape  intrigues  purfuc  :  185 

*ris  thus  th'  Aloids  6oaft  dcfcent  from  you. 
Here  to  Bidltis  was  thy  love  convey'd, 
When  a  rough  ram  deceived  the  yielding  maid. 

Ceres,  kind  mother  of  the  bounteous  year, 
Whofe  golden  locks  a  iheafy  garland  bear ;  190 

And  the  dread  dame,  with  hilling  fer{x:nts  hung, 
(  From  whom  the  Pegafaean  courfer  fprung) 
Tlice  in  a  fnuffling  flallioo's  form  enjoy, 
Exhaufl  thy  ftrcngih,  and  every  nerve  employ  j 

.Z  4  Melantho 
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Melantho  as  a  doiphin  you  bstra^,  i^^ 

And  fport  in  plcaTures  on  the  roUing  Tea ;  '     . 

Such  jud  proportion  graces  erery  p^,    -  ^■ 

Nature  hsrfclf  appears  impror'd  b^'  aft.  •* 

Here  in  difguxfe  was  mighty  Phoebus  itcn. 
With  clownifli  afpefl,  and  airiiftic  mien  f  *\oi 

Again  cran^form'dy  he  's  drefs'd  in  falcon's  plttmes,  '  *V  ' 
And  now  the  lion's  noble  ihapealTunies ;       ^      *  .  • 
Now,  in  a  fhepherd's  form,  with  treacherous  Oniles 
He  Macareian  life's  heart  begyiles. 
Here  his  plump  ihape  enamoui'd  Bacchus  letves,      105 
And  in  the  grape  Erigone  deceiver.  ,  ' 

There  Saturn,  in  a  neighing  horfe,  ihe  wove,         /    •    0. 
And  Chiron's  double  form  rewards  his  lovdi 
Fedoons  of  flowers,  inwove  wich  ivy,  fhinc. 
Border  the  wondrous  piece,  and  round  the  tekture  twine. 
Not  Pallas,  nor  ev'a  fplcen  itfelf,  could  blime,     2 1 1 
The  wondrous  work  of  the  Msonian  dame ; 
With  giief  her  vaft  fuccefs  the  Goddcfs  bore. 
And  of  cocleftial  crimes  the  ftory  tore.        *  ''    ^ 

Her  boxen  fiiuttlc  now,  enrag'd,  fh'e  took,  ^'i  • 

And  thrice  the  proud  Idmonian  artift  ftruck  :     ,  * 

'i  h'  unhappy  maid,  to  fee  her  labours  vain, 
Gicw  rcfolutc  with  pride,  and  fhamt;,  and  pain  : 
Around  her  neck  a  fatal  noofe  (he  tyM, 
And  fought  by  fuddcn  death  her  guilt  to  hide.  220 

}'all  .s  with  pity  favv  the  defpcrate  deed, 
Anil  thus  the  virgin's  milder  fate  decreed  : 
**  rive,  imjiious  rival,  mindful  of  thv  crime, 
**  Suipcndcd  thus  to  waAe  thy  future  tiipe, 

♦'Thy 
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*   **  Thy  pun!flinicnkirtv«lvcs  thy  numerous  race,        225 
i    "  Who  for^ilfy  ffiult  fhall  (hare  in  thy  difgrace.** 
^    Her  incantationpagic  juices  mid,  -j 

Wim  fprinkling  drops^^  bath'd  the'pendeht  maid,  > 
»  .Xnd  |hus  tjkc'cHahfi  its  Boiious  power  difplay'd.  J 
>     Likff  ll^ves  in  imturni^  d^op^er  falling  hairs,  230 

*  With  thticjhpr  jnofe,  and  next  her  rifing  ears. 

*  Herliead  f  tlie  mkiuteft  fubftance  fhrunk, 

»     The  pSo^nt  juice  contra£is  Jier  changing  trunk  ; 
Clofejto  her  (ides  her  ilender  fingers  clung, 
There  chi^lig'd  to  nimble  &et  in  order  hung;  23$ 

fter.  bloat^d^  belly  fwcfls  to  larger  (ize, 

*  *\Vhitfh  now^with  fmalleil  tjjjrelds  her  work  fupplics ; 
*? he  Y^*"*?^^  *^  ^^^^  Spi(Jcr  ftill  remains  5 

.^    And  in  that  (hape  her  former  art  retains. 
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By  M  R.    G  A  Y. 

TALES. 


AN        ANSWER 
TO  THE  SOMPNER'S  PROLOGUE  OF  CHAUCER. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  CHAUCER'S  STYLE. 

'T^HE  Sompner  Iciully  hath  his  prologue  tolJ, 
-■"     And  fainc  on  the  Frecrs  his  talc  japing  and  bold| 
How  that  in  Hell  they  fearchen  near  and  wide, 
And  ne  one  Freer  in  all  thilkc  place  efpydc  : 
Bur  lo  !  the  devil  turn'd  his  erfe  about, 
And  twenty  thoufand  Freers  wend  in  "and  out. 
By  which  in  JeofTry's  rhyming  it  appeais, 
The  devil's  belly  is  the  hive  of  Frecrs. 
Now  lirtneth  lordings  !  foidiwith  yc  lliall  hear. 
What  happend  at  a  houfc  in  Lancafhirc. 
A  mi  fere  that  had  londs  and  tenement, 
Who  raketh  from  liib  villaines  taxes  and  rent. 

Vol.  II.  B  Ownei 


:a  G  AY'S     POEMS. 

Owned  a  hoaie  which  emptye  loog  jftood. 

Full  deeply  (iced  in  a  derksioj^  wood ; 
Murmring  a  (hallow  brook  ninneth  doDg, 
MoDg  the  round  fiones  it  maken  doleful  foog. 

Now  there  fpreaden  a  rumour  that  ererich  nig^ 
The  rooms  yhaunted  been  by  many  a  fprite ; 
The  miller  avoucheth^  and  all  thereabout, 
Tliat  they  full  off  hearen  the  heiliih  rout; 
Some  faine  they  hear  the  jingHng  of  chains. 
And  fome  hath  yheard  the  pfautries  ftrunes ; 
At  midnight  fome  the  heedlefs  horfe  yraeet. 
And  fome  efpien  a  corfe  in  a  white  (beet. 
And  oother  things,  faye,  elfin,  and  elfe. 
And  fhapes  that  fear  createn  to  itfelfe. 

Now  it  fo  hapt,  there  was  not  ferre  away^ 
Of  grey  Frecrs  a  fair  and  rich  Abbaye, 
Where  liven  a  Freer  yclcped  Pere  Thomas, 
Wlio  daren  alone  in  dexke  through  church-yerds  pais. 

This  Freer  would  lye  in  thilke  houfe  all  night. 
In  hope  he  might  efpyen  a  dreadful  fprite. 
He  taketh  candle,  beades,  and  holy  watere, 
And  legends  eke  of  Saintes,  and  bookes  of  prayerc 
He  entereth  the  room,  and  looketh  round  about, 
And  hafpen  the  door,  to  hafpen  the  goblin  out* 
The  candle  hath  he  put  clofe  by  the  bed, 
^nd  in  iow  tone  his  ave  marje  faid. 
With  water  now  bcfprinkled  hath  the  floore. 
And  Diaken  orofs  on  key-hol6.of  the  doorc, 
Ne  was  there  not  a  moufe-hole  in  thilke  place. 
But  he  yaioircd  hath  by  God  Ins  grace  ; 
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'He  croflcd  hath  this,  and  eke  he  crofled  that,    ^ 
"With  benetiicite  and  God  knows  what. 

Now  he  goeth  to  bed  abd  Beth  a4>wb» 
When  the  clock  had^juft  ftricken  the  twelfth  foao. 
Bethinketh  him  now  what  the  caufe  had  ybeen^ 
"Why  many  fpritca  by  toottaU  have  been  fce». 
-Hem  remembreth  how  Dan  Pltturch  hath  yfed 
That  Cxfar's  fprite  came  to  Bnste  his  bed  j 
Of  chains  that  frighten  crft  Arteintdore, 
The  tales  of  Pline,  Valere,  and  many  more. 

Hem  thinketh  that  fome  murdere  here  been  done. 
And  he  mought  fee  fome  bloodye  ghoft  anone, 
•Or  that  fome  orphiincs  writings  here  be  (loi'd, 
■Or  pot  of  gold  laine  deep  beneath  a  board  : 
Or  thinketh  hem,  tf  he  might  fee  no  fprite. 
The  Abbaye  mought  buy  this  hoirfc  cheap  outright. 

As  hem  thus  thinketh,  anone  afleep  he  lies. 
Up  ft?rten  Sathanas  with  fauecr  eyes. 
He  turned  the  Freer  upon  his  face  downright, 
Difplaying  his  ncrhcr  checks  full  broad  and  white. 
Then  (|uoth  Dan  Sathanas  as  he  thwacked  him  fore, 
Thou  didft  forget  to  guard  thy  poflern-door. 
There  is  an  hole  which  hath  not  crofTcd  been  ? 
Farcwcl,  from  whence  I  came,  I  creepcn  in. 

Now  plain  it  is  ytcllen  in  my  verfe. 
If  Dcvih  in  hell  bear  Frcers  in  their  erfe, 
On  earth  the  Devil  in  Frcers  doth  ydwcll ; 
\Vc\x  ihcre  no  Freer*,  the  Devil  mought  keep  in  Hell. 
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WORK    FOR    A€OOP£IL 

A       T    A    i.    E, 

A    MAN  may  lead  a  happy  lifey 
^^ .  Without  that  necsdf lU  tiling  a  wife  £ 
"This  long  have  hifty  Abbots  known, 
Who  ne'er  knew  {jpoufes— of  their  own. 

What  though  your  houfe  be  clean  and  ncat^ 
With  couches,  cliairs,  and  beds  compleat ; 
Thoi^h  you  eacli  day  invite  a  friend, 
Thou^i  he  fhould  every  dilh  commend; 
On  Baglhot-heati)  your  mutton  fed, 
Your  fowls  at  Brentford  l)oro  and  bred  j 
Though  purcll:  wine  your  cellars  boaft, 
Wine  worthy  of  the  faircft  toaft; 
Yet  there  are  otlier  things  requir'd  : 
Ring,  and  let  *«  fee  the  maid  you  hir'd. — 
Blefs  me  !  thofe  hands  might  hold  a  brooixt^ 
Twirle  round  a  mop,  and  wa(h  a  room : 
A  batclielor  his  tnaid  fhould  keep^ 
Not  for  tliat  fervilc  ufe  to  fweep  j 
Let  her  his  humour  underftand. 
And  turn  to  every  thing  her  hand. 
Get  you  a  lafs  tliat  *s  young  and  tight,  ^ 

Whofe  arms  are,,  like  her  apron,  white. 
What  though  her  Ihift  be  feldom  feeq, 
Let  thar,  though  coarfe,  be  always  clean; 
Siie  might  each  morn  your  tea  attend. 
And  on  your  wrid  your  ruffle  mend ; 
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Tlien,  if  you  brcak.a  roguilh  jcft, 
Or  fquceze  lierhaod^  or  pa£  her  bread'. 
She  cries^  Oh^  dnwSikt  don't  be  naught  V 
And  bluflies  fpeak.beriaft  iiight*s  fault- 
To  her  your  houOioM  cares  confide. 
Let  your  keys  jingle  afcJbcr  fide.  .  ; 

A  footman's  blunders  teaze  and^fretyci 
Ev*n  while  you  chide,  youfmile  on  Betty,^ 
Difchargc  him  then,  if  he-'s  too.  fpruce  i 
For  Betty  *s  for  his  mafter/s  ufe. 

Will  you  your  amorous  fancy  baulk,. 
For  fear  fome  prudifli -neighbour  talk  ? 
But  you  'lL«hjt:£Vi  that  you  're  afraid 
Of  the  pert  frecdonls'of  ft-nwicl. 
Bcfides,  your  wifer  hea^s  wiU  fay. 
That  Ihe  wiK)  turns  her  .hand  this  waVy. 
From  one  vice  to  another  drawn. 
Will  lodge  your  (ilver-fpoons  in  pawn.. 
Has  not  the  horoely  wrinkled  jiulc 
More  need  to  learn  the  pilfsj-ing  trade  ?  ■ 
For  love  all 'Betty's  waiits  fupplies, 
Laces  her  (hoes^  her  manteau  dyes, . 
All  her  ItufF-fuits  (he  flings  au*ay, 
And  wears  tluxad^fatjtin  every,  day. 

Who  then  a  dirty  drab  would  hire,. 
Brown  as  the  hearth  of-Jkitchen-firc;; 
When  all  rouft  own,  ^were. Betty  put     ..        .    ' 
To  the  black  duties  of  the  ilur, 
As  well  (he  fcours  or  (crubs  a  floor,         .      .   -1 
A  lid  flill  ks  good  for  foroethin^  more  ^• , 

B  3  ^\\Ni«^^ 


^  £  M  >. 
,.i*;ir  vicf, 

-.1,   :....-*..  i_iWiM.. 

.   .      'wt    .... ^  '  '-OiC 

.   ._    .     .    ..    w    .  ...;\,k«  I  Ik.\'  : 

'1  ;  a.  A.. .J,      .      .     .     1»     k.ri.iX; 

".-L-a^.^fck*   I   C      itC| 

.....       .   T'kl»  .?.««•  !.^£ 


"';■;_■  '■.!»:-..     .    .....>.  :j  .  Ik.  'ti  ;<«£, 

-•  VL   .  •  wl '•       .'•     .«    ^Oilit*  »   .'«.1aJ 

Pert  3t...    »   ».i*  ..    .w  ^Vi-.K  .'Uci:; 
"Mii:'.i    ..=:..    .    It    .J  :  u-.-rdu^c. 

Nor  tio^v..  .t  ,14.  .ki^A-,.  '.lie.-  ■ic*.i\  :p(>ke, 
«>Lir  !nk.H.-.<k  >«»  c**,  .%:.\.i  '.Vf.  '."C  oitc  ; 
Nor  taiPJ  be  to  pIOUWCC  lil*:    Cii, 

I  die  fios  whiCi)  chcy  confti^ 


Tec 


T    A    L    £   ;?.  ^ 

Yet,  chat  he  mi^  not  always  loun^ 
He  kept  conveniencies  at  home. 
Hk  maid  was  io  the  bloom  of  beauty^ 
Well-limb*d  for  every  focial  duty ; 
He  meddled. with  no-houihold  caresr 
To  her  coniignM  his  whole  affairs : 
She  of  his  ftudy  kept  the  keys. 
For  he  was  fludious— of  his  eafe  : 
She  had  the  power  of  all  his  locks* 
Could  rummage  every  cbeft  and  boxi; 
Her  honefty  fuch  credit  gain'd. 
Not  ev*n  the  cellar  was  reftrain'd. 

In  troth  it  was  a  goodly  (how, 
Lia'd  with  full  hogiheads  all  a-row. 
One  veflcl,.  from  the  rank  jjemov'd^ 
Far  dearer  than  the  reft  he  lov'd; 
Four  la  bonne  houcbe  'twas  fct  aiide. 
To  all  but  choiceft  friends  deny'd. 
He  now  and  then  would  fend  a  quart,. 
To  warm  fome  wife's  retentive  heart,, 
Againil  confeiBon's  fullen  hour ; 
Wine  has  all  fecrets  in  its  power. 
At  common  feafts  it  had  been  walle. 
Nor  was  it  fit  for  layman's  tafte. 
If  monk  or  friar  were  his  guefl. 
They  drank  it ;  for  they  know  the  bcft. 
Nay,  he  at  length  fo  fond  was  growD, 
He  always  drank  it  when— alone. 

Who  ihall  recount  bis  ci?U  laboun^ 
In  pious  vifiu  to  his  neighbours  ? 
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Wlictie'er  weak  hnfbands  went  aftmy, 
He  guefs'd  their  -wives  were  in  the  way  i 
Twas  then  his  charity  was  fliown. 
He  chofe  to  fee  them  when  alone. 

Now  was  "he  bent  on  euckoldom  : 
Kc  knew  friend  Denris  was  from  home  t 
His  wife  (a  poor  neg!e£lcd  beauty 
Dwfrauded  of  a  huft)and*s  diity) 
Had  often  told  him  at  confeflion, 
How  hard  ftic  ftruggled  'gainft  tranfgreffioB. 
He  now  rcfolves,  in  heat  of  blood. 
To  try  how  firm  her  virtue  flood. 
He  knew  that  wine  (to  love  beft  ?id) 
Has  oft*  made  hold  the  (hame-fac'd  maid. 
Taught  hvc  to  romp,  and  take  more  freedoms,i 
Than  nymphs  train'd-up  at  Smith's  or  Needham's 

A  miglity  bottle  ftrait  he  chofe, 
Sucli  as  might  give  two  Friars  thQir  dofe, 
ISannette  he  calld  :  the  cellar-door 
She  flraight  unlocks,  dcfcends  before; 
He  follow'd  clofe.     But  when  he  fpjcs 
His  favourite  cafk  ;  with  lifted  eyes 
And  lifted  hands  aloud  he  cries, 
Heigh-day  !  my  darling  wine  adoop  I 
It  muft,  iila,s !  have  fprung  a  hoop. 
That  there  's  a  leak  is  pad  all  doubt, 
(Rcply'd  the  maid) — I  '11  find  it  out.  "   * 

She  lets  the  candle  ck>wn  in  hade,  '  ^   ■'* 

Tucks  hot  white  api-on  round  her  waift.    * 
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The  hogihcad's  mouldy  fide  afcends ; 
She  ilraddlcs  wide,  and  downward  bends : 
^  low  (he  itoop^  to  feek  thejis^f^ 
'  Her  coats  roTe  up,  her  mafter^sfw-^ 
I  fee — ^he  cries*— (dien'^Iafpt  her  f^) 
The  leak  through  which  my  wine  has  pafL 

Theii.aUmhafteth6iiteid4feA:eiidea^         t- 
^nd  in  a  tric^  the  leak  wa$  mehdecL    .  '  /     ^-  - 
He  found  in  Namiette  all  he^rVf^P^^^  -..    '       ,  ,*: 
So  Dennis'  brqws:  rem^un'd.l^plfu^d. . 

Ere  fi^  tills  dme>.  tlUufty  Fryu-*.  '  t       .  ■ 
( Warm'd  with  Iptedominann  4efii^    .  r  - 

Whene'er  the  flefc  with  (Jwit  ^tMrxds^ 
Look  bh  tike  (9%  as  leaky  baarre)fr.,,  . 
Beware  of  thefe,  ye  jealous  fpquiev  1 
From  fuch-like  coopers  g\iard  your  houfes;^   . 
For,  if  tlvsy  6nd  not  woirk  at  home^ 
For  jobb^xluough  all. the  town  d\cy  roaoa*. 
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THE      E  Cttr  1  \r  0  C  A  T  I  O  it- 
A       T    A    L    B. 

A  N  Abbot  vich  (trtti>ft  nrfk  wa»good^ 

•"•  Alike4iifei«lU*ijdinfbod)  :       \ 

His  Bi(hop  had  idbhrM  M>  tiMt  t 

The  Bi(ho]r  CMie^  i3id  BiflMp  ett. 

»Twas  filenoe,  till  their  IIoimgIis  hXl*d-t 

And  now  at  iffet««iek«  they  rml*d. 

What  Hereiy  (1^  iMate  fud) 

Is  in  diat  Church  vAon  Priefts  imy  wed  r 

Do  not  we  take  tlie  ChtMrch  for  lift  f 

But  diofe  dtvoroe  her  for  a  \nfe  j 

Like  lay men^.  keep  lier  in  dieir  houfes. 

And  own  the  childrsii  of  their  fpoufes- 

Vile  pra£Uces  !  the  Abbot  cry'd. 

For  pious  ufe  we  're  fet  aiide ! 

Shall  we  take  wives  ?  Marriage  at  beft' 

Is  but  carnality  profeiV ! 

NoWy  as  the  Bilhop  took  his  glafs. 
He  fpy'd  our  Abbot's  buxom  laf^^ 
Who  crofs'd  the  room ;  he  maric'd  her  eyr 
That  glbw'd  with  love  {  his  pulfe  beat  high* 
Fye,  father,  fye,  (the  Prelate  cries) 
A  maid  fo  young  !  for  ihame,  be  wife. 
Thefe  indifcretions  lend  a  handle 
To.  lewd  lay-tongue$|  to  give  us  fcandal. 
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For  your  vow's  fake,  this  rule  I  give  t*  ye  : 
Let  all  your  maids  be  tum'd  of  fifty. 

The  Prifeft  ttply'd,  I  have  not  Iwerv'U, 
But  your  chade  preeept  well  obferv'd  : 
That  lafs  full  twcnty-^ve  has  told  » 
I've  yet  another  who's  as  old  5 
Into  one  funi' their  ages  cafti 
So  both  my  maids  have  fifty  ptft. 

The  Prelate  fiaaiil!d,  but  durft  not  blan^.; 
For  why  >  his  Locdihtp  did  tkt  faoM. 

Lfet  diofe  who  repriintod  their  brothers^, 
Firfl  mend  thr  imskt chij fiad  iaothen* 
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A      T  R  U  E      S  T  O  k  r   ; 

O  F      A  N 

APPARITION.. 

^CEPTICKS  (whofe  ibength  of  argument  makes^oui 
^  That  wifdom*s-'3eep  enquiries  exid  in  doubt) 
Hold  this  aflmion  poiitiye  and  dear, 
That  fprites  arc  pure  delufipns,  rais'd  by  fear. . 
Kot  that  fam'd  ghoii,  which  in  prefaging  found. 
Called  Brutus  to  Pkilippi's  £iital  gnund,' 
Nor  can  Tiberius  Gracchus*  goary  fhade, 
Thelc  ever-doubting  difputants  pcrfuade.. 
Straight  they  with  froiles  reply,  Tliofe  tales  of  old: 
By  viAonary  Priefts  were  made  and  told« 
Oh,  might  fomc  ghoft  at  dead  of  night  appear. 
And  make  you  own  conviftion  by  your  fear ! 
I  know  your  fneers  my  eafy  faith  accufe. 
Which  with  fuch  idle  legends  fcarcs  the  Mufe  :. 
But  think  not  that  I  tell  thofe  vulgar  fprights. 
Which  frighted  boys  relate  on  winter  nights, 
How  cleanly  milk-maids  nteet  the  fairy  train,. 
How  headlefs  horfes  drag  the  clinking  chain, 
ISlight-roaming  ghofls,  by  faucer  eye-balls  knowni 
The  common  fpe6bccs  of  each  country-town. 
No,  I  fuch  fables  can  like  you  dcTpiie, 
And  laugh  to  hear  diefe  nurfe-invenced  lies. 
^et  has  not  oft'  the  fraudful  guardian's  flight 
^ni^lPd'him  to  reftore  an. orphan's  right  f 
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And  can  we  doubt  that  horrid  ghcfls  afcendy 
Which  on  the  confcious  murderer's  fleps  attend  ? 
Hear  blien,  and  let  actefled  truth  prevail ; 
From  faithful  lips  I  learnt  the  dreadful  tale. 

Where  Arden's  fprcd  ipreads  its  limits  wide, 
Whofe  branching  paths  the  doubtful  road  divid^ 
A  traveler  took  his  folitary  way. 
When  low  beneath  the  hills  was  funk  the  day. 
And  now  the  ikies  with  gathering  darknefs  lour. 
The  branches  rufUe  with  the  threatened  ibower ; 
With  fudden  hlafls  tlie  foreiV  murmurs  loud, 
Indented  lightnings  cleave  the  fable  cloud. 
Thunder  on  tlmndcr  breaks,  the  tempeft  roars» 
And  heaven  difcharges  all  its  watery  (lores. 
The  wandering  traveler  ihclter  feeks  in  vain, 
And  ihrinks  and  ihivers  with  the  beating  rain  : 
On  his  fleed's  neck  the  ilacken'd  bridle  lay, 
Who  chofe  with  cautious  flcp  th*  uncertain  way  j 
And  now  he  checks  the  rein,  and  halts  to  hear 
If  any  noife  foretold  a  village  near. 
At  length  from  far  a  dream  of  light  he  fees 
Extend  its  level  ray  between  the  trees ; 
Thither  he  fpeeds,  and,  as  he  nearer  came. 
Joyful  be  knew  the  lam'p*s  domeftic  flame 
That  trembled  through  the  window }  crofs  the  way 
Darts  forth  the  barking  cur,  and  (lands  at  bay. 

It  was  an  antient  lonely  houfe,  that  (lood 
Upon  the  borders  of  tlie  fpacious  wood ; 
Here  towers  and  antique  battlements  arife, 
And  there  in  heaps  the  moulder'd  ruin  lies. 


^3 


GAlr*t     FOB  Ms. 


N 


'I 

Ui 

M--:  ■  ;.-v; 

cmeHidfrn.' 

**X^>  ;juk4f  *4t.^.^--    --  ^  ^^ 

'-> 

iktiiigilc  w  Milimittat^  f 

4d«mnd 

9mhmi^pm^rx. 

jxh;             ■ 

--»%| 

iufe  llMBK' liW  ^1*   imw  «Trrr  ^1B 

It  i^^sfe,               fl 

W^ir«irs)gtems%  mikm  ^tam 

Ttt    rciiT                 ^ 

Wtty  ;iMiriitr1l«n^»^m  ^tti  r 

1 

Sidl!f«p»inr*€Mr^  qnd  Mnr 

:m  ^13*.            ^ 

*t^MMEtei  wma-n  nrn  iiartsit^ 

'^^      4 

Bfe,^ciir!«ft  ^  itei%  lil  Ti»9r««M4 

i:il^C«wB*v  cufdHmai  Itair^ 

UlTTii  jiiMJ 

TB»^nBi4»  w»'lflfittiAeD4nti 

^mie^^^ 

^WK^Iiiiv  *i»L^  magr  ^- 

— -  iracw 

Mit\mm>.,^^imkwm^^ 

>3"jBil« 

UluHMiiiiii    riiw  HI 

fl 

lCi«ai^iflr^«iiiM-^ 

4 

OTjMfiwfjiiinwii  *- 

y  ■■^pf^»:l^»we»:^--Tr> 

t^^^ 

TALES.  15 

And  DOW  they  g»n'd  the  winding  flairs'  aicent. 
And  to  the  loocfoiiie  room  of  terron  went. 
'When  all  was  feady,  fwift  retir'd  the  maid, 
The  watch-lights  httrn,  tuckM  warm  in  hod  was  had 
The  hardy  ftranger,  and  attends  the  fprite 
Till  his  accuftoni'd  walk  at  dead  of  night. 

At  6rft  he  hears  the  wind  with  hollow  roar 
Shake  the  loofe  lock,  and  fwing  the  creaking  door; 
Nearer  and  nearer  draws  the  dreadful  (bund 
Of  rattling  chains^  that  dragg'd  upon  the  ground  t 
When  1o,  the  fpe£hre  came  with  horrid  (hide, 
Approach'd  the  bed,  and  drew  the  curtains  wide  ? 
In  human  form  the  ghadful  phantom  (tood, 
Expos'd  his  mangled  bofom  dy'd  with  blood. 
Then,  filent  pointing  to  his  wounded  breaft. 
Thrice  wavM  his  hand.     Beneath  the  frighted  gueft 
The  bed-cords  trembled,  and  with  Juddering  ^ar. 
Sweat  chiird  his  limbs,  lugh  roie  his  briftled  hair ; 
Then  muttering  hafty  prayers,  he  mann'd  his  heart. 
And  cry'd  aloud;  Say,  whence  and  who  thou  art. 
The  (biking  ghoft  with  hollow  voice  replies. 
Three  yarn  «e  counted  fince  with  m<ntal  eyes 
I  &w  die  fmiy  and  vxtal  nr  re^if^d.' 
like  dve  kenigbted,  end  widi  travel  tir'd, 
Widun  dxie  wdb  I  flept.    O  tiurft  of  gain  ! 
te,  ffill  die  pbnkt  Urn  bkioc^  mark  retain. 
Stmdi*d OB dtiinqr Mf  fran ileep  I  ftart, 
And  fee  dw  fled  inpendbr  ^v  my  heart ; 
•  ijiibarbeimnlioftBf-'  -*i     .r-.  lifted  knife, 

iic  floor  xiB  pwpl'  ^ulhing  life. 
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My  treafare  now  they  feize,  the  golden  fpoil 
They  bury  deep  beneath  the  grafs-grown  foiU 
Far  in  the  common  iield.    Be  hold,  arife, 
My  Aeps  ihall  lead  thee  to  the  fecret  prize  i 
There  dig,  and  find ;  let  that  thy  care  reward  : 
Call  loud  on  juftice,  bid  her  not  retard 
To  punifli  murder;  lay  my  ghofl  at  reft: 
So  fhall  with  peace  fecure  thy  nights  be  blcft ; 
And,  when  beneath  thefe  boards  my  bones  are  found. 
Decent  inter  them  in  fome  facred  ground. 

Here  ceas*d  thcghoft.   The  ftrangerfpringsfrom  bcJ, 
And  boldly  follows  where  the  phantom  led  : 
The  half-worn  ftony  flairs  they  now  defccnd, 
Where  pafTages  obfcurc  their  arches  bend. 
Silent  they  walk  ;  and  now  through  groves  they  pafs. 
Now  through  wet  meads  their  ftcps  imprint  the  grafs» 
At  length  amidft  a  fpacious  field  they  came  : 
There  ftops  the  fpe£h-e,  and  afcends  in  flame. 
Amaz'd  he  ftood,  no  bufh  or  brier  was  found, 
To  teach  his  morning  fearch  to  find  the  ground. 
What  could  he  do  ?  the  night  was  hideous  dark. 
Fear  (hook  his  joints,  and  nature  dropt  the  mark  z 
With  that  he  ftarcing  wak'd,  and  raised  his  head. 
But  found  the  golden  mark  was  left  in  bed. 

What  is  the  ftatefman's  vaft  ambitious  fcheme. 
But  a  ihort  vifion,  and  a  golden  dream  ? 
Power,  wealth,  and  title,  elevate  his  hope ; 
He  wakes  :  bur,  for  a  ganer,  finds  a  rope. 

THE 
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M      A      D    .   D      O      G. 
A         TALE. 

A    P  R  U  D  E,  at  morn  and  evening,  prayer, 
"^  ^  Had  worn  her  vclvet-cufhipu  barej 
Upward  ihe  taught  licr  eyes  to  roll, 
As  if  fhc  watch'd  her  foaring  foul ;     .   ' 
And,  when  devotion  wirm'd  the  croud, 
i^'one  fung,  or  fmote  their  bread  fo  loud  : 
Pale  Penitence  had  mark'd  her  face 
With  a]  I  the  meagre  figns  of  grace. 
Her  raafs-book  was  compleatly  lin*d 
With  painted  Saints  of  various  kind : 
But,  when  in  every  page  /he  vievv'd 
Fine  Ladies  who  the  flc(h  fubdued. 
As  quick  l^r  beads  (he  counted  o'er, 
She  cry'd  —  Such  wonders  are  no  more ! 
Slie  chofe  not  to  delay  confeilion, 
To  bear  at  once  a  year's  tranfgrcfllon ;     . 
Tiut  every  week  fet  all  things  even, 
And  balanc'd  her  accounts  with  Heaven. 

Behold  her  now  in  humble  guife, 
Upon  her  knees  with  down-call  eye$ 
Vol.  IL  C  Before 
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lU-toic  !hc  Pricft  :  (he  thus  1)egins, 
Aiut   fobbing,  blubbers* forth  her  (ins  j 
••  \Viu»  vo.:lvl  rliac  tereptingr  man  rcfift  ? 
"  Mv  \iiu:-  larpruiftM,  as  he  kifs'd  ; 
••  \  tliwv'  —  '.ill  I  coulJ  ftriTc  no  longer? 
••  How  sMM  I  be  weak  iuMuc  the  ftroager  ?" 

The  KjcImi  ^'vi  Lcr  vli«re  iml  when  ? 
Ho  A  HMi'v  *  arnt  wi^at  fort  cf  men  ? 
H\  w  wt  vk^fvXN  hci-  Kooi?  WAS  UeaKd  ? 
Hv-«  oti"  -jw  rsr-tv  was  rryxri^r*!  ? 
'>S;:n  l^a-v  !  ;v.\  »  a  '.N-.irra^t  \verc:i 
A'.t  ^U-^  s.  \w::  '  ^^/.:  \!V(s  :?^^  Sr.-^::'  : 

l^.<  .o     •.    \.\.vMi  or  ^.i'  ?--. "ta 
K'Jv*^     \^  ''v :'.*  X      :-.     ^i-  5  i 

^     »  ■■  ■^        '^  *.     *.    v      -^    -    i?    .■-  . 
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The  Prieft,  who  female  frailties  pity'd, 
Firfl  chid  her,  then  her  (ins  remitted. 

But  did  (he  now  her  crime  bemoan 
In  penitential  (heets  alone  ? 
And  was  no  bold,  no  beailly  fellow 
The  nightly  partner  of  her  pillow  ? 
No»  none  :  for  next  time  in  the  grove 
A  bank  was  confcious  of  her  love. 

Confcirionday  was  come  about. 
And  now  again  it  all  muft  out. 
She  feems  to  wipe  her  twinkling  eyes : 
**  What  now,  my  child  ?**  the  Father  cries. 
"  Again  T*  fays  flie,— With  threatening  looks^ 
He  thus  the  proflrate  dame  rebukes : 

**  Madam,  I  grant  there  's  fomething  in  it, 
^'  That  virtue  has  th*  unguarded  minute  j 
<<  But  pray  now  tell  me  what  are  whores, 
*^  But  women  of  unguarded  hours  ? 
**  Then  you  muH  fure  have  lo(l  all  fhame. 
**  What !  every  day,  and  ftill  the  fame, 
"  And  no  fault  elfe  I  'tis  (Irange  to  find 
'<  A  woman  to  one  (in  coniin'd  I 
*^  Pride  is  this  day  her  darling  paifioo, 
'*  The  next  day  Slander  is  in  falhion  ; 
*<  Gaming  fucceeds  ;  if  Fortune  crolTes, 
**  Then  Virtue  's  mortgag'd  for  l^r  lodes ; 
''  By  ufe  her  favourite  vice  (he  loaths, 
**  And  loves  new  follies  like  new  cloaths  : 
'<  But  you,  beyond  all  thought  unchafte, 
*'  Have  all  fin  cenur*d  near  your  waift  1 

C  a  "  WUwy^ 
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**  Whence  is  this  appetite  fo  ftrong  ? 
'*  Say>  Madam,  did  your  mother  long  I 
'*  Or  is  it  luxury  and  high  diet 
**  That  won't  let  virtue  deep  in  quiet  ?*• 
She  tells  him  now,  with  meekeft  voice. 
That  flic  had  never  err'd  by  choice ; 
T^or  was  there  known  a  virgin  chafter^ 
Till  ruin'd  by  a  fad  difafter. 

That  flie  a- favourite  lap-dog  had. 
Which  (as  fhe  ftroak'd  and  kifs'd)  grew  mad  5 
And  on  her  lip  a  wound  indenting, 
Firft  fet  her  youthful  blood  fermenting. 
-  The  Prieft  reply M,  with  zealous  fury, 
**  You  (hould  havv-  fought  the  means  to  cure  yc 
•*  Doftors  by  various  ways,  we  -find, 
«  Treat  thcfe  diflempers  of  the  nnnd. 

<*  Let  gaudy  ribbands  l>e  deny'd 
*<  To  her  who  raves  with  fcomful  pride} 
'*  And,  if- religion  crack  her  notions, 
**  Lock-up  her  volumes  of  devotions  5 
""  But,  if  for  man  l^r  rage  prevail, 
**  Bar  h-r  the  fight  of  creaturts  male. 
^«  Or  elfe,  to  cure  fuch  venom'd  bites, 
"*'  And  fet  the  fhatter'd  thoughts  arights  j 
**  They  fend  you  to  the  ocean's  fhore,     . 
^*  And  plunge  the  patient  o'er  and  o'er.** 

The  dame  reply'd,  "  Alas !   in  vaih 
*<  My  kindred  forc'd  me  to  the  main  ; 
**  Naked,  and  in  the  face  of  day  : 
H)k  not,  ye  iiihermen,  this  way  ! 

«*  What 
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•*  What  virgin  had  not  done  as  I  did  f 

"  My  modeft  hand,  by  nature  guided, 

"  Debarr'd  at  once  from  human  eyes 

"  The  feat  where  female  honour  lies ;.  .  , 

**  And,  though  thrice  dipt  firom  top  to  to^ 

"  I  ftill  fecur'd  the  poft  below, 

♦*  And  guarded  it  with  grafp  fo  faft 

•*  Not  one  drop  tlirough  my  fingers  paft». 

"  Thus  owe  I  to  my  baftiful  care, 

"  That  all  the  rage  is  fettled  there." 

Weigh  well  the  proje6^s  of  mankind  5 
Then  tell  me,  Reader,  canft  thou  find 
The  man  from  madnefs  wholly  free  ? 
They  all  are  mad  —  fave  you  and  mc 
Do  not  the  ftatefman,  fop,  and  wit. 
By  daily  follies  prove  they  're  bit  ? 
And,  when  the  briny  cure  they  try'd. 
Some  part  Hill  kept  above  the  tide  ? 

Some  men   (when  drench'd  beneath  the  wave) 
High  o'er  their  heads  their  fini^jjs  fave  : 
Thofc  hands  by  mean  extortion  thrive, 
Or  in  the  pocket  lightly  dive  : 
Or,  more  expert  in  pilfering  vice, 
1'hcy  burn  and  itch  to  cog  the  dice. 

Plunge-in  a  courtier  1   ftrait  his  fears 
Direct  his  hands  to  ftop  his  cars. 
And  now  truth  feems  a  grating  noife. 
He  I0VC8  tlic  flanderer's  whifpcring  voice ; 

C  3  He 
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He  hangs  on  flattery  with  delight^ 
And  thinks  all  fulfome  praife  is  right. 
All  women  dread  a  watery  death : 
They  (hut  their  lips,  to  hold  their  breath ; 
And,  though  you  duck  them  ne'er  fo  Iong» 
Not  one  fait  drop  e'er  wets  their  tongue : 
*Tis  hence  they  fcandal  have  at  will. 
And  that  this  member  ne'er  lies  AUl. 
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OCCASIONED 

By  the  Death  of  the  Dukb  RECEwrofFRANXitr 

TT O  W  vain  are  mortal  man's  endeavours ? 

•■•■*•  (Said,  at  dame  Elliot's*,  mafter  Travcrs). 

Good  Orleans  dead  !  i»  truth  .'tis  hard  : 

Oh,  may  all  flatefmen  die  ppepar'd4 

I  do  forcfce  (a»d  for  fore^reeing  5 

He  equals  any  man  in  being.) . 

The  army  ne'er  can  be  dilbandedj 

—  1  wifli  the  King  were  fafely  landed. 

Ah»^friends  1  great  changes  threat  the  land ; 

All  France  and  England  at  a  iland  !  10  ■ 

There  *s  Mcroweis  —  mark  4  ftrange  work  ! 

And  there  '§  tlie  Czar,  and  there  's  the  Tufk  { 

The  Pope  —  An  India  merchant  by, 

Cut  (hort  the  fpeech  with  this  reply  : 

"  AU  at  »-dand  ?  Y-ou  fee  great  changes  }         i-^ 
**Ah,  Sir!  you  never  fa  w  the  Ganges. 
"  There  dwell  the  nations  of  Quidnunkl*s 
•**(So  Monomotapa  calls  monkies)  : 

♦  A  cotfcc-hourc  near  St,  J?.ovcC%. 

C  4  '*^tk 
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*'  On  either  bank,  from  bough  to  bough, 
**  They  meet«and  chat  (^  we  may  now).  so 

"  Whifpers  go  round,  they  grin,  they  flirtig, 
.  **  They  bow,  they  fnarl,  they  fcratch,  they  hug  ^ 
"  And,  juft  as  chance  or  whim  provoke  them, 
**  They  either  bite  their  friends,  or  ftroke  them. 

**  There  have  I  feenTome  a&ivc  prig,  25. 

'*  To  (hew  his  parts,  beftride  a  twig  : 
"  Lord  !  how  the  chattering  tribe  admire, 
"  Not  that  he  's  wifer,  but  he  's  higher  : 
"  All  long  to  try  the  venturous  thing 
"  (For  power  is  but  to  have  one's  fwing)  j 
♦*  From  fide  to  fide  he  fprings,  he  fpurns,  36  " 

**  And  bangs  his  foes  and  friends  by  turns. 
"  Thus,  as  in  giddy  freaks  he  bounces, 
<*  Crack  goes  the  twig,  and  in  he  flounces  \ 
"  Down  the  fwifc  ftream  the  wretch  is  borne  j 
<*  Never,  ah  never,  to  return  !  35 

"  Zounds  !  what  a  fall  had  our  dear  brother  j. 
•*  Morbleu  !  cries  one  j  and  Damme  !  t'other.' 
"  The  nations  give  a  general  fcreech ; 
**  None  cocks  his  tail,  none  claws  his  breech  } 
**  Each  trembles  for  the  public  weal,  4a 

"  And  for  a  while  forgets  to  Iteal. 

«*  A  while,  all  eyes,  intent  and  fteddy, 
"  Purfue  him,  whirling  down  the  eddy. 
**  But,  out  of  mind  when  out  of  view, 
**  Some  other  mounts  the  twig  anew  ;  4^ 

"  And  bufinefs,  on  each  monkey-Ciore, 
"  Runs  tlie  fame  track  it  went  before." 

FABLES^ 
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FABLES. 

IN    TWO    PARTS. 

"  Shall  not  my  Fables  cenfure  vice, 

**  Becaufe  a  knave  is  over-nice  ?  — 

**  If  I  laili  vice  in  general  fi£tion, 

**  Is  't  I  apply,  or  felf-conviftion  ? 

**  Brutes  are  my  theme.     Am  I  to  blamc^ 

**  If  men  in  morals  are  the  fame  ? 

**  I  no  man  call  or  ape  or  afs; 

**  *Tis  his  own  confcience  holds  the  glafs. 

**  Thus  void  of  all  olfence  I  write  i 

"  Who  claims  the  Fable,  knows  his  right." 

PROL.  to  8H£P.  WfifC. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  FABLES*. 
PART    THE    FIRST. 

THE  SHEPHERD  AND  THE  PHILOSOPHER. 

"D  EMOTE  from  cities  liv'd  a  Swain^ 
■■•^  Unvex'd  with  all  the  cares  of  gain ; 
His  head  was  (ilvcr'd  G*er  with  age, 
And  long  experience  made  him  fag?  i 
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In  fummer*s  heat,  and  winter's  cold,  5; 

He  fed  his  flock,  and  penn'd  the  fold; 

His  hours  in  cheerful  labour  fltw,> 

Nor  envy  nor  ambition  knewj 

His  wifdomand'lm  honefl  rame 

Through  all  the  country  raisM  his  naipe,      j  ^  Jf0 

A  decp.Philiifophcr  (wlK)fe  rules 
Of  moral  life,  were  drawn. f com  fchools)/ 
The  Shepherd's  homely  cottage  fought, 
And  thus  explored  his  reach  of  thought.. 

Whence  is  thy  learning?  hath  thy  toil  ^5 

O'er  books  confum'd. the. midnight  oil  ? 
Haft  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  furvey'd^. 
And  tlie  vaft  fcnfc  of  ?lato  weighed i 
Hath  Socrates  thy  foulrefin'd,. 
And  haft  thou  fathom*dTiully'smind'?-         %■   JtT- 
Off  like  the  wife  Ulyiles,  thrown. 
By  various  fates.,  on  realms  unknown, 
Haft  thou  through  many  cities' ftray'd, 
Their  curtoms,  laws,  and  manners,  weighed  ?- 

•the  Shepherd  modeftly  repjy'd,,  25^ 

T ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  try'd  ; 
Nor  have. I  roam'd  in  foreign  parts,,  t 

To  read  mankind,  their  laws  and  artsj  ~ 
For.man  is  pjradVisM  in  difgyife, 
He  cheats  the  moft  difcerning  eyes  :  3.9. 

"Who  by  that  fearch  (hall  wifcr  grow,. 
When  we  ourfelves  can  never  know  ?  • 
The  little  knowledge  I  have  gainM,. 
Was  ail  frcDuiimple.  Natute  ilrain'd.i . 

I  Hence.- 
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Hence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rife,  35 

Hence  grew  my  fettled  hate  to  vice. 

The  daily  labours  of  the  bee 
Awake  my  foul  to  induftry  i 
Who  can  obferve  the  careful  ant, 
And  not  provide  for  future  want  >  40 

My  dog  (the  truftieft  of  his  kind> 
With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind> 
I  mark  his  true,  his  faithful  vny^ 
And  in  my  fervice  copy  Tray.  J 

In  conflancy  and  nuptial'  love^  4^ 

I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove^ 
The  hen,  who  from  the  chilly  air, 
With  pious  wing,  proteds  her  care, 
And  every  f^wl  that  flies  at  largc^. 
In(lru6^s  me  m  a  parent's  xhargei-  ^ft> 

From  Nature,  too,  I  take  my  rule^ 
To  ihun  contempt  and  ridicule. 
1  never,  with  important  air,^ 
In  converfation  overbear.. 

Can  grave  and  formal  pafs  for  wife,,  ^ 

When  men  the  folemn  owl.defpife  ? 
My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein ; 
For  who  talks  much  muft  talk  in  vab.. 
We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly  : 
Who  liftens  to  the  chattering  pye  ?  io 

Nor  would  I,  with  felonious  flight. 
By  ftcalth  invade  my  neighbour's  right.. 
Rapacious  animals  wc  hate  : 
£jteS|  hawks,  and  wolves,  deferve  theic  iVA* 
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Do  not  we  juft  abhorrence  find  <5 

Againft  the  toad  and  ferpent-kind  ? 

But  Envy,  Caluoinyy  and  Spite, 

Bear  flronger  venom  in  their  bite. 

Thus  every  objeft  of  creation 

Can  furnifh  hints  to  contem{4ation  ;  70 

Andy  from  the  mod  minute  and  mean^. 

A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 

Thy  fame  is  juft,  the  Sage  replies; 
Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wife. 
Pride  often  guides  the  author's  pen  ;  75 

Books  as  affeded  are  as  men  : 
But  he  who  fludies  Nature's  laws. 
From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws  1 
And  thofe,  without  our  fchools,  fuffice 
To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wife.  So 


TO 


TO   HIS   HIGHNESS 

WILLIAM  DUKE  OF  CUMBERLAND. 
FABLE    L 

THE  LION,  THE  TIGER,   AND  THE  TRAVBLLE1U 

A  CCEPT,  young  Prince  I  the  moral  lay, 
•^^  And  in  thefe  Tales  mankind  furvcyj 
With  early  virtues  plant  your  Brcaft, 
The  fpecious  arts  of  vice  dcteft. 

Princes,  lik€  beauties,  from  their  youth  5 

Are  ftrangers  to  the  voice  of  Truth. 
Learn  to  contemn  all  praife  betimes. 
For  flattery  's  the  nurfe  of  crimes  : 
Friendfliip  by  fwcct  reproof  is  Ihown 
<A  virtue  never  near  a  throne)  :  M 

In  courts  fuch  freedom  muft  offend  ; 
There  none  prefumes  to  be  a  friend. 
To  thofe  of  your  exalted  ftation, 
Each  courtier  is  a  dedication. 
Muft  I,  too,  flatter  like  the  reft,  15 

And  turn  my  morals  to  a  jeft  ? 
The  Mufe  difdains  to  ileal  from  thofe 
Who  thrive  in  courts  by  fulforae  profe. 

But  ihall  I  hide  your  real  praife. 
Or  tell  you  what  a  nation  fays  ?  t« 

They  in  your  infant  bofom  trace 
The  virtues  of  your  rgyal  race ; 
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In  tlie  fair  ^lawniog  of  your  mind, 
Difcem  you  ^nerous,  raildy  and  kind  : 
They  fee  you  grieve  to  iiear  difbtfs,  t^ , 

And  pant  already  to  redrcfs. 
Go  on,  the  height  of  good  attain. 
Nor  let  a  nation  hope  in  vain  ■: 
For  hence  \ve  juftly  may  prcfage 
The  virtues  of  41  riper  age.  3«  • 

True  courage  ihall  your  bofom  fire. 
And  future  a6tions  own  your  fire. 
Cowards  are  cruel ;  but  the  brave 
Love  mercy,  and  dtlight  to  fave. 

A  Tiger,  roaming  for  his  prey,  ^ 

Sprung  on  a  Traveller  in  the  way  j 
The  proflrate  game  a  IJon  fpies. 
And  on  the  greedy  tyrant  flies  :  ^ 

With  mingled  roar  rcfounds  the  wood, 
Tlieir  teetb,  their  claws,  difl.il  with  blood ;         40 
Till,  vanquiih'd  by  the  Lion's  ftrcngth. 
The  fpottcd  Foe  extends  his  length. 
The  Man  befought  .the  ibaggy  Lord, 
And  on  his  knees  for  life  imploi'^d. 
His  life  the  generous  hero  gave.  45 

Together  walking  to  liis  cave. 
The  Lion  thus  bcfpoke  his  gue(l : 

"  What  hardy  bead  (hall  dare  contcft 
"  My  matchlefs  ftrength  ?  You  faw  the  figlit^ 
**  And  mufl:  atteft  my  power  and  right.  50 

**  ForcM  to  forego  their  native  home, 
•*  My  ftarving  flavcs  at  diftance  roam. 

««  Within 
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**  Within  thefe  woods  I  reign  alone  ; 

**  The  boundlefs  forcft  is  my  own, 

"  Bears,  wolves,  and  all  the  farvage  brood,  55 

"  Have  dy'd  the  regal  den  with  blood. 

"  Thefe  carcaflcs  on  cither  liarid,  ' 

**  Thofe  bones  that  whiten  all  the  land, 

"  My  former  deeds  and  triumphs  tell, 

**  Beneath  thefe  jaws  what  numbers  fell."  6« 

«*  True,"  fays  the  Mai\,  ."  the  ftrcngth  I  faw 
/'  Might  well  the  brutal  nation  awe ; 
**  But  ihall  a  monardi,  brave^  like  you, 
'*  Place  glory  in  fo  falfe  a  view  ? 
*'  Robbers  invade  their  neighbours'  right.  ^ 

"  Be  lov'd ;  let  juflicc  bound  your  ibigut. 
'^*  Mean  arc  ambitious  Jicroes*  boafls 
•*  Of  wafted  lands  and  flaughter'd  hofts. 
"  Pirates  their  power  by  murders  gain; 
*'  Wife  kings  by  love  and  rocjxy  reign.  -7^ 

"  To  mc  your  clemency  hath  (hown 
"  The  virtue  worthy  of  a  throne. 
•*  Hcavxji  gives  you  power  above  the  reft, 
*'  Like  iJcaven,  to  fuccour  the  diftrcft." 

**  The  £afe  is  plain,"  the  monarch  laid.;       .    ^5 
**  Falfe  glory  hath  my  youth  milled  j 
**  For  bcafts  of  prey,  a  fcrvile  train, 
"  Have  been  the  Batterers  x>f  my  reign. 
"  Yon  rcafon  well.     Yet  tell  me,  friend, 
*'  Did  ever  you  in  courts  attend  ?  to 

*'  For  all  my  fawning  rogues  agree, 
"  That  human  heroes  rule  like  rae." 
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FAB  L  E     IL 

THE  SPANIEL  AND  THE  CAMELEON. 

AS  P  AN  I E  L,  bred  with  all  the  care 
That  waits  upon  a  farourite  heir, 
Ne'er  felt  Corrcftion's  rigid  hand  j 
Indulg'd  to  difobejr  command. 
In  pamper'd  eafe  his  hours  were  fpent :  5 

He  never  knew  what  Learning  meant. 
■Such  forward  airs,  fo  pert,  fo  fmart. 
Were  fure  to  win  his  lady's  heart ; 
Each  little  mifchief  gain'd  him  praife; 
■How  pretty  were  his  faxvning  ways  !  10 

The  wind  was  fouth,  the  morning  fair. 
He  ventures  forth  to  take  the  air  : 
He  ranges  all  the  meadow  round, 
And  rolls  upon  the  fofteft  ground  ; 
When  near  him  a  Cameleon  feen,  15 

Was  fcarce  diftinguifh'd  from  the  green, 

*<  Dear  emblem  of  the  flattering  hoft, 
"  What,  live  with  clowns  !  a  genius  loft ! 
«  To  cities  and  the  court  repair  j 
"  A  fortune  cannot  fail  thee  there :  10 

*<  Preferments  ft  all  thy  talents  crown  ; 
*'  BcHeve  me,  Friend  ;  I  know  the  Town." 

•*  Sir,'*  fays  the  Sycophant,  "  like  you, 
*«  Of  old,  ix)litcr  life  I  knew ; 

Like 
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•*  Like  you,  a  courtier  born  and  bred,  45 

<<  Kings  lean'd  their  ear  to  what  I  faid. 

**  My  whifper  always  met  fuccefs ; 

*'  The  ladies  prais'd  me  for  addrefs. 

**  I  Jknew  to  hit  each  courtier's  paffion, 

"  And  flattei:*d  every  vic^  in  fa(hion.  ^  z^ 

*'  But  Jove,  who  hates  the  liar's  ways, 

**  At  once  cut  fhort  my  profperous  days, 

"  And,  fentenc'd  to  retain  my  nature, 

*'  Transformed  me  to  this  crawling  creature. 

**  Doom'd  to  a  life  obfcure  and  mean,  .  35 

<*  I  wander  in  the  fylvan  fcene  : 

*'  For  Jove  the  heart  alone  regards ; 

*'  He  puniflies  what  man  rewards. 

*'  How  different  is  thy  cafe  and  mine  ! 

^*  With  men  at  lead  you  fup  and  dine  {  4* 

**  While  I,  condemned  ro  thinneft  fare, 

«<  Like  thofe  I  flattered,  feed  on  air." 


FABLE      in. 

THE  MOTHER,  THE  NURSE,  AND  THE  FAIRY. 

/^  I VE  mc  a  fon.    The  blcfling  fent, 
^^  Were  ever  parents  more  content  ? 
How  partial  are  their  doating  eyes ! 
1^0  child  is  half  fo  fair  and  wife. 

Wak'd  to  the  morning's  plcaiing  care,  $ 

The  mother  rofc,  and  fought  her  heir. 

You  XL  D  %V^ 
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She  faw  the  Nurfe  like  one  poflcft. 

With  wringing  hands  and  fobbing  breaft.   ' 

«  Sure  fomc  difafter  has  befcln 
'  Speak,  Nurfe ;  I  hope  the  boy  is  wcll7*  ]« 

<<  Dear  MadaiQ/  thihic  not  me  to  blame; 
Tnvifibly  the  Fairy  came : 
Your  precious  babe  is  hence  convcy*d. 
And  in  the  place  a  changeling  laid. 
Where  are  the  father's  mouth  and  nofe  ?  15 

The  mother's  eyes,  as  black  as  floes  ? 
See,  here,  a  (hocking  aokward  creature, 
That  fpcaks  a  fool  in  every' feature  !" 

"  The  woman  's  Blind,  the  'Mother  cries  5 
I  fee  wit  fparkle  inHiis  eyes."  le 

"  Lord!  Madam,  'what^fquintingicer ! 
No  doubt  the  Fairy  hath  been  here." 

Juft  as:  the  fpokc,  a  pigmy  fpiire 
Pops  through  the  kcy-li6lefwift  as*  light  j 
'Pcrch'd  on  the  cradle's  top  he  (lands,  %^ 

And  dius  her  folly  reprimands. 

"  Whcnce-fprung* the  vain  conceited  lye. 
That  we  the  world  with  fools  fupply  ? 
'What !  give  our  fprightly  race  away 
tFor  the  dull  helplefs  fons  of  clay !  3* 

Betides,  by  partial  fondnefs  (hewo, 
vLike  you,  wedoat  upon  our  own^ 
Where  yet  was  ever  found  a  Mother 
"Who  *d  give  her  booby  for  another  ? 
And,  ibould  we  change  with  human  breeds         35 
.  Well  might  we  pafs  for  fools  indeed.'* 

FABL? 
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FABLE      IV. 

THE  BAOLR  AND  TUB  ASSEMBLY  OF  ANIMALS. 

A  S  Jupiter's  all-feeing  eye 
^^  Survey'd  the  worlds  beneath  the  fky. 
From  this  fmall  fpeck  of  eanh  were  fenc 
Murmurs  and  founds  of  difconcent ; 
For  every  thing  alive  complain  *dy  $ 

That  he  the  harded  life  fuftain  d. 

Jove  calls  his  Eagle.     At  the  word. 
Before  him  (lands  the  royal  bird. 
The  bird,  obedient,  from  Heaven's  height. 
Downward  dire£ls  his  rapid  flight ;  !• 

Then  cited  every  living  thing, 
To  hear  the  mandates  of  his  king. 

"  Ungrateful  creatures  !  whence  arife 
Thcfe  murmurs  which  offend  the  (kics  ? 
Why  this  diforder  ?  fay  the  caufe  ;  15 

For  juft  are  Jove's  eternal  laws. 
J.ec  each  his  difcontcnt  reveal ; 
To  yon'  four  Dog  1  firll  appeal." 

"  Hard  is  my  lot,  the  Hound  replies  j 
On  what  fleet  nerves  the  Greyhound  fliei  !  £• 

While  1,  with  weary  ftep  and  flow, 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  mountains,  go. 
The  morning  fees  my  chace  begun, 
Nor  ends  it  till  ihc  fctting-fun." 
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«  When  (fays  the  Greyhound)  I  purfue,       25 
My  game  is  loll,  or  caught  in  vicwj 
Beyond  my  fight  the  prey  's  fecure ; 
The  Hound  is  (low,  but  always  fure  j 
And,  had  I  his  fagacious  fcent, 
Jove  ne  er  had  heard  my  difcontent."  30 

The  Lion  crav'd  the  Fox's  art ; 
The  Fox  the  Lion's  force  and  heart : 
The  Cock  implor'd  the  Pigeon's  flight, 
Whofc  wings  were  rapid,  ftrong,  and  light : 
The  Pigeon  ftrength  of  wing  dcfpis'd,  35 

And  the  Cock's  matchlefs  valour  priz'd. 
The  Fiflies  wilh'J  to  graze  the  plain ; 
The  Beafts,  to  Ikim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  ftate, 
Each  blam'u  the  partial  hand  of  Fate.  40 

The  Bird  of  Heaven  then  cry*d  aloud  : 
**  Jove  bids  difperfe  the  murmuring  crowd  j 
The  God  reje6ts  your  idle  prayers. 
Would  ye,  rebellious  Mutineers  ! 
Entirely  change  your  name  and  nature^  45 

And  be  the  very  envy'd  creature  ? 
What !  filent  all,  and  none  confent  ? 
Be  happy,  then,  and  learn  content  j 
Nor  imitate  the  refUefs  mind. 
And  proud  ambition,  of  mankind/*  50 
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FABLE      V. 

THE  WILD  BOAR  AND  TUB  RAM. 

A  GAINST  an  elm  a  Aeep  was  tyM, 
^^^  The  butcher's  knife  in  bloo<l  was  dy*dj 
The  patient  flock,  in  filent  fright, 
From  far  beheld  the  horrid  fight. 
A  favage  Boar,  who  near  them  flood,  5 

There  mock*d  to  fcom  the  fleecy  brood. 

**  All  cowards  fhould  be  feiVd  like  yom« 
See,  fee    your  murderer  is  in  view  : 
With  purple  hands,  and  reeking  knife. 
He  fbrips  the  fkin  yet  warm  with  life.  10 

Your  quarter'd  fires,  your  bleeding  dams. 
The  dying  bleat  of  harmlefs  lambs. 
Call  for  revenge.     O  flupid  Race  I 
The  heart  that  wants  revenge  is  bafe.** 

**  I  grant,  an  ancient  Ram  replies,  15 

We  bear  no  terror  in  our  eyes  j 
Yet  think  us  not  of  foul  fo  tame. 
Which  no  repeated  wrongs  inflame ; 
Infenfible  of  every  ill, 

Becaufe  we  want  thy  tufks  to  kill.  2* 

Know,  thofe,  who  violence  purfue. 
Give  to  themfelves  the  vengeance  due ; 
For  in  thcfe  mafTacres  they  find 
Tlie  two  chief  plagues  that  wade  mankind. 

D  3  0>« 
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Our  ikin  fupplit^s  the  wranglix^  bauTy  t^ 

It  wakes  their  flumbcring  fons  to  war; 
And  wcil  Revenge  may  reft  contented, 
Sl.'.v.e  diams  and  parchment  wexp  iuvcEUteiL'' 


FABLE      Vr 

THE  MiSEa  iUHD  PLUTTn^ 

'T^HE  wiod  was  higli,  the  window  fta&es» 
-*•     With  fudtien  ftart  the  3plifcr  wakes  j 
Along  the  (ilent  room  he  ftaJks, 
Locks  back,  and  trembks  as  he  waQuu 
Each  lock,  and  every  bolt  he  cries. 
In  every  creek  and  corner  pries ; 
Then  opes  the  chei^  with  treafurc  fior'd!^ 
Ar.d  ftands  in  rapture  o'er  hia  hoard. 
Bur  now,  with  fudden  q^ualms  pofleft. 
He  wrin^^s  iu3  hand;.,  he  beats  his  breaftj 
By  confcicncu  Rung,  he  wildly  dares. 
And  thus  his  gui.ty  foul  declares: 

'*  H^d  the  tie-p  earth  her  ftorcs  coofin'd» 
This  heart  had  known  fweet  peace  of  mind^ 
But  virtue  's  fold.     Good  Gods  !  what  price 
Can  recompcnfc  the  pangs  of  vice  ! 
O  banc  of  good  !  feducing  cheat ! 
Can  man,  weak  man,  thy  power  defeat  ? 
Gold  banifh'd  honour  from  tlie  mind, 
'  only  left  the  name  beliind  ; 

w'd  the  world  with  every  ill ; 

jght  the  mviidti^i'%  {wQi[d  to  kill : 
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'Twas  gold  in(lru6ted  coward-hearts 

In  treachery's  more  pernicious  arts. 

Who  can  recount  the  mifchiefs  o'er  ^  25 

Vinuc  refidcs  on  earth  no  more  K" 

He  fpoke,  and  {igh*d.     In  angry  mood  • 

Plutus,  his  god,  before  him.ilood*. 

The  Mifer,  trembling,,  lock'd  his  chefl ; 

The  Vifion  frownMy*  and  thus  addrefs'd :  30  • 

**  Whence  is  this  vile  ungrateful. rant,  , 
Each  fordid  rafcal's  daily  cant  I 
Did  I,  bafe  wretch !  corrupt  mankind.?  ■ 
The  fault 's  in  thy  rapacious  mind. . 
Becaufe  my  blefTings  are  alms -d^u  3>5 

Muft  I  \k  cenfuf 'd,  curs'd,  .accptt'd  *  * 
Ev*n  Virtuc'sfelf  by  knai>esri&  made . 
A  cloak  to  carry  x)n  the.  trade  ^ 
And  Power  (whea  lodged  in  their  poflcffioa)  : 
Grows  tyranny,  and  rank  x>ppre{Iion.  49 

Thus,  whftn  the  villain  crams  his  ched,. . 
Gold  is  the  canker  of.the  hreaft ;  . 
*Tis  avarice,  infolence,  and  pride,  . 
And.  every  (hocking  vice  befulc  : 
But,  when  totvirtuous  hands  'tis. given,'  45  . 

It  bleflcs,  like  the  dews  of  Heaven  : 
like  Heaven,,  it  hears  the  .orphan's  cries,  . 
And  wipes  the  tears  from  widows'  eyes. 
Their  crimes  on  gold  ihall  Mifcrs  lay,. 
Who  pawn'd  their  fordid  fouls  for  pay  ?  5* 

Lrt  bravoes,  then,  when  blood  is  ipilr, 
Ulpbraid  the  paflive  foul  with  guiit.'* 

D  4  1g  A^V.'S. 
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FABLE     Vir. 

THE  LION,  THE  FOX,  AND  THE  GEESf  • 

A    LION,  tir^d  with  ftatc-afFairs, 
•^^  Quite  fick  of  pomp,  and  worn  with  careSy 
Refolv'd  (remote  from  noife  and  fbrife) 
In  peace  to  pafs  his  latter  life. 

It  was  proclaimM  j  the  day  was  fct  $  5 

Behold  the  general  council  met. 
The  Fox  was  viceroy  nam'd.    The  crowd 
To  the  new  regent  humbly  bow'd. 
'Wolves,  bears,  ai^d  mighty  tigers,  bend. 
And  drive  who  moil  fhall  condefcend*  10 

He  Itraight  affumes  a  folemn  grace, 
Colle£ls  his  wifdom  in  his  face. 
The  crowd  admire  his  wit,  his  fenfe ; 
Each  word  hath  weight  and  confequence. 
The  flatterer  all  his  art  dif plays  ?  15 

He  who  hath  power  is  fure  of  pndfe* 
A  Fox  fttpt  forth  before  the  reft. 
And  thus  the  fervile  throng  addreft  r 

"  How  vaft  his  talents,  bom  to  rule. 
And  trained  in  Virtue's  honeft  fchool  I  90 

What  clemency  his  temper  fways  ! 
How  uncorrupt  are  all  his  ways  ! 
Beneath  his  condu£l:  and  command. 
Rapine  fhall  ceafe  to  wafte  the  land.    ■  j 

His  brain  hath  ftratagem  and  art ;  .^1^    A 

Prudence  and  merc^  luk  his  heart.  k 
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Wliat  blcfllngs  muft  attend  the  nation 
Under  this  good  adminiftration  V* 

He  faid.     A  Goofe,  who.didant  (lood^  .^ 

HaranguM  apart  the  cackling  brood  :    .  30 

'  "  Whene'er  I  hear  a  knave  commend. 
He  bids  me  fhun  his  worthy  friend. 
What  praife  t  what  mighty  commendation ! 
But  'twas  a  Fox  who  fpoke  th'  oration. 
Foxes  this  government  may  prize,  35 

As  gentle,  plentiful,  and  wife ; 
If  they  enjoy  the  fweets,  'tis  plain 
We  Geefe  muft  feel  a  tyrant-reign. 
What  havock  now  ihall  thin  our  race. 
When  every  petty  clerk  in  place,  46 

To  prove  his  tafte,  and  feem  polite. 
Will  feed  on  Geefe  both  noon  and  night !"  -„  ' 

FABLE      VIIL 

THE  LADY  AND  THE  WASP. 

TTTp  AT  wlufpcrs  muft  the  Beauty  bear  I 
^  ^     What  hourly  nonfenfe  haunts  her  car  1 
Where'er  her  eyes  difpenfe  their  charms, 
Impertinence  around  her  fwarms. 
Did  not  the  tender  nonfenfe  ftrike,  ^ 

Contempt  and  fcorn  might  look  dillike  t 
Forbidding  airs  might  thin  the  place. 
The  flighteft  flap  a  fly  can  chace  : 
■But  who  can  drive  the  numerous  breed  ? 
Chace  one,  another  will  fuccccd.  \« 
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Who  knows  a  fool,  mud  know  his  brother ; 
One  fop  will  recommend  another  : 
And  with  this  plague  (he  's  rightly  curft, 
Bccaufe  fhe  liflen'd  to  the  fidL 

As  Doris,  at  her  toilette's  duty^  15 

Sate  meditating  on  her  beauty. 
She  now  was  pentive,  now  was  gay^ 
And  loird  the  fultry  hours  away* 

As  thus  in  indolence  ihe  liesy.x 
A  giddy  Wafp  around  her  flies.  tm. 

He  now  advances,  now  retires, 
Now  to  her  neck  and  cheek  afpires* 
Her  fan  in  vain  defends  her  charms ; 
Sl9f\h  he  returns,  again  alarms  1 
For  by  repulfe.he  bolder  grew,  15. 

Perch'd  oa  her  Up,  and  iipt  the  dew. 

She  frowns ;  (he  frets.     **  Good  Gods !  Ihe  crics^ 
Protect  me  from  thefe  teazing  flies  I 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  Hearen  hath  lent, 
A  Wafp  is  mod  impertinent."  39 . 

The  hovering  infe^^  thus  complained  $ 
"  Ami  then Highted,  fcom'd,  difdain'd  ? 
Can  fuch  offence  your  anger  wake  ? 
'Twas  beauty  caus'd  the  bold  miftake» . 
Thofc  dicrry-lipfr  that  breathe  perfume,  3$ 

Q'hat  dteck  fo  ripe  with  youthful  bloom. 
Made  me  with  (Irong  deiire  purfue 
The  fdreft  peach  that  ever  grew.** 

**  Strike  him  not,  Jenny,  Doris  cries, 
Nor  murder  Wafpt  like  ?ulgar  flics ;  4* 

For 
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For  though  he  *s  free  (to  do  him  right), 
The  creature  *s  civil  and  polite." 

In  ecflaiies  away  he  pofU ; 
Where'er  he  came,  the  favour  boafts  t 
Brags  how  her  fweeteft  tea  he  iips,  45 

And  fhows  the  fugar  on  his  lips. 

The  hint  alann'd  the  forward  crew ; 
Sure  of  fuocefsy  away  they  flew  ; 
They  (hare  the  dainties  of  the  day> 
Kound  her  with  airy  mu/ic  play :  50. 

And  now  they  flutter,  now  they  refl^ 
Now  foar  again,  and  ikim  her  breaft.. 
Kor  were  they  banifliM,  till  ihe  found 
That  VVafps  havje  flings,  and  fplt  the.  wound; 

FABLE      IX. 

THE  BULL. AND  THE  MASTIFF. 

C  EEK  you  to  train  your  favourite  boy? 

*^  Each  caution,  every  care  employ  j 

And,  ere  you  venture  to  confide. 

Let  his  preceptor's  heart  be  try'd  : 

Weigh  well  his  manners,,  life,  and  fcopc  j  ^ 

On  thcfe  depends  thy  future  hope. 

As  on  a  time,  in  peaceful  reign,. 
A  Bull  enjoy'd  the  flowery  plain, 
A  Maftiffpafs'dj  inflam'd  with  ire, 
His  eye-balls  (hot  indignant  fire.  10 

He  foam'd,  he  rag'd  with  third  of  blood. 

Spurning  the  ground^  the  monaiO;i  ^c^^> 
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FABLE      X. 

THE  ELEPHANT  AND  THE  BOOKSELLER. 

'T^HE  man  who  with  undaunted  toils 
-'*    Sails  unknown  Teas  to  unknown  foilsj 

With  various  wonders  fcails  his  fight : 

What  itrangcr  wonders  docs  he  write ! 

We  read,  and  in  defcription  view  5 

Creatures  which  Adam  never  knew ; 

For,  when  we  riik  no  contradiftion. 

It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fi£^ion, 

Thofe  things  that  flartle  me  or  you 

I  grant  are  llrange ;  yet  may  be  true.  !• 

Who  doubts  that  Elephants  are  found 

For  fcience  and  for  fenfc  renown'd  ? 

Borri  records  their  flrength  of  parts» 

Extent  of  thought,  and  Ikill  in  arts } 

How  they  perform  the  law's  decrees,  j ^ 

And  fave  the  (\ate  the  hangman's  fees  ; 

And  how  by  travel  underlland 

The  language  of  another  land. 

Let  thofe,  who  queflion  this  report, 

To  Pliny*s  ancient  page  reform  20 

How  leam'd  was  that  fagacious  breed  ! 

Who  now  (like  them)  the  Greek  can  read  ? 
At  one  of  thefe,  in  days  of  yore, 

S.mnmag'd  a  (hop  of  learning  o'er, 
[       Not^  like  our  modem  dealers,  minding  25 

^. ..  .Only  dw  nunr^'t  breadth  and  binding. 
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He,  coQfcious  of  fuperior  merit, 

Contemns  their  bafe  reviling  fpirit  j 

"His  flate  and  dignity  affumes. 

And  to  the  fun  difplays  his  plumes,  !• 

Which,  like  the  Heavens'  o*cr-arching  Ikies, 

Are  fpangled  with  a  thoufand  eyes. 

The  circling  rays,  and  varied  light. 

At  once  confound  their  dazzled  fight ; 

On  every  tongue  detraction  burns,  15 

And  malice  prompts  their  fpleen  by  turns* 

*<  Mark  with  what  infolence  and  pride 
The  creature  takes  his  haughty  ftride. 
The  Turkey  cries.    Can  fpleen  contain  ? 
Sure  never  bird  was  half  fo  vain  I  20 

But,  were  intrinfic  merit  feen. 
We  Turkeys  have  the  whiter  Ikin." 

From  tongue  to  tongue  they  caught  abufe  5 
And  next  was  heard  the  hilfing  Goofe  : 
<•  What  hideous  legs !  what  filthy  claws  1  25 

I  fcorn  to  cenfure  little  flaws. 
Then  what  a  horrid  fqualling  throat  I 
Ev'n  owls  are  frighted  at  the  note." 

"  True.    Thofc  are  faults,  the  Peacock  cries ; 
My  f cream,  my  ihanks,  you  may  defpife ;     .     30 
But  fuch  blind  critics  rail  in  vain. 
What !  overlook  my  radiant  train  I 
K.now,  (lid  my  legs  .(your  fcorn  and  fpoit) 
The  Turkey  or  the  Gqofe  fupport. 
And  did  ye  fcream  with  hariher  found,  35 

Thofe  faujlt$  in  you  had  ne'er  been  found : 

3  r. 
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To  all  apparent  beauries  blind, 
£ach  blemith  (Inkes  an  envibus  mind. 

Thus  in  affemblies Tiave Ifeen 
A  nymph  of  brighteft  charms  and  ndcR  4* 

Wake  envy  in  each  ugly  face. 
And  buzzing  fcand<d  fills  the  place. 

FABLE     Xn. 

t:TJPID,  HrMEN,  AND  PLVTVS* 

A  S  Cupid  in  ^ytherai's  grove 
"^^  Employed  the  IcfiTcr  powers  of  Lore, 
Some  ftiape  the  bow,  or  fit  the  firing, 
^me  give  the  taper  (haft  its  wing, 
Or  turn  the  po1iih*d  quiver's  mould,  « 

Or  head  the  dart«  with  tempered  gold. 

Amidfl:  ilicir  toil  and  various  care, 
Thuc  Hymen,  with  aifumiiig  air, 
Acldrcfs'd  the  God  :  **  Thou  purblind  chit| 
Of  aukward  and  ill-rjudging  wit,  i# 

If  matches  are  not  better  made. 
At  once  I  mud  forfwear  my  trade. 
You  fend  me  fuch  ill-coupled  folks. 
That  'tis  a  diame  to  fell  them  yokes. 
They  r^ua'Dule  for  a  pin,  a  feather,  15 

And  wonder  how  they  came  together. 
The  hufband  's  fallen,  dogged^  ihy, 
Tlie  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply : 
iic  loves  command  and  due  re(lri£lion; 
And  (he  as  weU  likes  contradi£tion  :  2# 

Vol.  II.  E  ^V* 


5p^  GAY'S     POEMS, 

She  never  ilavifhly  fubinits ; 
She  '11  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits. 
He  this  way  tugs,  (he  th*  other  draws ; 
^The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  caufe. 
Nothing  can  fave  him  but  divorce  ; 
And  here  the  wife  complies  of  courfe." 

**  When,  fays  the  Iwy,  had  I  to  do 
With  cither  your  affairs  or  you  ? 
r  never  idly  fptfnd  my  darts  ; 
You  trade  ia  mercenary  Jiearts^  30 

For  fcttlcmcnts  the  lawyer 's  fee'd  j 
Is  my  hand  witnefs  to  the  deed  > 
If  they  like  cat  and  dog  agree, 
Go  rail  at  Plutus,  not  at  me." 

Plutus  appear*d,  and  faid,  **  *Tis  true,  35 

In  marriage,  gold  is  all  their  view ; 
They  fcek  rtot  beauty,  wit,  or  fenfe, 
And  love  is  feldom  the  pretence. 
All  offer  inccnft  at  my  (hrine. 
And  1  alone  the  bargain  fign.  40 

How  can  Belinda  blame  her  fate  ? 
She  only  alk'd  a  great  eftate. 
Doris  was  rich  cnougli,  *tis  true  § 
Her  lord  muft  give  her  title  too  t 
And  every  man,  or  rich  or  poor,  45 

A  fortune  afks,  and  alks  no  more/* 

Avarice,  whatever  Ihape  it  bears, 
.Muil  flill  be  coupled  whh  its  cares. 
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FABLE    XriL 

THE  TAME  STAG. 

A  S  a  young  Stag  the  thicket  paft, 
^^^  The  branches  held  his  antlers  fift. 
A  clowu,  who  faw  the  captive  hung, 
Acrofs  the  horns  his  halter  flung. 

Now  fafely  hampered  in  the  cord,  15 

He  bore  the  prefent  to  his  lord. 
His  lord  was  plcas'd  5  as  <7as  the  clown, 
Wlien  he  was  tipp'd  with  half-a-crown» 
The  Stag  was  brought  before  his  wife ; 
Th«  tender  lady  l)CggM  his'li^  !• 

How  fleck  's  the  (kin !  how  fpeck'd  like  ermine! 
Sure  never  creature  was  fo  charming  ! 

At  firft  within  the  yard  confin'd. 
He  flies  and  hides  from  all  mankindt 
Now  bolder  grown,  with  fix*d  amaze,  15 

And  difb.int  awe,  prcfumes  to  gazej 
Munches  the  linen  on  the  lines. 
And  on  a  hood  or  apron  dines  : 
He  ftcals  my  little  mailer's  bread. 
Follows  the  fcrvants  to  be  fed  :  2% 

Nearer  and  nearer  now  he  Hands, 
To  feci  ihc  praife  of  patting  hands  | 
Examines  every  fid  for  meat, 
And,  though  repuls'd,  difdains  retreat; 
Attacks  again  with  Icvel'd  horns,  25 

And  man,  that  was  his  terror,  fcorns. 
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Such  IS  the  country  maiden's  fright. 

When  firft  a  Redcoat  is  in  (ight ; 

IBehind  the  door  (be  hides  her  foce. 

Next  time  at  diilancc  eyes  the  lace :  3© 

•^he  now  can  all  his  terrors  'fland, 

"Nor  from  his  fqueeze  withdraws  her  hand, 

^he  plays  familiar  in  his  arms, 

And  every  foldier  hath  his  charms. 

From  tent  to  tent  (he  fpreads  her  flame ;  35 

•'For  cuftom  conquers  fear  and  fliame. 

TABT.E     XlV. 

THE  MONKEY  WHO  HAD  SEEN  tHB  WOMrBU 

A    MONKEY,  to  reform  the  times, 
••*^  Refdlv'd  to  vifit  foreign  climes  j 
For  men  in  diftant  regions  roam, 
To  bring  politer  mtinncrs  home. 
•So  forth  he  fares,  all  toil  defies :  .^ 

"Misfortune  icrv«8  to  make  us  wife. 

At  length  tlw  treacherous  fnare  was  laid; 
ipoor  Pug  was  caught ;  to  Town  convey'd  | 
yh«re  fold.     ('How  envy'd  was  his  doom* 
Made  captive  in  a  lady's  room  !)  siO 

Proud,  as  a  lover,  of  his  chains. 
He  day  by  day  her  favour  gains. 
Whene'er  tiie  duty  of  the  day 
The  toilette  calls,  with  mimic  play 
He  twirls  her  knots,  he  cracks  her  UiS^  t$ 

Vike  any  other  gentleman, 
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Ih  vifits  too,  his  parts  and  wit. 

When  jefts  grew  dull,  were  fare  to  hit." 

Proud  with  applaufe,  he  thought  his  mind 

In  every  courtly  art  rcfin'd  ;  20 

Like  Orpheus,  burnt  with  public  zeal; 

To  civilize  the  Monkey-weal  j 

So  watch'd  occailon,  broke  his  chainj; 

And  fought  his  native  woods  again. 

The  hairy  fylvans  round  him  prefs^    '  »5 

Aftonifli^d  at  his  (Imt  and  drefs. 
Some  prarfe  his  (leeve,  and  others  glotc  - 
Upon  his  rich  enrbroider'd  coat, 
His  dapper  perriwig  commending; 
With  the  black  tail  behind  depending  $  |0* 

^is  powdcr'd  back,  above,  belo^, 
Like  hoary  frofts,  or  fleecy  fnowr 
But  all,  with  envy  and  deiire-, 
His  fluttering  ftioulder-knot  admire; 

.Hear  and  improve,  he  pertly  cries ;  35- 

I  come  to  make  a  nation*  wife. 
Weii^h  your  own  worth ;  fuppost  your  place^ 
The  next  in  rank  to  human  race. 
In  cities  long  Lpafi'd  my  days^ 
Converi>'d  with  men,  and  learn  d  their  ways.       45 
'iluir  drefs,  their  courtly  nnnners  feej 
Reform  your  ftate,  and  copy  me. 
Sock  ye  to  thrive  ?  In  flattery  deal; 
Your  fcorn,  your  hate,  with  that  conceal. 
Stem  only  to  regard  your  friends,  45 

buz  ufe  tlicm  for  your  piivate.ends, 
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Stint  not  to  truth  the  flow  of  vnt ; 
Be  prompt  to  lie  whene'er  'tis  fit. 
Bend  all  your  force  to  fpatter  merit ; 
Scandal  is  c<»iv«r(atiain's  fpirit»  5^ 

Boldly  to  every  thing  pretend. 
And  men  your  talents  ihall  commend. 
I  knew  the  great.     Obferre  me  right ;  ' 

So  ihall  you  grow,  like  man,  polite. 

He  fpoke,  and  bow'd.     With  muttering  jaws  5  5 
The  wondering  circle  grinn*d  applaufe. 

Now,  warm*d  with  malice,  envy,  fpite. 
Their  moft  obliging  friends  tliey  bite  ; 
And,  fond  to  copy  human  ways, 
Pra£life  new  mifchiefs  all  their  days.  4« 

Thus  the  dull  lad,  too  tall  for  fchool. 
With  travel  finiflies  the  fool  | 
Studious  of  every  coxcomb's  airs. 
He  drinks,  games,  drefles,  whores,  andfwcars; 
Overlooks  with  fcorn  all  virtuous  arts,  65 

For  vice  is  fitted  to  his  parts. 

FABLE     XV. 

THE  FUILOSOPHER  AND  THE  PHEASANT^. 

'T*  H  E  Sage,  awak'd  at  early  day, 
•*"    Through  the  deep  foreft  took  his  way  $ 
Drawn  by  the  mufic  of  the  groves. 
Along  the  winding  gloom  he  roves  : 
From  tree  ta  tree  the  warbling  throats  5 

Prolong  the  fweci  alccrni^e  notes  5 

Butt 
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But,  wheie  he  paft,  he  terror  threw. 

The  fong  broke  ihort,  the  warblers  flew; 

The  thruflxcs  chattcr'd  with  affright, 

And  nightingales  abhon^d  his  iight-;  !• 

All  animals  before  him  ran, 

To  ihun  the  hatejfiil  fight  of  man. 

Whence  is  this  dread  of  every  creature  ? 
Fly  they  our  figure,  or  our  nature  ! 

As  thus  he  walk'd  in  mufmg  thought,  15 

His  car  imperfe£^  accents  caught ; 
With  cautious  fbp  he  nearer  drew, 
By  the  thick  ihade  concesQ'd  from  view. 
High  on  the  branch  a  pheafanr  i\ood. 
Around  her  all  her  liftening  brood ;  i« 

Proud  of  the  bleffings  of  her  neft, 
She  thus  a  mother's  care  exprefs'd: 

"  No  dangers  here  fhall  circumvent. 
Within  the  woods  enjoy  content. 
Sooner  the  hawk  or  vulture  truft  ?5 

Than  man,  of  animah  the  word. 
In  him  ingratitude  you  find, 
A  vice  peculiar  to  the  kind. 
The  flicep,  whofe  annual  fleece  h  dy'd 
To  guard  his  health,  and  ferve  his  pride,  30 

Forc'd  fiom  his  fold  and  native  plain, 
Is  in  the  cruel  fhambles  flain. 
The  fvvanns  who,  with  induftrious  fkill. 
His  hives  with  wax  and  honey  fill. 
In  vain  whole  fummer-days  employed,  35 

Their  ftorcs  ate  fold,  the  race  dcflrovM, 

£  4  WJtaC 


GAY'S      POEMS. 

What  tribute  from  the  goofe  is  paid  ! 

Does  not  her  wing  all  fcience  aid  ? 

Does  it  not  lovers'  hearts  explain* 

And  drudge  to  raijfe  the  merchant's  gain  ?-  4* 

"What  now  rewards  this  general  ufc  ?  * 

He  takes  the  quills,  and  eats  the  goofe. 

Ma  a  then  avoid,  deteft  his  ways. 

So  fafety  ihall  prolong  your  days.. 

When  fervices  are  thus  acquitted,  45. 

Sc  fure  we  Pheasants  mufl  be  ipitted." 

JP  A  B  L  E     XVI. 

THE  PIN  AND  T0E  NEEDLE. 

A    PIN  who  long  had  ferv'd  a  beauty,, 
•^^    Proficient  in  the  toilette's  duty, 
Had  form'd  her  deeve,  confin'd  her  hair^ 
Or  given  her  knot  a  fmarter  air. 
Now  neareft  to  her  heart  was  plac'd,  ^ 

Now  in  her  manteau's  ta^l  difgrac'd : 
But  could  fhe  partial  Fortune  blame,. 
Who  faw  her  lovers  ferv'd  the  fame  ? 

At  length  fix)m  all  her  honours  cad. 
Through  various  turns  of  life  (he  paftj  i# 

Now  glitter'd  on  a  taylor's  arm. 
Now  kept  a  beggar's  infant  warm ; 
Now,  rang'd  within  x  mifer's  coat,. 
Contributes  to  his  yearly  groat  ; 
Now,  rais'd  again  from  low  approach,.  1 5 

She  vifitb  in  ilic  doflor's  coach:  .^ 

Hcrc^ 
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Here,  there,  by  various  fortune  toft. 

At  laft  in  Grclham-hall  was  loft. 

Chann'd  with  the  wonders  of  the  fhow. 

On  every  iidc,  above,  below,  2« 

She  now  of  tikis  or  that  inquires, 

What  leaft  was  underftood  admires. 

Tis  plain,  each  thing  fo  ftruck  her  mind. 

Her  hfiad*s  of  virtuoib  kind. 

**  And  pray  what 's  this,  and  this,  dear  Sir  ?"  25 
"  A  Needle,"  fays  th'  interpreter. 
She  knew  tb&  name ;  and  thus  the  £do1 
Addrefs'd  her  as  a  tailor's  tool.. 

«<  A  Needle  \inth  that  filthy  ftone^ 
Qjiitc  idle,  all  withruft  o'ergrown  !  3* 

You  better  might  employ  your  paru,. 
And  aid:  the  fempftrefs  in.  her  arts ; 
But  tell  me  how  the  friendship  grew 
Between  that  paltry  flint  and  you.*' 

**  Friend,  fays  the  Needle,  ceafe  to  blame;.     35 
I  follow  real  worth  and  fame. 
Know 'ft  thou  the  loadftone*s  power,  and  art. 
That  virtue  virtues  can  impart? 
Of  all  his  talents  I  partake : 
Wlio  then  can  fuch  a  friend  fbrfake  ?  40 

Tis  I  dire£k  the  pilot's  hand 
To  ihun  the  rocks  and  treacherous  fand : 
By  me  tlie  diftant  world  is  known, 
And  either  India  is  our  own. 
Had  I  with  milliners  been  bred^  4^ 

What  had  I  been  ?  the  guide  of  tlircad, 
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And  drudgM  as  vulgar  Needles  do, 
Of  no  more  confcquence  than  you;'' 

FABLE     XVII. 

THB  SHEPHERD'S  DOG  AND  THE  WOLF. 

A     WO  L  F,  with  hunger  fictcfe  and  bold, 
**■    Ravag'd  the  j^ains,  and  thinn'd  the  fold | 
Deep  in  the  wood  fecurc  he  lay, 
The  thefts  of  night  regal'd  the  day. 
In  vain  the  Ihepherd's  wakeful  care  5 

Had  fpread  the  toils,  and  watth*d  the  fnare ; 
In  vain  the  Dog  purfued  his  pace. 
The  fleeter  robber  mock'd  the  chaee. 

As  Lightfoot  ranged  the  forcfl  round. 
By  chance  his  foe's  retreat  he  found.  to 

Let  us  a  while  the  war  fufpend, 
And  reafon  as  finom  friend  to  friend. 

"  A  truce  ?"  replies  the  Wolf.    'Tis  done. 
The  Dog  the  parley  thus  begun. 

"  How  can  that  ftrong  intrepid  tnind  15 

Attack  a  weak  defencelefs  kind  ? 
Thofe  jaWs  diould  prey  on  nobler  food, 
And  drink  the  hoar's  and  lion's  blood. 
Great  fouls  with  generous  pity  melt. 
Which  coward  tyrants  never  felt.  ft 

How  harmlefs  is  our  fleecy  care ! 
Be  brave,  and  let  thy  mercy  fpare." 

"  Friend,  fays  the  Wolf,  the  matter  W^ghi 
Nature  dcfign'd  us  bcafts  of  prey  | 
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As  fucli,  when  hunger  finds  a  treat,  25 

'Tis  neceflary  wolves  fliould  eat. 

If,  mindful  of  the  bleating  weal, 

Thy  bofom  burn  with  real  zeal, 

Hence,  and  thy  tyrant  lord  befeech ; 

To  him  repeat  the  moving  fpeech :  39 

A  Wolf  eats  (beep  but  now  and  then. 

Ten  thoufands  are  devoured  by  men. 

An  open  foe  may  prove  a  curfe. 

But  a  pretended  friend  is  worfe." 


FABLE     XVIII. 

THE  PAINTER  WHO  PLEASED  NOBODY 
AND  EVERY  BODY. 

T    EST  men  fufpeft  your  tale  untrue, 

-*-^    Keep  probability  in  view. 

The  traveller  leaping  o'er  thofc  bounds. 

The  credit  of  his  book  confounds. 

Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed,  5 

flakes  ev'n  liis  real  courage  doubted* 

But  flattery  never  feems  abfurd ; 

1'hc  flattcr'd  always  take  your  word : 

Impofl'ibilities  fcem  juft ; 

They  take  the  ftrongcft  praife  on  truft.  19 

Hypcrl)olcs,  though  ne'er  fo  great, 

Will  ftill  come  ihort  of  {el£-coiicei& 

So  very  like  t  Painter  drew»  .,'    - 

That  every  eye  the  pidurc  kncw| 
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He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air,.  t$ 

So  juft,  the  nfe  itfelf  was  there. 

No  flattery  with  his  colours  laid. 

To  bloom  reftor*d  the  faded  maid  ; 

He  gave  each  roufcle  all  its  flrength; 

The  mouth,  the. chin,  the  nofe's  length;.  lo 

His  honeft  pencil  touclfd  with  truth. 

And  mark'd  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 

He  loft  his  friends,  his  practice  faiPd ; . 
Truth  fhould  not  always  be  revcal'd  : . 
In  dufty  piles  his  pi6hires  lay, .  25 

For  no  one  fent  the  fecorld  pay. 
Two  buftos,  fraught  widi  every  grace,. 
A  Venus*  and  Apollo*s  face,. 
He  pkc'd  in  yiew ;  refolv'd  to  pleafe. 
Whoever  fat  he.  drew  from  thefe,  30 

From  thefe  correftcd  every  feature, . 
And  fpirited  'each  aukward  creaturci^ 
All  things  were  fet ;  the  hour  was  come,- 
His  palette  ready  o'er  his  thumb. 
My  Lord  appcar*d  J  and,  feated -ri^t,  35 

In  proper  attitude,  and  light, 
The  Painter  look*d,  he  lkctch*d  the  piece,-. 
Then  dipt  his  pencil,  talkMiof* Greece,. 
Of  Titian's  tfets,  of  Guido's  arr; 
Thofe  eyes,  my  Lord,  the  fpirit  there*  4# 

Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require, , 
To  give  them  all  the  native  fire  ; 
The  features,*  fraught  with  fenfe  ind  Avit, 
You  .'il  grant,  arc  very  hard  to  hit ; 

But 
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'But  yet  with  patience  you  fliall  view  ^5 

As  much  as  paint  and. art  can  do." 

Obfervc  the  work.     My  Lord  replied, 
'*'  Till  now  I  thought' my  mouth  was  wide; 
Befides,  my  nofe  is  fomewhat  long; 
Dear  Sir,  .for  me,  'tis  far  too  young,"  *5# 

**  Oh  !  pardon  mc,  the  artifl  cry'd^ 
In  this,  we  Painters  mufl-decide* 
The  piece  cv'n  common  eyes  muft  ihikc, 
«I  warrant  it  extremely  like.'* 

My  Lord  exarnin'd  it  a-new-;  5^ 

No  looking-glafsftem'd  half  fo  tmc 

A  lady  came ;  with  borrow'd  grace 
■He  from  his  Venus  form'd  her  face. 
Her  lover  prais'd  the  Painter's  art  5 
So  like  the  picture  in  his  heart !  4o 

To  every  age  fome  charm  he  lent ; 
Ev'n  beauties  were  almofl  content. 

Through  all  the  town  his  art  tlicy  prais'd; 
•His  cufU)m  grew,  his  price  was  rais'd. 
Had  he  the  real  likenefs  fhown,  '65 

Would  any  man  the  pifture  own  ? 
But,  when  thus  happily  he  wrought, 
Each  found  tlie  likenefs  in  his  thought. 

TABLE     XTX. 

THE  LION  AND  THE  CUB. 

TT O  W  fond  are  men  of  rule  and  place, 
^  ^  Who  coun  it  from  the  mean  and  bafe  I 
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Thefe  cannot  bear  an  equal  nigh. 

But  from  fuperior  merit  fly. 

They  love  the  cellar's  vulgar  Joke, 

And  lofc  their  hours  in  ale  and  fmoke. 

There  o'er  fome  petty  club  prcfidc  § 

So  poor,  fo  paltry,  is  their  pride ! 

Nay,  cv^n  with  fools  whole  nights  ^^ill  fit. 

In  hopes  to  be  fupreme  in  wit. 

If  thefe  can  read,  to  thcfe  I  write. 

To  fct  their  worth  in  trueft  light. 

A  Lion-cub,  of  fordid  mind, 
Avoided  all  the  lion  kind  ; 
Fond  of  applaufe,  he  fought  the  fcafts 
Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  be;a{ls ; 
With  aiTes  all  his  time  ho  fpent, 
Their  club's  perpetual  pfcfidcnt. 
He  caught  their  manners,  looks,  and  airs  s 
An  afs  in  every  thing  but  cars  ! 
If  e'er  his  Highnefs  meant  a  joke, 
They  grinn'd  applaufe  before  he  fpoke  j 
But  at  each  word  what  ihouts  of  praife  I 
Good  gods  !  how  natural  he  brays  ! 

Elate  with  flattery  and  conceit. 
He  feeks  his  royal  fire's  retreat ; 
Forward,  and  fond  to  fhow  his  parts. 
His  Highnefs  brays  j  the  Lion  ftarts. 

"  Puppy !  that  curs'd  vociferation 
Betrays  thy  life  and  converfation : 
Coxcombs,  an  ever-noify  race. 
Are  trumpeu  of  their  own  difgracc/ 
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**  Why  fo  fcvcrc  ?  the  Cub  replies  j 
Our  fenate  always  held  me  wife." 

"  How  weak  is  pride  !  returns  the  (ire :  35 

All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  admire  I 
But  know,  what  (hipid  aifes  prize, 
Lions  and  noble  beads  defpife.** 

FABLE     XX. 

THE  OLD  HEN  AND  THE  COCK. 

"n  E  STRAIN  your  child ;  you  'U  foon  believe 
^^  The  text  wluch  fay»  we  fprung  from  Eve. 

As  an  old  Hen  led  fonh  her  train» 
And  feem'd  to  peck  to  ihow  the  grain. 
She  rak'd  the  chaff,  ihe  fcratch'd  the  ground,       5 
And  glean*d  the  fpacious  yard  around. 
A  giddy  chick,  to  try  her  wings. 
On  the  weir$  narrow  margin  fprings, 
And  prone  (he  drops.     The  mother's  bread 
All  day  with  forrow  was  poiTcft.  i# 

A  Cock  ihe  met ;  her  fon  ihe  knew ; 
And  in  her  heart  affedion  grew* 

•*  My  Son,  fays  (he,  I  grant  your  years 
Have  reach'd  beyond  a  mother's  cares. 
I  fee  you  vigorous,  ftrong,  and  bold ;  1 5 

I  hear  with  joy  your  triumphs  told. 
'Tis  not  from  Cocks  thy  fate  I  dread } 
But  let  thy  ever-wary  tread 
Avoic!  yon'  well  j  that  fatal  place 
Is  fure  perdition  to  our  race.  20 

Print 
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Print  this  my  counifcl  on  thy  brcaft ; 
To  the  juft  gods  I  leave  tlic  reft/ 

He  thtnk'd  Tier  care ;  yet  d^iy  by  day 
His  bcfom  bunTdto  difobey. 
And  every  time  the  well  he  faw>  «5 

^ornMin  his  heart  thefooliflilaw^ 
Near  and  more  near  each  day  he  drew. 
And  long'd  to  try  the  dangerous  view. 

•*  Why  Av»s  this  idle  charge  ?  he  cries.; 
Let  courage  female  fears  defpife.  30 

Or  did  ihe  doubt  my  heart  was  Wave, 
And  therefore  rfiis  injunction  gavc^ 
Or  does  her  harveft  ftore  the  place 
A  treafure  for  her  younger  race  ? 
-  And 'would  ihe  thus  my  fearoh  prevent  ?  35 

I  ftand  refolv'd,  and  dare  th*  event." 

Thus  faid,  he  mounts  the  margin's  round, 
And  pries  into  the  depth  profound. 
He  ftretch'd  his  neck ;  and  from  below 
'  With  ftretching  neck -advanc'd  afoc:  49 

With  wrath  his  ruffled  plumes  he  rears. 
The  foe  with  ruffled  plumes  appears  : 
Threat  anfwer'd  threat  j  his  fury  grew^ 
'Headlong  to  meet  the  war  he  flew  ; 
But,  when  the  watery  death  1^  found,  45 

Jle  thus  lamented  as  he  drown'd  : 

"  I  ne'er  liad  been  in  this  condition, 
Sut  for  my  Mother's  prohibition," 
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FABLE     XX!. 

THE  RAT-CATCHBR  AND  CATS; 

'T* HE  rats  by  night  fuch  mifducf  cfid, 
"*"     Betty  was  every  morning  chid  : 
They  underminM  whole  Tides  of  bacon, 
Her  cheefe  was  fapp'd,  her  tarts  Were  taken; 
Her  psrfties,  fenced  with  tliicked  paffte,  5 

Were  all  demolifli'd  and  laid  waft^  ; 
She  curs'd  the  Cat,  for  want  of  duty. 
Who  left  hdr  foes  a  conftant  booty. 

An  erfg^neer,  of  noted  ikill, 
Enga^d  to  flop  the  growing  ill.  im 

From  room  to  room  he  now  furvets 
Their  haunts,  their  works,  their  fecretf  ways ; 
Finds  where  they  Tcape  an  ambufcade, 
And  whence  the  nightly  Tally  's  made. 

An  envious  Cat  from  place  to  place,  15 

Unfccn,  attends  his  (ilent  pace  : 
She  faw  that,  if  his  trade  went  on. 
The  purring  race  mull  be  undone; 
So  ftcretly  removes  his  baits, 
And  every  (Iratagem  defeats.  29 

Again  he  fets  the  poiCon'd  toils  j 
And  Pufs  agaid  the  labour  foils. 

"  What  foe  (to  firuftrate  my  defigns) 
My  fchcmes  thus  nightly  countermines  ? 
Inccns*d,  he  cries,  this  very  hour  15 

The  wretch  (hall  bleed  beneath  my  power.** 

Vot.  IL  F  "^ 
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So  faid,  a  ponderous  trap  he  brought, 
And  in  the  fa£l  poor  Pufs  was  caught. 

"  Smuggler,  fays  he,  thou  Ihalt  be  made 
A  viftim  to  our  lofs  of  trade.*'  3« 

The  captive  Cat,  with  piteous  mews, 
Tor  pardon,  hfe,  and  freedom  fues. 
•*  A  filler  of  the  fcience  fpare ; 
One  intercft  is  our  common  care.** 

"  Wliat  infolcnce  !  the  Man  reply'd ;  35 

Shill  Cats  with  us  the  game  divide  ? 
Were  all  your  interloping  band 
Extinguish 'd,  or  expell'd  the  land. 
We  Rat-catchers  might  raife  our  fees,  A 

Sole  guardians  of  a  nation's  cheefe  !**  40*. 

A  Cat,  who  faw  the  lifted  knife, 
Thus  fpoke,  and  fav'd  her  fifter*s  life. 

**  In  every  age  and  clime,  we  fee, 
Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree. 
Each  hates  his  neighbour  for  encroaching ; 
*S<]uire  ftigmatizcs  'fquire  for  poaching ; 
Beauties  with  beauties  are  in  arms, 
And  fcandal  pelts  each  other's  charms  j 
Kines,  too,  their  neighbour-kings  dethrone. 
In  hope  to  make  the  world  their  own  :  j 

But  lee  us  limit  our  defires, 
Not  war  like  beauties,  kings,  and  *fquires ; 
For,  though  we  botU  one  prey  purfue, 
Tliejsc  's  game  enough  for  us  and  you.** 
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FABLE      XXIL 

THE  GOAT  WITHOUT  A  BEARD. 

^nniS  certain  that  the  modilh  palTions 

■*•     Defcend  among  the  crowd  like  fafliions. 
Excuie  roe,  then,  if  pride,  conceit, 
(The  manners  of  the  fair  and  great) 
I  give  to  monkeys,  alTes,  dogs,  5 

Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogc. 
I  fay  that  thefe  are  proud  :  what  then  ? 
I  never  faid  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  Goat  can  be) 
AfFefted  fingularity :  !• 

Whene'er  a  thymy  bank  he' found. 
He  roUM  upon  the  fragrant  ground, 
And  then  with  fond  attention  flood, 
Fix'd  o'^er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

"  I  hate  my  frowzy  beard,  he  cries,  15 

My  youth  is  Joft  in  this  difguife. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 
Well  might  they  loath  this  reverend  figure." 

Rcfolv'd  to  fmooth  his  (haggv  face, 
lie  fought  the  harl>er  of  the  place.  iq 

A  flippant  monkey,  fprucs  and  fmart. 
Hard- by,  profcf&'d  the  dapper  art^ 
His  pole  with  pewter-bafons  hung, 
Blark  rotten  iccth  in  order  llrung. 


«  GAY'S     POEMS. 

Rang'd  cups,  that  in  the  window  ftoody  »5 

Lin'd  with  red  rag$,  to  look  like  blood  ; 

Did  well  his  threefold  trade  explain , 

Who  (bav*d,  dpcw  teeth,  apd  breath*d  a  vein. 

The  Goat  he  welcomes  with  an  air^ 
And  feats  him  in  his  wooden  chair  :  3# 

Mouth,  nofe,  an^  cheek,  the  lather  hides ; 
Light,  fmoofh,  and  fwift,  the  razor  grfdes. 

«<  I  hope  your  cuilom,  Sh*,  fays  Pug. 
Sure  never  face  was  half  fi>  fmug  •'* 

The  Goat,  impatient  for  applaufe,  35 

Swift  to  the  neighbouring  hill  withdraws. 
The  (haggy  people  grinn*d,  and  (hir'd. 
«*  Hcigh-day  f  what's  here  ?  without  a  beard  I 
Say,  Brother,  whence  the  dire  difgrace  > 
What  envious  hand  hath  robb*d  your  face  ?**  '    49 
When  thus  the  fop,  with  fmiles  of  fcom, 
'<  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn  ? 
Ev'n  Mufcovites  have  mow'd  their  chint. 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode,  aj 

And  bear  about  the  hairy  load  } 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  flrayy 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way, 
Infulted  with  loud  ihouts  of  fcorn, 
By  boys  our  beards  difgrac'd  and  torn  ?"  5* 

**  Were  you  no  more  with  Goats  to- dwell. 
Brother,  I  grant  you  reafon  wdl," 
Replies  a  bearded  chief.    *'  Bei^e, 
}f  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride, 

Hov 
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How  wilt  thou  ftand  the  ridicule  55 

Of  our  whole  flock  ?  Atfefted  fool !" 

Coxcombs,  diitinguiih'd  from  the  reit^ 
To  all  but  cojEcombff  are  a  je(L 
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THE  OLD  WOMAN  AND  Blft  CATS. 

TTTHO  friendlhip  with  a  knaye  hath  made« 
^^     Is  judg'd  a  panncr  in  the  trade. 
The  matron,  who  cod(1u6^s  abroad 
A  willing  nymph,  is  thought  a  bawd  s 
And,  if  a  moUed  girl  is  fcen  ^ 

With  one  who  cures  a  lover's  fpleen^ 
We  gucfs  her  not  extrenoely  nice^ 
And  only  wifli  to  know  her  price, 
rris  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends 
Our  good  or  evil  name  depends.  10 

A  wrinkled  hag,  of  wicked  fame, 
Befide  a  httle  fmoaky  flame 
Sate  hovering,  pinch'd  with  age  and  froft ; 
Her  (hrivcrd  hands,  with  veins  embofs'd. 
Upon  her  knees  her  weight  fudains,  15 

While  palfy  fliook  her  crazy  brains  : 
She  mumbles  forth  her  backward  prayers. 
An  untam'd  fcold  of  fourfcore  years. 
About  her  fwarm'd  a  numerous  brood 
Of  Cats,  who,  lank  with  hunger,  mew'd.  20 

F  3  Tcaz'A 


?• 
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TcazM  with  their  cries,  her  choler  grew. 
And  thus  (he  fputtcr'd.     "  Hence,  ye  crew  ? 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  entertain 
Such  imps,  fuch  fiends,  a  hellifii  train  t 
Had  ye  been  never  hous'd  and  nurs'd,  ,  25 

I  for  a  witch  had  ne'er  been  curs'd. 
To  you  I  owe  that  crowds  of  boys 
Worry  m*i  with  eternal  noife  j 
Straws  laid  acrofs  my  pace  retard, 
The  horfeflioe  *s  nail'd  (each  threftiold's  guard)  f  3* 
The  ftunted  broom  the  wenches  hide, 
For  fear  that  I  Ihould  up  and  ride  j 
They  ftick  with  pins  my  bleeding  feat,  f  * 

And  bid  me  Ihow  my  fecret  teat." 

**  To  hear  you  prate,  would  vex  a  faint  j         35 
Who  hath  moft  reafon  of  complaint  ?" 
Replies  a  Cat.     "Let 's  come  to  proof. 
Had  we  ne*er  ftarv'd  beneath  your  roof. 
We  had,  like  otliers  of  our  race, 
In  credit  liv'd  as  beads  of  chace,  ^# 

'Tis  infamy  to  ferve  a  hag ; 
Cats  are  thought  imps,  her  broom  a  nagj 
And  boys  againft  our  lives  combine, 
Bccaufc  'tis  f^d  your  Cats  have  nine." 
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FABLE      XXIV. 

THE  BUTTERFLY  AND  THE  SNAIL. 

ALL  upftarts,  infolcnt  in  place, 
'^^  Remind  us  of  their  viulgar  race. 

As  in  the  funfliine  of  the  morn 
A  Butterfly  (but  n<\vly  born) 
Sate  proudly  pcrkinpj  on  a  rofc,  5 

With  pert  conceit  his  bofom  glows  ^ 
His  wings  (all  glorious  to  behold) 
Bedropt  with  azure,  jet,  and  gold. 
Wide  he  difplays;  the  fpang;lcd  dew 
Rcfleftc  his  eyes  and  various  hue.  xo 

His  now-forgortcn  friend,  a  Snail, 
Ikncath  his  houfe,  with  (limy  trail, 
Crawls  o'er  the  grafs  j  whom  when  he  fpics, 
111  wrath  he  to  the  gardener  cries  : 

"  What  means  yon'  peafant's  daily  toil,  ij 

Fiom  choaking  weeds  to  rid  the  foil  ? 
Why  wake  you  to  the  raorring's  care  ? 
Why  with  new  arts  correct  the  year  ? 
Wliy  grows  the  peach  with  crimfon  hue  ? 
And  why  the  plumb's  inviting  blue  ?  tm 

Were  they  to  feaft  his  tafte  de.lgn'd, 
I'hat  vermin  of  voracious  kind  ? 
Crufli  then  the  flow,  the  pilfering  race, 
So  purge  thy  garden  from  difgrace." 

F4  "Whit 
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'*  What  arrogance  1  the  Snail  reply 'dj  t$ 

How  infolent  is  upftart  pride  ! 
Hadft  thou  not  thus*  with  iniult  yaif, 
Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain, 
I  had  conceal'd  thy  meaner  birth, 
Nor  trac'd  thee  to  the  fcum  of  earth :  3ft 

For  fcarcc  nine  funs  have  wak*d  the  hours^ 
To  fwell  the  fruit,  and  paint  the  floweiSf 
Since  I  thy  humbler  hfe  furvey'd. 
In  bafe,  in  fordid  guife  array'd  ; 
A  hideous  infe6b,  vile,  unclean,  35 

You  draggM  a  (low  and  nolfome  train ; 
And  from  your  fpider-bowels  drew  » 
Foul  film,  and  fpun  the  dirty  clue. 
X  own  my  humble  life,  good  friend  ^ 
Snail  was  I  born,  and  Snail  fhall  end.  49 

And  what 's  a  Butterfly  ?  at  befk 
He  *s  but  a  caterpillar  dreft ; 
And  all  thy  race  (^  numerous  feed) 
Shall  prove  of  caterpillar  breed." 

FABLE      XXV. 

THE  SCOLD  AND  THE  PARROT. 

^TpHE  hufband  thus  rcprov'd  his  wife : 
-■-    "  Who  deals  in  flandcr,  lives  in  ftrife. 
Art  thou  the  herald  of  difgrace. 
Denouncing  war  to  all  thy  race  ? ' 
Can  nothing  quell  thy  thunder's  rage,  5 

Which  fpares  nor  friend,  nor  fex>  nor  age  ? 

That 
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That  vixen  tongpe  of  your's,  my  D«ar^ 

Alarms  our  neighbours  hr  gnd  jneiur. 

dopd  Gads  I  'tis  like  »  rplUnig  rivej:. 

That  murmuring  fiows>  and  flows  for  ever!       !• 

Ne'er  tir'd,  perpetual  difpord  fowing! 

Like  Fame,  it  gathers  ftrenph  by  goin^*" 

"  Heigh-day !"  the  flippant  tongue  rcplici, 
"  How  folemn  is  the  fool !  how  wife  I 
Is  Nature's  choiceft  gift  debarr'd  ?  15 

Nay,  frown  not  j  for  I  will  be  heard. 
Women  of  late  arc  finely  ridden, 
A  Parrot's  privilege  forbidden  I 
You  praife  his  talk,  his  fqusilling  fong| 
But  wives  are  always  in  the  wron^."  XO 

Now  reputations  flew  in  pieces 
Of  mothers,  daughters,  aunts,  and  nieces  : 
She  ran  the  Parrot's  language  o'er, 
Bawd,  huHy,  drunkard,  flattem,  whore  $ 
On  all  the  fex  fhe  vents  her  fury,  >5 

Tries  and  condemns  without  a  jury. 

At  once  the  torrent  of  her  words 
Alarm'd  cat,  monkey,  dogs,  and  birds  : 
All  join  their  forces  to  confound  her, 
I'ufs  fpits,  the  monkey  chatters  roun4  her ;        -jO 
Tlie  yelping  cur  her  heels  aflaults  } 
The  magpie  blabs  out  all  hex  £auk$ ; 
Poll,  in  the  uproar,  from  liis  cage, 
With  this  rebuke  outfcream'd  her  rage. 

**  A  Parrot  is  for  talking  priz'd,  35 

But  prattling  women  are  defpis'd. 

7  Shjt 
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fihe  who  attacks  another's  honour. 
Draws  every  living  thing  upon  her. 
Think,  Madam,  when  you  (Iretch  your  lungt. 
That  all  your  neighbours  too  have  tongues  :       4# 
One  (lander  mud  ten  thoufand  get ; 
The  world  with  intcrcft  pays  the  debt. 


FABLE      XXVI. 

THE  CUR  AND  THE  MASTIFF. 

A  SNEAKING  Cur,  the  mafter'a  fpy. 
Rewarded  for  his  daily  lye, 
"With  iccret  jcaloufies  and  fears 
Set  all  together  by  the  ears. 

Poor  Pufs  to-day  was  in  difgrace,  5 

Another  Cat  fupply'd  her  place; 
The  Hound  was  beat,  the  Maftiffchid, 
The  Monkey  was  the  room  forbid ; 
Each  to  his  deareft  friend  grew  fhy. 
And  none  could  tell  the  reafon  why.  i« 

A  plan  to  rob  the  houfe  was  laid  : 
The  thief  with  love  fcduc'd  the  maid, 
Cajol'd  the  Cur,  and  ftroak'd  his  head, 
And  bought  his  fecrecy  with  bread  j 
He  next  the  Ma(lifF*s  honour  try'd,  15 

Whofe  honeft  jaws  the  bribe  dcfy'd  ; 
He  Oretch'd  his  hand  to  proffer  more; 
The  furly  Dog  his  fingers  tore. 

Swift 
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Swift  ran  the  Cur  j  with  indignation 
The  Mailer  took  his  information.  29 

**  Hang  him,  the  villain 's  curs'd,"  he  cries  j 
And  round  his  neck  the  halter  ties. 

The  Dog  his  humble  fuit  prcfcrr'd. 
And  begg'd  in  juflice  to  be  heard. 
The  Mafter  fate.     On  either  hand  2^ 

The  cited  Dogs  confronting  Hand ; 
The  Cur  the  b?oody  tale  relates. 
And,  like  a  Lawyer,  aggravates. 

*«  Judge  not  unheard,  the  MaflifT  cry*d, 
But  weigh  the  caufe  of  either  fide.  ^9   , 

Think  not  that  treachery  can  be  juft  1 
Take  not  informers'  words  on  trufl  j 
They  ope  their  hand  to  every  pay, 
And  you  and  me  by  turns  betray.'* 

He  fp(jkc;   and  all  the  truth  appcar'd  :  35 

The  Cur  was  hang'd,  the  Maftiff  clcar'd. 


FABLE      XXVIL 

THE   SICK  MAN  AND  THE  ANGEL. 

•*  TS  there  no  hope?"  the  fick  niun  faid, 
"*•  The  filcDt  Doftor  (hook  hi*,  head, 

And  iook  his  leave  with  (igns  of  forrow, 

Dcfpairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  Man,  with  gafping  breath ;       5 

"  I  feel  the  dulling  wound  of  Death. 
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SiQce  I  mud  bid  the  ^orld  adieuy 

Lee  me  my  former  life  review. 

I  grant  my  bargains  well  were  made. 

But  all  men  over-reach  in  trade ;  i# 

*Tis  felf-defence  in  each  profeilion  3 

Sure  felf  defence  is  no  tranfgreflu>n. 

The  little  portion  in  my  haods, 

By  good  fecurity  on  lands 

Is  well  increased.     If,  unawares,  j^ 

My  juftice  to  myfelf  and  heirs 

Hath  Ut  my  del>tor  rot  in  jail. 

For  want  of  good  fufiicient  bail ; 

If  If  by  writ,  or  bond,  or  deed, 

Reduc'd  a  family  to  need  ;  %o 

My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends  j 

My  hope  on  charity  depends. 

When  I  am  numher'd  with  the  dead, 

And  all  my  pious  gifts  are  read, 

By  heaven  and  earth  'twill  then  be  known  25 

My  charities  were  amply  ihown.'* 

An  Angel  came.    **  Ah  I  Friend  I  he  cry*d. 
No  more  in  fiatteriog  hope  cooiide. 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes  >  30 

What  widow  or  what  orphan  prays 
To  crown  \hy  life  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  a^ion  's  io  thy  power. 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Now,  while  you  dj?aw  the /vital  air,  35 

Prove  your  ia£i;ntion  h^j^aoctc : 

This 
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This  inflant  give  a  hondred  pound ; 
Tour  neighbours  want,  and  you  abound.** 

**  But  why  fuch  hafte,  the  fick  Mnn  whkie9; 
Who  knows  as  yet  what  Hea?en  defigns }  40 

Perhaps  I  may  reOnrer  ftill. 
That  fum  and  more  are  in  roy  wilL" 

"  Fool,  fays  the  Vifion,  now  'tis  plafe 
Your  life,  vour  foul,  your  Heaven,  was  gain* 
From  every  fide,  with  all  your  might,  45 

You  fcrap'd,  and  fcrap'd  beyond  your  right  | 
And  after  death  would  hin  atone. 
By  giving  what  is  not  your  own.*' 

••  Whik  there  is  lilt,  dieie  's  hope^  he  cry^d  1 
Then  why  fucb  ha(te  f  fo  groan^^  and  4y*d.    50 


FABLE      XXVIIL 

THE  PERSIAN,  THE  SUl?,   AND  THE  CtOITlX. 

Y  S  there  a  bard  whom  genius  fires, 

Whofe  every  thought  the  God  iafptres  ? 
When  Envy  reads  the  nervous  lines. 
She  frets,  fhe  rails,  (be  reaves,  (he  pines  j; 
Hrr  hilling  fnakea  with  venom  fwell  $  ) 

She  calls  her  venal  train  from  hcU : 
The  fervile  fiends  her  nod  obey. 
And  all  Curll's  authors  are  in  pay; 
Fame  calls  up  Calumny  and  Spite : 
Timb  ihadow  owes  its  Urtb  to  light.  10 


Ah 
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As,  proftrate  to  the  God  of  Day, 
With  -heart  devout,  a  Perfian  lay. 
His  invocation  thus  begna : 

**  Paarent  of  Light !  all-feeing  Sun  ! 
Prolific  beam,  whofe  rays  difpcnfc  15 

The  various  gifts  of  Providence, 
Accept  our  praife,  our  daily  prayer; 
Smile  on  our  fields,  and  blefs  the  year." 

A  Cloud,  who  mock'd  his  grateful  tongue, 
The  day  with  fudden  darkneis  hung ;  2# 

With  pride  and  envy  fwelPd,  aloud 
A  voice  thus  thundered  from  the  Cloud. 

**  W^ak  is  this  gaudy  god  of  thine. 
Whom  I  at  will  forbid  to  fliinc. 
Shall  I  nor  vows  nor  incenfe  know  ?  a^ 

Where  praife  is  due,  the  praife  be  (low." 

With  fervent  zeal  the  Perfian  mov'd. 
Thus  the  proud  Calumny  reprov'd. 
^  It  was  that  God  who  claims  my  prayer 
Who  gave  thee  birth,  and  rais'd  thee  there;        30 
When  o'er  his  beams  the  veil  is  tiirown, 
Thy'fubftance  is  but  plainer  fliown  : 
A  parting  gale,  a  puff  of  wind, 
Difpete  thy  thickeft  troops  combined.*' 

The  gale  arofe  j  the  vapour  toft  35 

(The  fport  of  winds)  in  air  was  loll; 
The  glorious  orb  the  day  refines. 
TIuis  envy  breaks,  thus  merit  ihines. 
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FABLE      XXIX. 

THS  FOX.AT  THE  POINT  OF  bEATR. 

A    FOX,  in  life's  extreme  decay, 
•^^  Weak,  fick,  and  faint,  expiring  lay: 
All  appetite  had  left  his  maw. 
And  age  difarm*d  his  mumbling  jaw. 
His  numerous  race  around  him  {land,  5 

To  Icatn  their  dying  fire's  command : 
He  rais'd  his  head  with  whining  moaR, 
And  thus  was  heard  the  feeble  tone. 

"  Ah  !  Sons  1  from  evil  ways  depart; 
My  crimes  lie  heavy  on  my  heart.  t# 

Sec,  Ice,  the  murdcr'd  Geefe  appear  ? 
Why  arc  thofe  bleeding  Turkeys  there  ? 
Why  all  around  this  cackling  train. 
Who  haunt  my  ears  for  chicken  (lain  ?*• 

The  hungry  Foxes  round  them  (lar'd,  15 

And  for  the  promised  fcaft  prepared. 

**  Where,  Sir,  is  all  this  dainty  cheer? 
Nor  Turkey,  Goofe,  nor  Hen,  is  here. 
T  hefc  a^c  the  phantoms  of  your  brain ; 
And  your  fons  lick  their  lips  in  vain."  1% 

**  O  Gluttons  I  fays  the  drooping  Sire, 
Retrain  inordinate  dclire. 
Your  liquortfli  taftc  you  fliall  deplore. 
When  peace  of  coofcicnce  is  no  mor«. 

I  Does 
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Does  not  the  hound  betray  our  pace,  25 

And  gins  and  guns  deftroy  our  race  ? 

Thieves  dread  the  fearching  eye  of  power ; 

And  never  feel  the  quiet  hour. 

Old  age  (which  few  of  us  fhall  know) 

Now  puts  a  period  to  my  woe.  $• 

Would  you  true  happkiefs  attain. 

Let  Konefty  your  paflions  rein ; 

So  live  in  credit  and  efleem, 

And  the  good  name  you  loft  redeem." 

**  The  counfel's  geod>  a  Fox  replies^  35 

Could  we  perform  what  you  advife. 
Think  what  our  anceftovs  have  done ; 
A  line  of  thieves  from  fon  to  ion. 
To  us  defcends  the  long  difgrace,; 
And  infamy  hath  mark'd  our  race.  40 

'Though  we,  like  liarmlefs  ibeep,  ihould  feed> 
Honed  in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed^ 
Whatever  ben-rood  is  decreas'd. 
We  fhall  bs  thought  to  fhare  the  fead. 
The  change  fhall  never  l)e  believ'dl  45 

A  loft  good  name  is  ne'er  retrieved." 

"  Nay,  then,  replies  the  feeble  Foot, 
(But,  hark!  I  hear  a  hen  that  clucks) 
Go  J  but  be  moderate  in  your  foodj 
A  chicken,  coo,  might  do  me  good."  50 
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FABLE      XXX. 

THE  S£TTIRG-1>0G  AND  THE  PAltTftIDQ«» 

'T^HE  ranging  Dog  the  (lubble  tries. 

And  Searches  every  breeze  tliat  flics ; 
The  fcent  grows  warnn ;  with  cautious  fear 
He' creeps,  and  points  the  covey  near } 
Tl^  men,  in  (llencey  far  behind,  r 

Confcious  of  game,  die  net  unbincL 

A  Partridge,  witli  experience  wife. 
The  fraudful  preparation  fpics  j 
She  mocks  their  toils,  alarms  her  broo<i. 
The  covey  fprings,  and  fecks  the  wood ;  t# 

But,  ere  her  certain  wing  flie  tries, 
Thus  to  tiie  creeping  Spaniel  cries  : 
**  Thou  fawning  Have  to  man's  deceit. 
Thou  pimp  of  luxury,  fneaking  theat. 
Of  thy  whole  fpecies  thou  difgrace;  15 

Dogs  ihould  difown  thee  of  tlieir  race  1 
For,  if  I  judge  their  native  parts. 
They  're  bom  with  lioneil  open  hearts  ; 
And,  ere  they  fcrv'd  iBan*«  wicked  ends^ 
Were  generous  foes,  or  real  friends."  ja* 

When  thus  the  Dog,  with  fcornful  fmilc  .• 
^*  Secure  of  wing,  thou  dar^  revile. 
Clowns  are  to  poliih'd  manners  blind  ^ 
How  ignorant  is  the  ruflic  mind  I 

Vol.  IL  G  VL^ 


84  G  A  Y'S     POEMS. 

My  worth  fagacious  courtiers  fee,  15 

And  to  preferment  rife,  like  me. 

The  thriving  pimp,  who  heayty  fcts. 

Hath  oft*  enhanced  a  nation's  debts  : 

Friend  fets  his  friend,  without  regard. 

And  minifters  his  Ikill  reward  :  30 

Thus  train*d  by  man,  I  learnt  his  ways ; 

And  growing  favour  feafts  my  days.** 

**  I  might  have  guefs'd,  the  Partridge  faid. 
The  place  where  you  were  train'd  and  fed; 
Servants  arc  apt,  and  in  a  trice  3^ 

Ape  to  a  hair  their  mailer's  vice. 
You  came  from  court,  you  fay.     Adieu  !" 
She  faid,  and  to  the  covey  flew. 


FABLE      XXXr. 

THE  UNIVERSAL  APPARITION. 

A     RAKE,  by  every  pafTion  rul'd, 
•^^  With  every  vice  his  youth  had  cool'd  ; 
Difeafe  his  tainted  blood  afTails  ; 
His  fpirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails : 
With  fecrec  ills  at  home  he  pines,  -  ^ 

And,  like  infirm  old  age,  declines. 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  pcniive  fits, 
And  raves,  and  prays,  and  fwears,  by  fits, 
A  ghaftly  Phantom,  lean  and  wan. 
Before  him  rofe,  and  thus  began  :  .10 

"  My 
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H(f^  Ih^l  Iio  diate  this  hideous  gued  ? 

Powet  may  perh<vps  proteft  his  reft. 

To  Power  he  fofe.     Again  the  Sprite 

Befets  him  moWjit)g,  noon,  and  night ; 

Talks  of  Amhition's  tottering  feat,  45 

How  Envy  periccwtes  the  great, 

Of  rival  hate,  of  treacherous  friends, 

And  what  difgrace  his  fall  attends. 

The  court  he  <]uits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
'  And  feeks  the  peace  of  rural  air:  5© 

His  groves,  his  fields,  amusM  his  hours  j 
He  pruned  his  trees,  he  rais'd  his  flowers. 
But  Care  again  his  flcps  purfues, 
Warns  him  df  blafts,  of  blighting  dews, 
"Of  plundering  infcfts,  fnails,  and  rains,  55 

An<f  droughts  that  Ilarv'd  tlie  lal)our'd  plains. 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  SpefVre  's  there  ; 
"In  vain  we  feck  to  Hy  from  Care. 

At  length  he  thus  the  Ghofl:  addrcft  : 
-«*  Since  thou  mull  be  my  conrtant  guefl:,  ^# 

Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more*; 
Por  Care,  by  right,  fhould  go  before," 

F  A  fi  L  E      XXXir. 

THE  TWO  OWLS  AND  THE  SPARROW. 

-#nrAWO  formal  Owls  together  fat. 
Conferring  thus  in  folemn  chat. 
"  How  is  the  mo<lern  taftt;  decay M  ! 
Where  's  the  rt(ps6t  to  wifdom  paid  * 

S  0«c 
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Our  worth  the  Grecian-  iages  knew ;  5 

They  gave  our  (ires  tbo  hoaour  due » 

They  wcigh'd  the  dignity^  of  fowls, 

And  pry'd  into  the  dci^W.of  Owl$. 

Athens,  the  feat  of  kamed  laiiic». 

With  genera)  voice  rever'd  our  name  2  •  r« 

On  merit  title  was  conferr*d, 

And  all  ador'd  th'  Athenian  bird.*' 

**  Brother,  you  reafon  well,  replies 
The  folemn  mate,  with  half-Unit  eyes. 
Right.    Athens  was.  the  feat  of  learnings  15 

And  truly  wifdom  is  difcerning. 
Betides,  00  Palhs*  helm  we  (it. 
The  type  and  ornament  of  wit : 
But  now,  alas  !  we  're  quite  Bcglt£led, 
And  a  pert  Sparrow 's  more  refptfted,"  &• 

A  Sparrow,  who  was  lodg'd  befide, 
O'crhears  them  footh  each  other's  pride  j 
And  thus  he  ninnbly  rents  his  heat : 

•'  Who  meets  a  fool  muft  find  conceit, 
I  grant  you  were  at  Athens  grac*d,  25 

And  on  Minerva's  hdm  were  placM; 
But  every  bird  that  wings  the  fky. 
Except  an  Owl,  can  tell  you  why : 
From  hence  tliey  taught  their  fchools  ta  know 
How  falfc  wc  judge  by  outward  fliosv  j  3# 

That  wc  Ihould  never  looks  edeem. 
Since  fools  as  wife  as  you  ro»ght  {i:cm, 
Woold  ye  contempt  and  fcorn  avoid. 
Let  your  vain-gjory  be  dcftroy'd  : 

G  3  \V^xv\\^« 
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Humble  voufiHTi^ncfe  efthoaght,  '  35 

Purfuc  the  ways  by  Nature  taught  r 

So  (hall  you  find  delicipus  fare. 

And  grateful  farmers  praife  your  care ; 

So  Ihall  fleck  mice  your  chace  reward,    ■ 

And  no  keen  cat  find  mon:  regard.**  4* 


FABLE        XXXIII. 

THE  COURTIE^l  AND  PROTEUS. 

TTTHENE'ER  a  Courtier's  out  of  place^ 

^     The  country  fhelters  his  difgrace  ; 
Where,  doom'd  to  exercifc  and  hcahh, 
-  Jits  houfe  and  gardens  own  his  wealth. 
Pic  builds  new  fchemes,  in  hope  to  gaia  e 

The  plunder  of  another  reign  i 
T,ike  Philip's  fon,  would  fain  be  doing. 
And  fighs  for  other  realms  to  ruin. 

As  one  of  thefe  (without  his  wand) 
Peniive  along  tlie  winding  ftrand  j^ 

Employed  the  folitary  hour, 
In  projefts  to  regain  his  power. 
The  waves  in  fpreading  circles  rar, 
Proteus  arofc,  and  thus  bc~r»n. 

•*  Came  you  from  court '  for  in  your  mien      i  - 
A  felf-important  air  is  .t;en." 

He  frankly  ownM  his  friends  had  trick'd  him. 
And  how  he  fell  his  party's  vicHm. 

"  Know, 
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•'  Know,  fays  the  God,  by  matchlefs  ikill 
I  change  to  every  ihape  at  will ;  »• 

B,uc  yet,  I  'in  told,  at  court  you  fee 
Thofe  who  prefume  to  rival  me.'*  r 

Thus  faid  :  a  Snike,  with  liideous  trail, 
Proteus  extends  his  fcaly  mail. 

'<  Know,  fays  the  Man,  though  proud  in  place. 
All  Courtiers  are  of  reptile  racf. 
Like  you,  they  take  that  dreadful  form, 
Bafk  in  the  fun,  and  fly  the  dorm  ; 
With  malicp  hifs,  with  envy  glotc. 
And  for  convenience  change  their  coat ;  $• 

With  new-got  luftre  rear  their  head, 
Though  On  a  dunghill  born  and  bred." 

Sudden  the  God  a  Lion  Hands; 
lie  fliakes  his  mane,  he  fpurns  the  fands. 
Now  a  fierce  Lynx,  with  fiery  glare  j  .35 

A  Wolf,  an  Afs,  a  Fox,  a  Bear. 

"  Had  1  ne'er  liv'd  at  court,  he  cries. 
Such  transformation  might  furprize  j 
But  there,  in  qucft  of  daily  game, 
Each  able  Courtier  a61;s  the  fame;  4c 

Wolves,  Lions,  Lynxes,  while  in  place. 
Their  friends  and  tellows  are  their  chace. 
They  play  the  Bear's  and  Fox's  part, 
Now  rob  by  force,  now  fteal  with  art. 
They  fonK-timcs  in  the  fenate  bray,  ^^ 

Or,  chang'd  again  to  bcafts  of  prey, 
Down  from  the  Lion  to  the  Ape, 
Pra6tife  the  frauds  of  every  (liape." 

G  4  ^% 
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So  fatd  :  upon  the  god  he  flies  > 

In  cords  the  ftrttggHng  captive  tres.  gm 

**  Now,  Proteus  f  now  (to  truth  compelled) 
Speak,  and  confefs  thy  art  excell'd. 
Vfe  ftrength,  furprize,  or  what  you  will^ 
The  Courtier  finds  evafions  (till  j 
Kot  to  be  bound  by  any  ties,  £^ 

And  never  forc*d  to  leave  his  lyes.'* 


FABLE     XXXIV. 

THE  MASTIFFS. 

np  HOSE  who  in  quarrels  xnterpoft, 
-*•    Muft  often  wipe  a  htoody  nofe. 

A  'MMff,  of  true  Englift  bloody 
J^ovM  fighting  better  than  his  food. 
When  dogs  were  fharling  ft>r  a  bone>  ^ 

He  long'd  to  make  the  war  his  own. 
And  often  found  (Avhen.  two  contend) 
To  interpofe  o!>tain'd  his  end. 
Me  glory 'd  in  his  limping  pace ; 
The  fears  of  honour  fcam*d  his  hir:t  $  fl# 

In  every  limb  a  gafii  appears. 
And  frequent  fights  retrench'd  his  csfu 

As  on  a  time  he  heard  fron  far 
Two  dogs  cngag*d  in  noify  war. 
Away  he  fcours,  and  kys  about  him,  1 5 

Kcfolv'd  no  fray  fiiould  be  without  him. 

Fort!) 
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Forth  from  his  yard  a  tanner  flicst 
And  to  the  bold  intmder  cries  : 

*^  A  cudgel  {hall  corre£k  your  manners : 
Witence  i)>rung  siHS  curfed  hate  to  sanaen  ?        f# 
While  on  my  dog  yew  vent  your  fpitc. 
Sirrah  ?  'tis  me  you  dare  not  iMte.** 

To  fee  the  battle  thus  pcrplex'd. 
With  equal  rage  a  butcher,  vex'd, 
Hoarfe-fcreaming  from  the  circled  crowd,  #5 

To  the  curs'd  MafHff  cries  aloud  : 

*'  Both  Hockleyhok  and  Marybone 
The  combats  of  my  dog  have  known : 
He  ne'er,  like  bullies,  coward-hearted. 
Attacks  in  public,  to  be  parted.  3» 

Think  not,  raOi  fool,  to  ihare  his  fame ; 
Be  his  tl)e  honour,  or  the  ibame." 

Thus  faid,  they  fwore,  and  rav'd  like  thunder. 
Then  dragg'd  their  faftcn'd  dogs  aftinder; 
While  clubs  and  kicks  from  every  fide  3^ 

Rebounded  from  the  MaftifF's  hide. 

All  recking  now  with  fweat  and  blood, 
A  while  the  parted  warriors  ftood  j 
Then  pour'd  upon  the  meddling  foe. 
Who,  worried,  howKd  and  fprawl'd  below.       4^ 
He  rufe ;  and,  limping  from  the  fray. 
By  both  (ides  mangled,  fneak'd  away. 
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FABLE      XXXV. 

*      THE  BARLEY-MOW  AND  THE  DUNGHILL. 

TT  O  W  many  faucy  airs  we  meet 
"*■  •*•  From  Tempk-bar  to  Aklgate-flreet  ! 
Proud  rogues,  who  (harM  the  South-fea  prey, 
.  And  fprung  like  mufhrooms  in  a  day  ! 
They  think  it  mean  to  condefccnd  5 

To  know  a  brother  or  a  friend  j 
They  blulh  to  hear  their  mother's  name. 
And  by  their  pride  cxpofe  their  ihame. 
.     As  crofs  his  yard,  at  early  day, 
A  carcfpl  farmer  tpok  his  way,  19 

He  ftopp'd ;  and,  leaning  on  his  fork, 
Obferv'd  the  flail's  inceliant  work. 
In  thought  he  meafur'd  all  his  ftorc. 
His  gecfe,  his  hogs,  he  numbered  o'er; 
In  fancy  weighed  the  fleeces  ihorn,  15 

And  muUiply'd  the  next  year's  corn. 

A  Barley- mow,  which  flood  befide. 
Thus  to  its  mufmg  mailer  cry'd  : 

"  Say,  good  Sir,  is  it  fit  or  right 
To  treat  me  with  negle6l  and  flight  ?  29 

Me,  who  contribute  to  your  cheer. 
And  raife  your  mirth  with  ale  and  beer  ? 
Why  thus  infultcd,  thus  difgrac'd, 
And  that  vile  Dunghill  near  me  placed  ? 

Alt 
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Are  thofc  poor  fwcepings  of  a  groom,  "25 

That  filthy  iighc,  that  nsufeovs  fume. 
Meet  objcfts.here  ?  Command  it  hence  ; 
A  thing  fo  m«an  mu(V  g^ivc 'dffencc.'* 

The  humble  IKinghill  thm  reply \l  r ' 
**  Thy  mader  bears,  anti  mocks  thy  pride :         30 
Infult  not  thus  the  meek  and  low  } 
In  me  tliy  bcnefaftor  know ; 
My  warm  affidance  gave  thee  binhy 
Or  thou  hadil  perilh'd  low  in  earth  ; 
But  up-ftarts,  to  fapport  theif'ftatibn,  35 

Cancel  at  once  all  obligation*" 


FABLE-    XXXVI. 

PYTHAGORAS  AND  THE   COUNTRYMAN. 

pVTHAGORAS  rcfe  at  early  dawn, 

"*•     By  foarins^  meditation  drawn  ; 

To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  day, 

Through  flowery  fields  he  took  his  way. 

In  mufing  contftmplation  warm,  ]j[ 

His  fttps  miflcd  him  to  a  farm. 

Where  on  a  ladder's  topmoft  round 

A  pcalant  ftood  •  the  hammer's  found 

Shook  the  weak  barn.     **  Say,  friend,  what  care 

CalU  for  thy  honefl  labour  there  ?"  lo 

The  Clown,  with  furly  voice  replies, 
*'  Vengeance  aloud  for  judicc  cries. 

3  This 
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This  kite,  bf  duly  npioe  fisd^ 

My  hens'  aumoy,  my  turkeys'  dmd^ 

Ac  length  hb  fbifeic  life  hath  paid ;  t^ 

See  on  the  wall  his  wings  difplny'd  x 

Here  nail'd,  t  terror  to  his  kinds 

My  fowls  ihtll  future  fafety  Sad^ 

My  yard  the  thriving  poultry  feed^ 

And  my  barns'  refufe  ht  the  breed.*'  29 

**  Friend,  fays  tlie  Sage,  the  doom  is  wile  s 
For  public  good  the  murderer  dies  : 
But,  if  thefe  tyrants  of  the  ilir 
Demand  a  fentence  fo  fevere, 
Think  how  the  glutton,  man,  devours;  25 

What  bloody  feafts  regale  his  hours  ! 
O  impudence  of  power  tod  might» 
Thus  to  condemn  a  hawk  or  kite. 
When  thou,  perhaps,  carnivorous  (inner, 
Hadft  pulleu  yeflerday  for  dinner  i"  30 

"  Hold,  cry'd  the  Clown,  with  paiTion  heated. 
Shall  kites  and  men  alike  be  treated  ? 
When  Heaven  the  world  with  creatures  ftor'd, 
Man  was  ordain'd  their  fovcreign  lord." 

"  Thus  tyrants  boaft,  the  Sage  reply'd,  3  5 

Whofe  murders  fpring  from  power  and  pride,    , 
Own  then  tliis  maolike  kite  is  (lain. 
Thy  greater  luxury  to  fuftain  j 
For  "  Petty  rogues  fubmit  to  Fate, 
**  That  great  ones  may  enjoy  their  Aate  *."        40 

•  Garth's  Difpenfary. 

FABLE 
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FABLE     "XXXVir. 

Ttn  FAftMEH's  WIFE  AND  THE  RAVBH. 

TinrHY  arc  thofc  tears?  why  droops  yourhesKl? 

I&  then  your  other  huiband  dead  t 
Or  docs  a  worfe  difgrace  betide  ?, 
Hath  no  one  (ince  his  death  app]y*d  ? 

Alas  !  you  know  the  caufe  too  well }  5 

The  fait  is  fpilt,  to  me  it  fell ; 
Then,  to  contribute  to  my  lofs, 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  acrofs ; 
On  Friday  too !  the  day  I  dread ! 
Would  I  were  fafe  at  home  in  bed !  go 

Laft  night  (I  vow  to  Heaven  'tis  true) 
Bounce  from  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 
Next  poft  fomc  fatal  news  (hall  tell : 
God  fend  my  Comiih  friends  be  well ! 

Unhappy  Widow,  ceafe  thy  tears,  i ^ 

Nor  feel  affli^on  in  thy  fears ; 
Let  not  thy  (lomach  be  fufpended ; 
Eat  now,  and  weep  when  dinner 's  ended  1 
And,  when  the  butler  clears  the  table. 
For  thy  dtfcrt  I  'll  read  my  Fable.  10 

Betwixt  her  fwagging  pannier's  load 
A  Farmer's  Wife  to  market  rode, 
And,  jogging  on,  with  thoughtful  care, 
Summ'd  up  the  profits  of  her  ware  { 
When,  flarting  from  her  iilver  dieam,  25 

Thus  far  and  wide  was  heard  her  fcream. 
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"  That  Raven  on  yon*  left  hand  oak 
(Curfe  on  his  ilUbetkling  croak  i) 
Bodes  me  no  good.*'    No  more  (he  faid, 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  ftumbling  tread,      3* 
Fell  prone  j   o'crturn'd  the  pannier  lay. 
And  her  mafli'd  eggs  beftrow'd  the  way. 

She,  fprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  fwore,  and  curs'd.     **  Thou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  take  thy  whorcfon  throat  1  35 

I  knew  misfortune  in  the  note.*' 
•    **  Dame,  quoth  the  Raven,  fpare  your  oaths. 
Unclench  your  fifl,  and  wipe"  your  cloaths. 
But  why  on  me  thofe  curfcs  thrown  ? 
/Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your^wn  ;  4^ 

For,  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 
On  Dun,  the  old  fure-footed  mare. 
Though  all  the  Ravens  of  the  Hundred 
With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out-thundered, 
.   "Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  her  legs,    .  45 

And  you,  good  Woman,  fav*d  ^our  qggs.** 

FABLE      XXXVUL 

^  THE  TURKEY  AND  THE  ANT. 

IN  Other  men  wc  faults  can  fpy, 
And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye, 
Each  little  fpeck  and  blemilh  find  ; 
To  our  own  ftrongcr  errors  Wind. 

A  Tar- 
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A  Turkey,  tir'd  of  common  food,  5 

Forfook  the  barn,  and  fought  the  wood  ; 
Behind  her  ran  an  infant  train, 
Colle6^ing  here  and  there  a  giain. 
"  Draw  near,  my  Birds  I  the  Mother  cries. 
This  hill  delicious  fare  fuppliesj  10 

Behold  the  bufy  negroe  race. 
See  millions  blacken  all  the  place  ! 
Fear  not ;  like  roe  with  freedom  eat; 
An  Ant  is  moft  delightful  meat. 
How  blefs'd,  how  cnvy'd,  were  our  life,  i  j 

Could  we  but  'fcapc  the  poulterer**  knife ! 
But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  Turkeys  preys. 
And  Chriflmas  ihortens  all  our  days. 
Sometimes  with  oyflers  we  combine. 
Sometimes  aflifl  the  favoury  chine  5  20 

From  the  low  peafant  to  the  lord, 
The  Turkey  fmokcs  on  every  board. 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  curs'd, 
Of  the  fcvcn  deadly  fins  the  worft** 

An  Aiit,  who  climb'd  l)cyond  his  reach,  25 

Thus  anfwcrM  from  the  neighbouring  beech  : 
•*  Eie  you  remark  anpther's  fin. 
Bid  thy  own  confcience  look  witliin ; 
Conuol  thy  more  voracious  bill. 
Nor  for  a  brcakfiifl  nations  kill/*  36 
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FABLE     XXXIX. 

THE  FATHER  AND  JUPITER* 

HE  Man  to  Jove  his  fuic  prefcrrM ; 


He  bcgg'd  a  wife :  his  prayer  was  heami* 
Jov-e  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addrefling  ; 
For  how  precarious  is  the  blefting  f 

A  wife  he  takes  :  and  now  for  heirs  c 

Again  he  worries  Heaven  with  prayers. 
Jove  nods  aflent :  two  hopeful  boys 
And  a  fine  girl  reward  his  joys. 

Now  more  folicitous  l\e  grew. 
And  fet  their  -^ture  lives  in  view ;  <• 

He  faw  that  all  refpefl  and  duty 
"Were  paid  to  wealth,  to  ^wwcr,  and  bcaury. 

*•  Once  more,  he  cries,  accept  my  prayer  5 
Make  my  lov'd  .progeny  thy  care  :     * 
Let  my  firil  hope,  my  favourite  boy,  15 

All  Fortune's  richeft  gifts  enjoy, 
^y  next  with  ftrong  ambition  fire ; 
May  favour  teach  him  to  afpire. 
Till  he  the  ftep  of  power  afcend. 
And  couniers  to  their  idol  bend  1  st 

With  every  grace,  with  every  charm. 
My  daughter's  perfeft  features  ann. 
If  Heaven  approve,  a  Father  *s  blcfs'd." 
Jove  fmiles,  and  grants  his  full  requcft. 

The  fir  ft,  a  mifer  at  the  heart,  25 

Studious  of  ever}'  griping  arr^ 

Jlcaps 
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^eaps  hoards  on  hoards  with  anxious  pais. 

And  all  his  life  devotes  to  ^ain. 

He  feels  no  joy,  his  cares  incrcafc, 

He  neither  wakes  nor  deeps  in  peace ;  $• 

In  fancy'd  want  (a  wretch  complete) 

He  ftarves,  and  yet  he  dares  not  cat# 

The  next  to  fuddcn  honours  gfew j 

The  thriving  art'of  courts *he  knew; 

He  reach'd  the  height  of  power  md  place>  3  $ 

Then  fell  the  vi£Hm  of  d?fgracc. 

Beauty  with  early  blooin  fupplies 
His  daughter's  cheeks,  iind  points  her  eyes. 
The  vain  coquette  each  fuit^difdaiiif, 
And  glories  in  her  lovers'  paint.  4« 

With  age  (he  fades,  each  lover  flics ; 
Contcmn'd, 'forlorn,  Ihe  pines  and  difcs. 

When  Jove  the  Father's  grief  furvey 'dt 
And  heard  him  Heaven  tmd  Fate  upbra'id, 
Thus  fpoke  the  God  :  "  By  outward  (how         45 
Men  j  udge  of  happincfs  and  woe. 
Sbnll  ignoiance  of  good  and  ill 
Dare  to  dircft  th*  eternal  will  ? 
Seek  virtue;   and,  of  that  polTcd, 
To  Providence  rcfign  the  reft.**  5« 

FABLE     XL. 

THE  TWO  MONKirS. 

'T^  H  E  learned,  f j11  of  inward  pride, 
The  fop*  of  outward  (how  deride  j 
Vol.  n.  H  tW 
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The  fop,  with  learning  at  defiance. 

Scoffs  at  the  pedant  and  the  fcience  : 

The  Don,  a  formal  foleron  ftrutter,  5 

J)efpifes  Monfieur*s  airs  and  flutter ; 

While  Monfieur  mocks  the  formal  fool. 

Who  looks,  and  fpeaks,  and  walks,  by  rule. 

Britain,  a  medley  of  the  twain, 

As  pert  as  France,  as  grave  as  Spain,  !• 

In  fancy  wifer  than  the  reft. 

Laughs  at  them  both,  of  Iwth  the  jeft. 

Is  not  the  Poet's  chiming  clofe 

Cenfur'd  by  all  the  fons  of  Profe  ? 

While  bards  of  quick  imagination  15 

Pefpife  the  fleepy  profe  narration. 

Men  laugh  at  apes  :  they  men  contemn  ; 

For  what  are  we  but  apes  to  them  ? 

Two  Monkeys  went  to  Southwark  fair; 
No  critics  had  a  fourer  air  :  20 

They  forc'd  their  way  through  draggled  folks. 
Who  gap'd  to  catch  Jack  Pudding's  jokes  ; 
Then  took  their  tickets  for  the  fhow, 
And  got  by  chance  the  foremoft  row. 
To  fee  their  grave  obfcrving  face,  15 

Provok*d.a  laugh  through  all  the  place. 

**  Brother,  fays  Pug,  and  turn'd  his  head, 
Tlic  rabble  's  monftroully  ill-bred." 

Now  through  the  bootlrloud  hififes  ran, 
Nor  ended  till  the  fhow  began.  30 

The  tumbler  whirls  the  fiip-flap  round, 
W  th  fomerfets  he  fli^kes  the  grou::dj 

TIic 


The  cord  beneath  the  dancer  fprings  $ 

Aloft  in  air  the  vaulter  fwings  ; 

Diftorted  now,  now  prone  depends,  35 

Now  through  hrs  twiftcd  arms  afcends  j 

The  crowd,  in  wonder  and  delight. 

With  clapping  hands  applaud  the  fight. 

With  fmilcs,  quoth  Pug,  "  If  pranks  like  thcf« 
The  giant-apes  of  rcafon  pleafe,  4« 

How  would  they  wonder  at  our  arts  ! 
Tliey  muft  adote  us  for  our  parts. 
High  on  the  twig  I  've  feen  you  cUng, 
Play,  twift,  and  turn  in  airy  ring  : 
How  can  thofe  clumfy  things,  like  me,  45 

Fly  with  a  bound  from  tree  to  tree  ? 
But  yet,  by  this  applaufe,  we  find 
Thcfc  emulators  of  our  kind 
Difcern  our  worth,  our  parts  regarc). 
Who  our  mean  mimics  thus  reward.**  5* 

«*  Brother,  the  grinning  mate  replies. 
In  tins  1  grant  that  man  iswife  : 
While  good  example  they  purfuc, 
We  muft  allow  fome  praifc  is  due ; 
But,  when  they  ftrain  beyond  their  guide,  55 

I  laugh  to  fcorn  the  mimic  pride; 
For  how  fantartic  is  the  fight. 
To  meet  men  always  bolt  upright, 
Becaufe  wc  fometimes  walk  on  two  I 
I  hate  the  imitating  crew/'  it 

H  1  FABLE 
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TABLE     XLI. 

THE  OWL  AND  TUB  FARMER. 

A  N  Owl  of  grave  deport  and  mien, 
"^^  Who  (like  the  Turk)  was  feldom  fccn, 
Within  a  bam  had  cho(c  his  lladon. 
As  fit  for  prey  and  contemplation  : 
Upon  a  beam  aloft  he  (its,  ^ 

And  nods,  and  feems  to  think  by  fits. 
'So  have  I  feen  a  man  of  news 
Or  Poft-boy  or  Gazette  pcrufe, 
•Smoke,  nod,  and  talk  with  voice  profound. 
And  fix  thie  fate  of  Europe  round.  r« 

fchcavcs  pil*d  on  flieaves  hid  all  the  floor  : 
At  dawn  of  morn  to-view  his'dore 
Tlve  Farmer  came.     The  hooting  gueft 
!His  felt-ifi^ortance  thus  expreft: 

**  Reafonrin  man  is  mere  pretence  :  15 

How  weak,  how  fhallow,  is  his  fenfc  ! 
To  treat  with  fcorn  the  Bird -oT  Night, 
Declares  his  folly  or  his  fpite. 
Then,  too,  how  partial  is  his  praife  ! 
The  laik's,  the  linnet's,  chirping  lays  a* 

To  his  ill  judging  ears  arc  fine; 
And  r.iiiluingales  are  all  divine  : 
But  tiic  mone. knowing  feather'd  race 
.€ec  wifdom  iVamp'd  upon  my  face. 
Whene'er  to  vilk  light  I  deign,  1^ 

What  flocks  of  fowl  ^ompolc  my  Kain'! 
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Like  ilavcs,  they  crowd  my  flight  behind^ 
And  own  me  of  fupcrior  kind." 

The  Farmer  laugh'd,  and  thus  reply'd  : 
^*  Thou  dull  imponant  lump  of  pride,  3# 

Dar'fl  thou  with  that  harfh  grating  tongue 
Depreciate  birds  of  warbling  fong  }■ 
Indulge  thy  fpken  :  know  men  and  fowl: 
Regard  thee,  a»  thou  art,  an  Owl. 
Beiides,  proud  Blockhead !  be  not  vain  35^ 

Of  what  thou  call'fl  thy  flaves  and  train  : 
Few  follow  Wifdom  or  her  rules.; 
FoGJs  in  deriiion  follow  foobK" 


FABLE     XLIL 

TUB  JUGGLERS. 

A    JUGGLERlong  through  all  the  Towa^ 
^^    Had  rais'd  his  fortune  and  renown  j 
You  M  think  (fo  far  his  art  tranfcends).. 
The  devil  at  his  fingers'  ends* 

Vice  heard  his  fame,  fhe  read -his  billV  5-, 

Convinc'd  of  his  inferior  (kill,. 
She  fought  his  booth,,  and  from  the  crowd 
Defy'd  the  man  of  art  aloud. 

"  Is  tliis  then  he  fo  fam'd  for  fleight  ? 
Gan  this  flow  bungler  cheat  your  tight  ?  im^ 

Dares  he  with  me  difpute  the  prize  ? 
I  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes." 

Provok'd,  the  Juggler  cry'd,  <♦  'Tis  done^ . 
I&  fcience  I  fubmit  co  none." 


I  CAY'S      POEMS. 

Thus  faid,  the  cups  and  balls  he  pla/d ;  15 

By  turns  this  here,  that  thert,  conTey^i. 

The  cards,  obedient  to  his  words,, 

Are  by  a  fillip  turn'd  to  birds. 

His  little  boxes  change  the"  grain  : 

Trick  after  trick  deludes  the  train.  f  # 

He  (hakes  his  bag,  he  fhews  all  fair ; 

His  fingers  fpread,  and  nothing  there  | 

Then  bids  it  rain  with  ihowers  of  gold  ? 

And  now  his  ivory  eggs  are  told  ; 

But,  when  from  thence  the  hen  he  draws,  2^ 

Amaz'd  fpeftators  hum  applaufc. 

Vice  now  (lept  forth,  and  took  the  place. 
With  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

"  This  magic  looking-glafs,  Ihe  cries, 
(There,  hapd  it  round)  will  charm  your  eyes."  3^ 
Each  eager  eye  the  fight  defirM, 
And  every  man  himfelf  admir'd. 

Next,  to  a  fenator  addrctfing, 
•*  See  this  bank-note  ;  obfcrve  the  bleiling. 
Breathe  on  the  bill.     Heigh,  pafs  !  *Tis  gone."  35. 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlock  Ihown. 
A  fccond  puff  the  magic  broke ; 
The  padlock  vanifli'd,  and  he  fpok'e. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upon  the  board 
All  full,  with  heady  liquor  flor'd,  •  4* 

By  clean  conveyance  difappear, 
An^  now  two  bloody  fvvords  are-  thert. 

A  purfe  (he  to  a  thief  exposed  j 
Al  oace  his  rt aiiy  fingers  clo$'d. 
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He  opes  his  fifl,  the  treafure  's  fled  j  45 

He  fees  a  halter  in  its  fVead. 

She  bids  Ambition  hold  a  wand ; 
He  grafps  a  hatchet  in  his  hand.  ' 

A  box  of  charity  fhe  fhows. 
*'  Blow  here  j "  and  a  church- warden  blows.       £• 
*Tis  vani(h*d  with  conveyance  neat, 
And  on  the  table/raoHes  a  treat. 

She  (hakes  the  dice,  the  board  fhe  knocks^ 
And  from  all  pockets  fills  her  box. 
-   She  next  a  meagre  I'ake  addrcft.  55 

**  This  pifturc  fee ;  her  Ihape,  her  bread  I 
What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes  ! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her."     With  furprizc. 
His  hand  exposed  a  box  of  pills, 
And  a  loud  laugh  proclaimed  his  ills.  €% 

A  counter,  in  a  mifer's  hand. 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command. 
She  bids  his  heir  the  fum  retain. 
And  'tis  a  counter  now  again. 

A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  fee  45 

Take  every  Hiape  but  Charity  ; 
And  not  one  thing  you  favv,  or  drew. 
But  changM  from  what  was  firft  in  view* 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart, 
With  this  fubmiilion  ownM  her  art.  7# 

**  Can  I  fuch  matchlefs  (Icight  withftand  I 
How  pra6licc  hath  improv'd  your  hand  ! 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng  j 
You  every  day,  and  all  day  Jong." 

H  4  ¥  ^^  W 
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FABLE    XUIL 


THl  COCHCIL  OP  HOESEi. 

'  I*  O  K  •  time  i  itQtghing  flcetl, 

Wfio  pMZ*d  itnong  u  ntinictoub  brccct^ 
Willi  muun/  l^^d  fixM  O^c  tr^in, 
Ati4  fprcrid  (lirrt:nrion  iLitiugh  tkc  plAin, 
On  miiKn  thflt  »)ticttii*d  tlic  (l»c  5 

Tliij  Ctiuticil  m<:r  in  jfrintJ  *lchKe. 
A  Calf,  wWfc  eye  UlU  tl^mVt  witli  Ire, 

I  It  hiiOi^  (\tju  ford  I  Wfuri:  tUc  itilp 

**  (uxhI  (so4i«  I  hoiv  4b)c^  SI  our  iMC^ 
ComWmnM  to  (li^irv  and  cilgncct 

I  bmii<  i)9C  cbatn  ? 

l\i  ^•v^•^..^■uai  10  •i^t.-u  viitir  nifinu 

kf<fK*it  « lnftBew  tVdnK^^  tic  iqavh 
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Shall  haughty  man  my  back  Ixiftride  ? 

Shall  the  iharp  fpur  provoke  my  fide  ? 

Forbid  it,  Heavens  !  Reject  the  rein  j 

Your  fhame,  your  infamy,  difdain.  3# 

Let  him  the  lion  firft  control. 

And  ftill  the  tiger's  famifliM  growL 

Let  us,  like  them,  our  freedom  claim^ 

And' make  him  tremble  at  our  name." 

A  general  nod  approved  the  caufc,  3^ 

And  all  the  circle  neigh'd  applaufe. 
When,  lo !  with  grave  and  folemn  pace, 
A  Steed  advanced  before  the  race. 
With  age  and  l6ng  experience  wife ; 
Around  he  caft  his*  thoughtflii  eves,.  411 

And^  to  the  murmurs^  of  the  train, 
Thus  fppke  the  Neftor  of  the  plain. 

•*  When  I  had  health  and  itrength,  lik«  you, 
The  toils  of  fcrvitude  I  knew ; 
Now  grateful  man  rewards  my  pains,  4c 

And  gives  me  all  thefe  wide  domains,. 
At  will  I  crop  the  year's  increaft  j 
My  latter  life  is  rell  and  peace. 
I  grant,  to  man  we  lend  our  pains^ 
And  aid  him  to  corrc£k  the  plains  ;  ^# 

•But  doth  not  he  divide  the  care. 
Through  all  the  labours  of  the  year? 
How  many  thoufand  ftrudlurcs  rife, 
To  fence  us  from  inclement  ikies  1 
For  us  he  bears  the  fultry  day,  5^ 

And  (lores  up  all  our  winter's  hay. 

He 


%t^  G  A  Y'S      POEMS. 

Me  icfwtj  be  rsspi  tiie  luu  veil's  C[3ni ; 

We  fititre  the  tcnly  az^  fiuor  the  grsn. 

Since  ererf  crestitre  wat  dtcretd 

To  »d  each  odtCT^s  mntoal  need,  €• 

Appeafe  ycmi  cliiccsiteixted  ir^^*^^ 

And  act  the  part  by  Heaven  afiigu'd." 

TliC  miuiik  cea&*d.    Tlie  Colt  fnhmirtrd^ 
Afid,  like  LU  anccfims,  was  barred. 

FABLE     XLIV. 

THE  HOWKD  AKD  THZ  HUKTSMAV. 

TMPERTINENCE  it  fiifi  it  bcnne 
'*'  With  heedleft  flighty  or  {biilef  of  fcom  i 
Teaz'd  into  wrath,  what  patieoce  bears 
Tilt-  ncttfy  fool  who  pcrfcveres  ? 

The  morniog  wakes,  the  HutitTman  founds,     5 
At  once  rulh  fonk  the  joyful  Hounds ; 
They  feek  the  wood  with  eager  pace. 
Through  bulh,  tbnnigh  brier,  explore  the  chace  : 
Now  fcatter'd  wide  they  try  the  plain. 
And  fnuflF  the  dewy  turf  in  vain.  \% 

What  care,  what  induihy,  what  pains ! 
Wliat  univerfal  filence  reigns  1 

Ringwood,  a  dog  of  little  fame. 
Young,  pert,  and  ignorant  of  game. 
At  once  difplays  his  babbling  throat ;  15. 

The  pack,  rcgardlcfs  of  the  note, 
Purfue  the  fcent ;  with  louder  (Irain 

He  ilill  pciGIU  io  \cx  the  train. 

"^  Tbt 
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The  Huntfman  to  the  clamour  flics^ 
The  fmacking  lafli  he  fmartly  pltes,  !• 

His  ribs  all  welk'd,  with  howling  ton* 
The  puppy  thus  exprefs'd  his  moan  : 

**  I  know  the  mufic  of  my  tongue 
Long  ilnce  the  pack  with  envy  flung. 
What  will  not  fpitc?  Thefc  bitter  fmarts  15 

1  owe  to  my  fuperior  parts." 

*«  When  Puppies  prate,  the  Huntfman  Cfy'd, 
They  (hew  both  ignorance  and  pride  : 
Fools  may  our  fcom,  not  envy,  raife  j 
For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praife.  3# 

Had  not  thy  forward  noify  tongue 
ProclaimM  thee  always  in  the  wrong. 
Thou  nught*fl  have  mingled  with  the  reft» 
And  nc*er  thy  foolifh  nofc  confeft  j 
But  fools,  to  talking  ever  prone,  35 

Are  fare  to  make  their  follies  known •** 


FABLE      XLV. 

THB  POET  AND  THE  ROSB. 

T  HATE  the  man  who  builds  his  namft 
-*•  On  ruins  of  another's  fame. 
Thus  prides,  by  chara£^ers  o*ertlirown> 
Imagine  that  they  raifc  their  own. 
Thus  fcribblcrs,  covetous  of  praife« 
Tliink  flandcc  can  tranfpUac  the  bayu 
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Betttues  md  iMunds  hare  equal  pride, 
.  With  both  til  rivals  are  decry*d. 
Who  praifes  Leflna's  eyes  and  feature. 
Mud  call  her  filler,  aukward  creature  $  !•» 

For  the  kind  flattery 's  fure  to  charm. 
When  we  fome  other  nymph  difarm. 

As  in  the  cool  of  early  day 
A  Poet  fought  the  fwcets  of  May, 
The  garden'is  fragrant  breath  afccnds,  15 

And  every  ftalk  with  odour  bends ; 
A  Rofe  he  pluck*d,  he  gaz*d,  admir'd. 
Thus  finging*  as  the  Mufc  infpir'd: 
**  Go,  Rofe.  my  Chloc's  bofom  grace;. 

**  How  happy  ihall  I  prove,  t». 

**  Might  I  lupply  that  eovy*d  plic* 

«*  Willi  never- tJiHng  lovef* 
«*  There,  Phnpnix-J:ke,  beneath  her.  et-e, 
•*  Inrnlv'd  in  fraera'  c.,  bum  and  die. 
**  Kr.ow,  haplefs  Flf>>vcr !  rhat  thou  fhalt  find    25. 

*•  More  fragrant  Roft.s  there ; 
••  I  fcj  thy  withering  hc?d  recltn'd 

**  With  envy  and  dcfpair ! 
**  One  common  fate  we  both  muft  prove  ; 
•*  You  die  with  envy,  I  witii  love. '  39 

**  Spare  your  compirifons,  reply'd 
An  angr\  Rofc,  who  grew  befide. 
Of  all  mankind  you  fhould  not  flout  usj 
What  can  a  Poet  do  withi*ur  us  > 
•   Im  every  love-fong  Rofes  bloom  ;  35 

We  lend  you  colour  and  perfume  :■ 

Does 
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Docs  it  to  Chloe's  charms  conduce. 

To  found  her  praife  on  our  abufe  ? 

*Muft  we,  to  flatter  her,  be  made 

To  wither, -envy,  pine,  and  fade  ?  49 


FABLE     XLVr. 

YHB  cult,  THB  HORIB,  AND  THE  SHEPHERD'S  DOC. 

*npH  E  kd  of  all-fuflicient  merit 
-*•    With  roo<lciVy  ne'er  damps  bis  fpiritj 
Prefuming  on  bis  own  deferts. 
On  ill  alike  liis  tongueexens  ; 
His  noify.jokes-at  random  throw«,  ^ 

And  pertly  fpatters  friends  and  foes. 
Tn  wit  and  war  the  buily  race 
Contribute  to  their  own  diCgmcc: 
Too  late  the  forward  youth  ihall  find 
'That  jokes  are  fometimes  paid  in  kind  j  ■!• 

Or,  if  they  canker  in  the  bread, 
He  makes  a  foe  who  makes  a  jefl. 
A  village  Cur,  of  fnappidi  race, 
"The  pertcft  puppyof  the, place, 
Imagined  that  liis  treble  throat  11 5 

Was  bleft  with  Mufic's  fweeteft  note ; 
In  the  mid  road  he  balking  lay. 
The  yelping  nuifance  of  the  way ; 
For  not  a  creature  pafs'd  along. 
But  had  a  farople  of  hk  fong.  no 
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Eutftft^  Mit  c^jAi  kit  a^^^B'cvi$ 
r  Amy  ^  £co««H  aJrelri  lis  ia^i 

r  inrkx  Ajfidf  2 
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Crowd  the  vafl:  court.    With  hollow  tone,  5 

A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  throne  : 

**  This  night  our  miniftcr  we  name. 

Let  every  fervant  fpeak  his  claim ; 

Merit  (hall  bear  this  ebon  wand." 

All,  at  the  word,  ftretch*d  forth  their  hand.        t« 

Fever,  with  burning  heat  pofleft, 
Advanc'd,  and  for  the  wand  addred. 

**  I  to  the  weekly  bills  appeal. 
Let  thofe  exprefs  my  fervent  zeal; 
On  every  flight  occafion  near,  15 

With  violence  I  perfcvcre." 

Next  Gout  appears  with  limping  pace, 
Pleads  how  he  ftiifts  from  place  to  place  5 
From  head  to  foot  how  fwift  he  flics, 
And  every  joint  and  (inew  plies ;  &• 

Still  working  when  he  feems  fuppreft, 
A  mod  tenacious  ftubborn  gueft. 

A  haggard  fpeftre  from  the  crew 
Crawls  forth,  and  thus  alTcrts  his  due  : 
**  'Tis  I  who  taint  the  fwccteft  joy,  45 

And  in  the  fliapc  of  Love  dcflroy  : 
My  flianks,  funk  eyes,  and  nofclefs  face. 
Prove  my  prctenfion  to  the  place.*' 

Stone  urg'd  his  ever-growing  force ; 
And,  next,  Confumption's  meagre  coife,  3^ 

With  fecl)le  voice,  tnat  fcarce  was  heard, 
Broke  with  fiiort  coughs,  his  fuit  prcferr*d  : 
**  Let  none  objc6l  my  lingering  way, 
I  gain,  like  Fabius,  by  delay ; 

§  "  Fatigue 
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'Fatigue  and  weaken  every  foe  j^ 

By  long  attack,  fecure«  though  dow." 

Plague  reprefents  his  rapid  power,    *      • 
^Who  thinn'd  a  nation  in  an  hour. 

All  fpoke  theu  claim,  and  hop'd  the  wand. 
'Now  expe£btioD  hu(h*d  the  band  ;        ^  ^m  ' 

When  thus  the  Monarch  from  the  throne: 

'*  Merit  was  ever  modcft  known. 
What,  no  Ph} iicianTi^alc  his  right!  * 

None  here  !  but  fees  their  toils  requite. 
Xet  then  Intemperance  take  the  wand,         •        45 
Who  fills  with  gold  their  zealous  hand. 
You,  Fc^cF,  Gout,  and  all  the  reft, 
(Whom  wary  men,  as  foes,  deteft)  . 

Forego  your  claim  ;  no  more  pretend  ; 
Intern perarxe  is  c(lecm*d  a  friend  ;  5* 

He  fhares  their  mirth,  their  focial  joys. 
And  as  a  courted  gueft  dcftroys. 
The  charge  on  him  muft  juftly  fall. 
Who  finds  employment  for  you  all." 


FABLE      XLVilt. 

THi^ARDENER  AND  THE  flOO. 

A     GARDENER,  of  peculiar  tafte, 
•^  ^  On  a  young  Hog  his  favour  placed. 
Who  fed  not  with  the  common  herd ; 
His  tray  was  to  the  ball  preferred. 

He 
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He  wallowM  undenieatk  the  botrd,  5 

Or  in  his  mufter'scbamber  fnor'd» 
^  Who^ndly  ihoak'-d  him  every  dfty* 
And  taug;ht  iota  all  the  Pu|>py's  play. 
WhereVr  h»  went,  the  grunting  friend 

*  -  Ke'er  fail*^  his  pleafure  to  attend.  10 

As  oQ.a  rime  the  loving  pair 
Walk'd  forth  to  tend  the  garden''s  care, 
Tlie'Mafter  thus  addrefsM  tlie  Swine  : 

**  My  houfe,  my  garden,  all  is  thine« 
On  turnips  h^k  wliene*er  you  pleafe,  15 

And  riot  in  my  Ixaos  and  peafe; 

•  If  the  potatoe's  tade  deligtoy 
Or  Uie  red  carrot's  fweet  invites. 
Indulge  thy  morn  and  evening  hours  i 

Put  let  due  care  regard  my  flowers  :  xo 

My  tulips  are  my  garden'«  pride : 
What  vaft  expence  thofc  beds  fopply'd  V* 

The  Hog  by  chance  one  morning  roam*d. 
Where  witlr  new  ale  the  vclurk  foam'd  : 
He  munches  now  the  (teaming  grains,  25 

Now  \n:h  fi^l  fwill  the  liquor  drains. 
Intoxicating  fumes  arife ; 
He  reels,  he  rolls  his  winking  eyes  ; 
Then  flaggering  through  t\\e  garden  icours. 
And  treads  down  painted  ranks  of  flowers.  3* 

With  delving  fnour  he  turns  the  foil,. 
And  cools  his  palate  with  the  fpoil. 

The  MaOer  came,  the  ruin  fpy'd  j 
^  Villain!  fufpcnd  thy  i 

Vol.  n. 


I 


/ 


'.Haft  thou,  thou  mod  ungrateful  foty   *  .     «•      "^  ' 
My  charge,  my  only  charge,  forgot  ? 
What,  all  my  flowert  !'*•  No  more  he  CM,*. 
But  g^zM,  and  iighM, :  and  hung  his  head. 
The  Hog  witbftuttering  fpeech  rttums  : 
-*'  Explain,  Sir,  why  your  anger  burn^.  %|o 

Sec  there,  untouch'd,  your  tulips  ftrown. 
For  I  devour*d  the. roots  alone."  . 

At  this  the  Gardener's  paffion  grows ;  i         ^ 
From  oaths  and  threats  he  fell  to  blows.  , 

;The  ftubbom  brute  the  blows,  fuft^ns,      *•        ^ 
AfTaults  his  leg,  and  tears  the  veins.  *      / 

««  Ah  !  fooliflb  Swain !  too  late  you  find 
That  ftyes  were  for  fuch  friends  defign'd  !**  «, 

Homeward  he  limps  with  painful  pace,  • 

tS^eflcfting  thus  on  paft  difgrace  :  5^  *  < 

•*  Who  cheriflies  a  brutal  mate, 
Shall  mourn  the  folly  foon  or  late." 


FABLE     XLIX. 

THE  MAN  AND  THE  FlIa. 

"TXTH^JTHER  on  earth,  in  air,  or  maiu. 
Sure  every  thing  alive  is  vain  I 
Do'S  not  the  Hawk  all  fowls  furvcy, 
As  deftin'd  only  for  his  prey  ? 
And  do  not  tyrants,  prouder  things,  * 

'Think  men  were  born  for  ilaves  to  kings? 

-When 


,    FA.BL'BS.    PartL  u$ 

•  When  the  Crab  views  die  pearly  flrands, 
pr  TaguSy  'bright  with  golden  fands, 

.  Or  crSiw^s  beftde  the  eoiil  ^ove, 
'.lAnd,  hears  t]^9  ocean  roll  above,  •         99 

*'  Nature  is 'too  proCufe,  fays  hi, 
Who  gave-alt  thefe  to'  pletfure  me  I" 
W^en  bordering  ^nks  and  rofes  bloom, 
^     And  evefy  garden  brcathfes  ^erfudle^ 
•^Wheif  peaches. glow  with  funny  dyes,    .  /  1 5 

Cike  Laura's  cheek  when  bluihes  rffcf 

*  Whqffwith  llttge  figs  the  branches  bend, 
^  Whcti  cluuers  frgm  the  vine  depend  5 

■    The  Snail  looks  round  on  flower  and  tret, 

AntJ  cries,  "  All  thefe  were  made  fortnel*'       2^ 
"  What  dignity 's  in  human  nature  !"• 

Says  TCTan,  the  ipoft  conceited  creature, 

As  from  a  cliif  4ie  call  his  eye, 
f     And»view'dthe  fea  and  arched  Ikr. 

The  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  wiaia;  ^5 

'^he  moon  and  all  the  Harry  train 

Hung  tlie  vafl  vault  of  Heaven.     The  Man 

His  contemphtion  thus  began  : 

•*  When  I  behold  this  glorious  fliow, 

And  the  wide  watery  worfd  bclovv,    *  j^ 

The  fcaly  people  6f  the  main. 

The  beads  that  range  the  wood  or  j>lain. 

The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air, 

"J'lic  day,  the  night,  the  various  year; 

And  know  all  ihcfc  by  Heaven  dcfignM  3^ 

As  f]Ui  to  plcafure  human-kind ; 
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I  cannot  raife  my  worth  tooliigh ;  *         #     *        * 
Of  what  vafl  confcqucncc  am  I  •'*  '  *^ 

"  Not  of  th' imporfancc  you»fupfofe^* 
Replies  a  Flea  irpon  his  nofc.  i ,  ^      4# 

T^c  bumhle,  learn  thyfelf  t6  (can  ;  , 

Know,  pride  was  never  made  for  man.  •  • 

'Tis  vanity  that  fwelk  thy  mind.  ^. 

"What!  hcavcrf and  cartel  for  thee  dcfigifdl         *'    ;. 
For  thee,  made  ctoly  for  o\|r  need,        •     *       -45 
That  more  important  Fleas  migh^  feed.**  # 

F  A  ^L  E      L.  ..  * 

THB  RARE  AND  MANV  FRIEND^.  ' 

X^RIENDSHIP,  like  love,  is  but  a  nanw,         • 

^     Unlefs  to  one  you  (lint  the  ^ame. 

The  child,  whom  many  fathers  (hare,  ,  ^ 

Hath  feldom  known  a  father's  care. 

'Tis  thus  in»friend(hq3S  $  who  depend  ,^ 

On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

A  Hare  who,  in  a  civil  way, 
•Comply'd  with  every  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  theifceilial  train- 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  tljc  plain ;  i« 

Her  care  was  never  to  offend  ; 
And  every  creature  was  her  friend. 

As  forth  fhe  went  at  early  dawn. 
To  tafte  the  dew-befprinklcd  lawn. 
Behind  (he  heai*s  the  hunter's  cries,  »j 

wind  from  tjie  dcc^-mouvW^  li^undcr  flies* 
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«    She  Aafts,  ike  ftops,  (he  pants  for  breath ; 

$he  hears  the  near  advance  of  death ; 

'She  doubles, 4 to  miilead  the  hovod,' 

«And  mAfuPps  back  her  mazy  round ;  *  t» 

TiHt  fainting  in  the.public  >vay, 

JEEalf-degd  with  fear  (he  gafping  lay.. 
What  tranfport  in  her  bofbm  grevvy 

•  Wtoh  firft  tbt  Horfe  appeared  in«view ! 

\  **  («et^e,  fays  (he,  your  back  afcend^         '  15 
^  And  owe  my^  ftftty  to  afriend. 
.    Yoii  know  irfy  fe^  l)ctray  my  flight : 

To  Cnen4(bip  every  WUen  '»- light. "" 
Th^.Horfe  reply'd,  **  l^^Dr  honeft  Pufs, 

It  griev^  my  heart  to  ffce  thee  thus  :  *     39 

Be  comforted,  relief  is  near, 

Tor  all  your  fricii'ds  arc  in  the  rear." 
Slie  next  the  ftately  iftull  imptor'd  ; 

And  rhus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord  : 

**  Since  every  beafl  alive  can  tell  35 

That  I  (incercly  wifli  you  well, 

I  nuv,  without  oft'cncc,  pretend 

To  rake  the  freedom  pf  a  friend. 

Love  c^lls  me  hence ;  a  favourite  Cow- 

Expels  me  near  yon'  b^||ey-mow  ;  4* 

And,  when  a  lady  's  in<he  cafe. 

You  know,  all  other  things  give  place. 

To  leaN-fc  you  thus  might  feem  unkind  j 

But  foe,  the  Goat  is  iufl  behind." 

The  Goat  remark'd  "  her  pulfe  was  high,      45 

Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye  : 

I  3  '  \*\vi 
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Mf  huk,  fays  he,  may  do  500  Ittrmi 
The  Sheep  *s  ac  hand,  and  wool  is  warm.'' 

Tlie  Sheep  was  feeble,  and  cooiplim'd 
«<  His  fides  a  load  of  wool  fufbdn'd  ;  ^. 
Said,  he  was  ilow^  coiffef»'d  his  fiears ; . 
For  hounds  eat  iheep  as  well  as  hares.'^ 

She  now  ihe  tromng.Calf  addrefs'dy 
To  fave  firom  death  a  friend  difbtfsM.       * 

**  Shall  I,  fays  he,  of  tender  age,.  «     ^ 
In  ;iiis  important  care  engage  ?  •  ^ . 
OltlcT  and  abler  pafs'd  you  by ; 
How  flrong  are  thofe  !  how  weak  'am  I ! 
Should  I  prefume  tQifiear  you  hence,      ^ 
Tltofe  friends  of  mine  may  t^ike  offefic^. 
Excufc  me,  then ;  you  know  my  heart ; 
But  dearcll  friends,  alas  1  miril  pan.   • 
Huvv  (hall  we  afl  lament !  Adieu; 
For  kc  the  hounds  are  jud  in  view*'' 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  PART. 
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'part  the  second; 

*  *  V»^  ^  *^  ^  '  ^  E  M  E  N  T, 

Thcfc  Piblef  were  finilhcd  by  Mr.  Gay,  and  intended' 

€or  the,prefs  a  fllort  time- before  his  death;  when  they 

.  Wfro  l^ft,  with  his  other  papers,  to  the  care  of  his 

noble  friend  and  patron  the  Duke  of  Qpecnlberry, 

»  Ui^Grace  hts  accordingly  permitted  them  to  the 
prcfsj  and  they  are  here  printed  from  the  originals  in 
the  Author's*  own  hand -writing.  We  hope  they  will' 
pleafe  equally  With  his  former  Fables,  though  moftly 
bn  fubjcfts  of  a  graver  and  more  political  turn.  They 
will  certainly,  (hew  .hint  to  have  been  (what  he 
cfleemed  the  bcft  charafter)  a  man  of  a  truly  honed 
licart,  and  a  finccrc  lover  of  his  country. 

FABLE      r. 

THE  DOG  AND  THE  FOX. 

To  a  Lawyer, 

T  KNOW  you  Lawyers  can,  with  eafe, 
■■■  Tvvift  words  and  meanings  as  you  pleafe; 
That  language,  by  your  ikill  made  plianfi 
Will  bend  u>  favour  every  client ; 

I  4  TU'L 
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That  'tis  the  fee  direfts  the  fcnfe,  •5. 

To  make  out  either  iide*s  pretence- 

When  you  perufe  the  clea^ft  cafe^ 

You  fee  it  with  »  double  face :       •      '* 

For  fcepsiciftn  *s  yovjr  profeflion  i 

Yon  hold  there  's  doubt  in.  all  expreflion.  '  10 

Hence  is  the  bar  with  fees  fupply^d  ;  • 
Hence  eloquence  takes  either  fnl^  - 
Your  hand  would  have  but  paltry  gleanings 
Could  every  maa  expref»  his  meaning* 
Who  dares  prefume  to  pen  a  deed,  1:5 

Unlefs  you  previoufly  arc  fee'd  ? 
'Tis  drawn;  and,  to  augment^the  coft^        ^. 
In  dull  prolixity  engroft.  ' 
And  now  we  *re  well  fecur'd  by  law. 
Till  the  next  broth-^r  find  a  ffaw.*  it 

Read  o*er  a  will.     Was  *t  ever  known 
But  you  could  make  thf  will  yeur  own? 
For,  when  you  read,  'tis  with  intent 
To  find  out  meanings  never  meant. 
Since  things  are  thus,  /e  defendendo^  j^ 

I  bar' fallacious  inuendo. 

Sagacious  Porta's  fltill  could  trace 
Some  beaft  or  bird  in  every  face. 
The  head,  the  eye,  the  nofe's  Ihape, 
IVovM  this  an  owl,  and  that  an  ape.  ^% 

When,  in  the  fltetches  thus  defign'd, 
Retcml)lance  brings  fome  friend  to  mind. 
You  rtiow  thcipiece,  and  give  the  hint, 
Att.1  find  each  feature  in  ihe  print; 

S» 
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So  mondrons-like  the  porcrait  's  fbvindy  35 

All  know  it.  and  the  lauglk  goei  round- 
Like  him  I  draw  from  general:  nature  i 
Is  *t  I  or  yqu  then  fix  the  fatirc? 

So,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  fpare  jour  paint  ^ 
In  making  oommco^  on  my  flrainu  «     ,4m 

All  pii^te  (Under  I  detc0, 
I  judge  nofo^nay  neighbour's  breafb: 
I*arty  and  prejudice  1  hate, 
And  write  no  libeU  on  the  (late. 

Shall  not  my  Fable  cenfure  TicCy  4$ 

Becaufe  a  knare  it  over-nice  }, 
At^,  left  t&e  guilty  hear  and  dread^ 
Shall  not  the  decalo^  be  read  ? 
•If  I  lafh  rice  in,  general  fi'dk'ion. 
Is  *tjl  apply,  or  felf-convi6lion  ?  50 

Brutes  are  mv  tlteme:     Am  I  to.blame^ 
If  men  in  morals  are  the  fame  ^ 
I  no  man  call  or  ape  or  afs  ; 
*T'ii  his  own  aonfcience  holds^  the  glafs. 
Thus  void  of  all  otl^nce  1  write :  ^  55 

Who  claims  tlic  fable,  knows  his  rit^ht. 

A  (hcphcrd's  Dog,  unlkill'd  in  fpons» 
rick'd  up  acquaintance  of  all  forts; 
Among  the  red  a  Fox  he  knew; 
By  frequent  chat  their  fricndlhip  grew.  6# 

Says  Reynard,  "  'Tis  a  cruel  cafe. 
That  man  (hould  iligmatize  our  race. 
No  doubt,  among  us  rogues  you  ^nd,. 
At  among  dogs  and  human  kind  j 

A.vA 
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And  yet  (unknown  to  me  and  you>  ,      »   tj-l* 

There  may  be  honeft;men  and  tru^ 
:  Thus  flandcr  tries  whatever  it  can 
To  put  us  on  the  foot  with  man. 

Let  my  own  actions  recommend  |  ,  • ' 

'     No^rejudice  can  blind  a  friend  :     ■  .  70  •' 

You  know  me  free  fronr  all  difguife ;    • 
My  honour  as  my-  life  I  prize." 

By  talk  like  this,  from  all  miftruft  •        '  .  *    ^     • 
The  Dog  was  cur'd,  and  thought  him  juft. 
:        As  on  a  time  the  Fox  lield  forth  75 

On  confcience,  hohefly,  and  worth. 
Sudden  he  ftopp'd  ;  he  cock'dAis  car"; 
Low  dropt  his  brufljy  tatl^ith  fear.  .    * 

<*  Blcfs  us !  the  hunters  are  abroad  ;  • 

*    What 's  all  that  clatter  on  the  road  I"  ^       80^ 

«  Hold,  fays  the  Dog,  we  're  fafe  from  harm, 
'Twas  nothing  but  a  falfe  alarm. 
At  yonder  town  'tis  market-day ; 
Some  farmer's  wife  is  oh  the  way ; 
'Tis  ff,  (I  know  her  pycbald  mare),  85 

Dame  Dobbins  with  her  poultry-ware.*' 

Reynard  grew  huff.     Says  he,  "  This  fnccr 
From  you  I  little  thouglit  to  hear : 
Your  meaning  in  your  looks  I  fee. 
■    Pray,  what  *s  Dame  Dobbins,  friend,  to  me  ?     9* 
Did  I  e*er  make  her  poultry  thinner  ! 
Prove  that  I  owe  the  dame  a  dinner." 

"  Friend,  qtioth  the  Cur,  I  meant  no  harm  j 
Then  why  fo  captious  ?  why  fo  warm  ? 

My 
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lly  wordsy  in  common  acceptadotif  '-95 

Could  never  give  this  provooation.  / 

No  lamb  (for  aught  I  ev^r^knew).  \       '     . ''.     ' 
May  ))4  more  innocent  thfo  you.''  •   ; 

At  this,  gall'd*  Reynard  winc'd,  and  fwora 
Such  language  neer  was  givAi  before.  X    lOo 

*  \    **  *What '« lamU  to  mjs  >  this  faucy  hint      A  i 
Show|  me,  bafe;Kfiave9  which  way  you  ffjiiint; 
I^^th*  other  ntght  3il>ur  mailer  loft 
Three  lambs,  am*  1  to  pay  the  coft'? 
Your  vile  refle&ions  would  imply.  '    205 

That  I  'm  the  thief*    You  Dog,,  ^ou  lye," 
■  ^  "  Th«u' knavel  tbAi  fool !  .(the  Dog  rcply»<|) 
4*'h^nsftne  is  juft,  talse  eith«r  iide  s 
•l^y  guilt  theie  applications  fpeak  : 
Sirr^,  'tis  confcience  makes  you  fqueak.''        110  - 

.  So  faying,  on  thelFox  he^fiies : 
The  felf-convi6lcd»felon  dies» 
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THE  VULTURE,  THE  SPARROW,  AND  OTHER  BIR09»^ 

To  a  Friend  in  the  Country, 

Tj^  RE  I  begin,  I  muft  premife, 
•*-^vOur  miniilers  are  good  and  wife; 
So,  though  malicious  tongues  apply. 
Pray  what  care  they,  or  what  cafc  I  ? 

If  I  am  free  with  courts,  be 't  known,.  .  5 

I  ne'er  prefume  to  mean  our  own. 

U 


If  general  raonih  feem  to  joke  •      '• 

On  mtniftcrs,  and  fuch^like  folky. 
'  A  captious  fool  may  tj^ke  oflfence  ; 
What  then  }  He  knows  his  own  pretcate.  19 

I  mcdJlc  withr  no  ftate-affai^/  *      •  ft 

But  fparc  my  jeft  to  fave  my  cars.  • , 

Our  prcfcnt  fcheoies  are  too  prolbuady      *      V  * ' 
For'Machiavel  himfelf  to  found  : 
To  ccnfure  tlicm  1  'avc  no  f^rcteniion;        *    •.     t$  'j 
I  own  they  *rc  paft  my  comprchcniion. 

You  fay  your  brochcc  wants  a  place^ 
('Tis  many  a  younger  bsother's  cafe); 
And  that  he  vervfbon  inoendi  '  .  «    * 

To  ply  the  court,  and  teaze  his  friends^'    « « •  *so 
If  there  his  merits  chance  to  find 
A  patriot  of  an  open  mind, 
Whofc  conftant  aftioni;  prove  him  juft- 
To  both  a  king's  and  pcoplcJ^  truft^ 
May  he,  with  gratitude',  attend,  *  »5 

And  owe  his  rife.to  fuch  a  fricTid.!  ,  « 

You  praifc  his  parts,  for  bulincfs  fit,. 
His  learning,  probity,  and  wit ; 
But  tlioG:  alone  will  never  do, 
Unlcfb  his  patron  have  them  too.  39 

1  'ave  heard  of  times  (pray  God  defend  us  I 
We  -re  not  (o  good  hut  he  can  mend  us) 
When  wicked  minifters  have  trod 

On  king*5  and  people,  law  and  God  ; 

With  arro<»ancc  they  girt  the  throne,  35 

And  knew  no  intercft  but  their  own. 

2  Then 
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Then  virtue,  fromrpftfcnncHt  bapr'd, 
Octs  nothing  but  its  oWh  reward. 
A  gang  0f  pttty  knaves  attend  'em/* 
With  proper  parts  to  recommend  'em.         ^       40 
Then,  if  his  patron  hum  with  luft, 
.  .The  §rft  in  favour's  pimp  the  fird. 
*Hfe  doors  are  never  clob'd  to  fpics, 
,Whd  cheer  his  hcar^  with  double  lyes  j 
They  flatter  him,  his  foes  defame,  45 

So  lull  the  pangs  of  guilt  and  (hame. 
If  fchemes  of  lucr^  haunt  his  brain, 
Proje6lors  fwell  hisjgrepd^  train ; 
Vile  brokers  ply  his  private  ear 
With  jobs  of  plunder. for  the  year;  ^% 

All  confcicnces  mod  bend  and  ply ; 
You  mud  vote  on,  and  not  know  why  : 
Through  thick  and  thin  you  rouft  go  on  5 
One  fcruplc,  and  your  place  is  gone; 

Since  plagues  like  thcfe  have  curs'd  a  land,     55 
*And  favourites  cannot  always  (land, 
Good  courtiers  (hould  for  change  be  rea^. 
And  not  have  principles  too  ftcady ; 
For,  fhould  a  knave  engrofs  the  power, 
(God  fhicld  the  realm  from  that  fad  hour!)         6« 
He  mufl  have  rogues  or  flaviih  fools ; 
For  what  *s  a  knave  without  his  tools  ? 

Wherever  thofc  a  people  drain. 
And  (Iruc  with  infamy  and  gain, 
I  envy  not  their  guilt  and  flate,  65 

And  fcorn  to  (bare  the  public  hate. 
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Let  their  own  fenrile  creatures  rifcy 
By  fcreening  fraud,  and  venting  lyes; 
Give  me,  kind  Heaven,  a  private  ftation  *, 
o(V  mind  ferene  for  contemplation :  79 

Title  and  profit  I  reiign ;  • 

The  pofl  of  honour  Ihall  be  miae. 
My  Fable  read,  their  merits  view,  •    •    i 

Then  herd  4vho  will  with  fuch  a  crew. 

In  days  of  yore  (my  cautious  rhymes  -jj^* 

Tllways  except  the  prdcnt  times) 
A  greedy  Vulture,  ikillM.in  game, 
Inur'd  to  guilt,  unaw'd  by  ihame, 
Approach'd  the  throne  in  evil  hour, 
.And  (lep  by  flep  intrudes  to  power  :  l« 

"When  at  the  royal  Eagle's  ear, 
/He  longs. to  eafe  the  morarcli's.care. 
The  monarch  grants.     Witli  pritie  elate. 
Behold  him  minifler  of  f\ate  ! 
Around  him  throng  the  featlier*d  rout;  £5  , 

Friends  muft  be  ferv*d,  and  fome  muft  out : 
Each  tktnks  his  Own  the  bcil  pretenfion  ; 
This  afks  a  place,  and  that  a  penfion. 

The  Nightingale  was  fet  afidc. 
.A  forward  Daw  liis  room  fupply'd.  90 

"  This  bird  (fays  he),  for  bufinefs  fir. 
Hath  bothffagacity  and  wit : 
With  all  his  turns,  and  fliifcs,  and  tricks, 
He 's  docile,  and  ^t  nothing  Aicks  : 

*  — When  impious  men  l)car  fwav, 
"The  pod  of  honour  is  a  private  Hatiou.    Addi&oS- 

Then 
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Then  with  lus  neighbours  one  fo  free  ^5 

Ac  all  dmes  will  coniuve  at  me." 
'  ^  *  The  Hawk  had  due  diftin£tion  fhown. 

For  parts  and  talents  like  his  own. 
*  Thoufands  of  hireling  Codes  attend  him» 
VAs  blttdering  buUies,  to  defend  him.  so* 

At  once  the  Rafens  were  dticarded^. 
And  Magpies  with  their  pofb  rewarded. 

Thofe  fowls  of  oiyen  I  deteft, 
.  That  pry  into  another's  ned. 
€tate-lye»  muft  lofe  all  good  intent,  105 

For  they  forefee  and  croak  th'  event. 
My  friends  ne'er  tlunk,  but  talk  by  rote. 
Speak  what  they  .'re  taught,  and  fo  to  vote. 

**  When  rogues  like  thcfc  (a  Sparrow  cries) 
fTo  honours  and  employments  rife,  wo 

I  court  na  favour,  a(k  no  place ; 
From  fuch,  preferment  is  difgrace. 
Within  my  thatch'd  retreat  I  find 
(What  thcfc  ne'er  feel)  trAic  peace  of  mind." 

FABLE     III. 

THE  EABOON  AND  THE  POULTRT. 

To  a  Levce-hunter. 

\\7^  frequently  mifplace  cftccm, 

By  judging  men  by  what  they  fccm. 
To  birth,  wealth,  power,  wc  (hould  allow 
Precedence,  and  our  loweft  bow  : 
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In  that  IS  due  diftiQ^ion  ftowa  { 
Efteem  is  \'jrtuc*8  right  alone. 

With  putial  eye  we  Ye  apt  to  fee  , 

Tht  man  of  noble  pedigree :' 
,      Wc  're  pfrepoiTeft  my  Lord  inherits,  '  • « 

In  fome  degree,  his  granchire's  merits  i       *        .■#  . 
For  thofe  we  find  upon^record/  '   | 

But  find  him  nothing^  but  my  Lord. 

When  \ve,  with  fuperficial  view, 
Oaze  on  the  rich,  we  're  dazzled  too. 
We  know  that  wealth,  well  underllood,      '  '     t; 
Hath  fraiuent  power  of  doing  good  ; 
Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done. 
As  if  the  power  and  will  were  one. 
Thus  oft'  the  cheated  crowd  adore 
The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  them  poor.  f 

Tlie  cringing  train  of  power  furvey; 
What  creatures  are  fo  low  as  they  ! 
*  With  what  obfcquioufnefs  they  bend  ! 
To  what  vile  a£Uons  condefccnd  ! 
Their  rife  is  on  illCir  mcannefs  built,  .23 

And  flattery  is  their  fmalleft  guilt. 
What  homage,  reverence,  adoration. 
In  every  age,  in  every  nation, 
Have  fycophants  to  power  addrefs'd  f 
No  matter  who  the  power  po(Tcfs*d.  3* 

Let  minifters  be  what  they  will, 
You  find  their  levees  always  fill : 
Ev'n  thofe  who  have  pcrplex'd  a  ftatc, 
Whofc  adions  claim  conten^pt  and  hate, 

Had 
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UiQ  ^retcTies  t6  applmsd  their  fcLemes,  35 

T^lpugh  more  abf^rd  tban  madn)cn*S' dreaixM. 

"When  b|rbarous  M<)ldth  was  invok'd^ 
'  The  blood  of  infantt  dqly  fmok'd ! 
m  Buc^ere  (unlefs  aU  hiftory  lyes) 
•\Wholc •realms Tiave  btcu  afacrificc.  40 

p    *    Ixok  tbrotts^h  a)l  court* :   'tis  power  we  find 

The  general  idol  of  mankind ; 

There  worihfp'a  under  evcryfliapc  : 
«  JVlikc  !he  lion)  fox,-  and  ape, 

Jfrc"  follow'd  by  timic-fcr\'ing  ikvcs,  45 

••    Rien  proiVitufes  and  needy  knaves. 
»  ,    •Who  then  fhall  glory  in  his.poft  ? 
.    How  frail  his  priilfe,  how  vain  his  boaft! 
■    The/oUowers  of  his  prbfpcrous  hour 

•Are  as  upftable  as  his  power  -j* 

.  ^  Power,  by  the  breath  of  Flattery  nurfV^    ■ 

The  more  it  fwells-is  nearer  burft; 

The  bubble  breaks,  the  gewgaw  ends, 

And  in  a  dirty  tear  defcends. 

'     Oncd  on  a  time  an  ancient  maid,  55 

By  wifhcs  and  by  time  decay 'd, 

*J"o  cure  the  pangs  of  reftlcfs  tlK>ught, 

In  i/irds  and  beads  amufcment  fought: 

Dogs,  parrots,  apes,  Iver  hours  employ'd  5 

With  thcfc  £lone  (be  talk'd  and  toy'd.  Co 

A  huge  Balx>on  her  fancy  took 

(  Almoft  a  man  in  fize  and  look), 

He  fingcr'd  every  thing  he  found, 

And  mimick'd  all  tlic  fervants  round  1 
Vol.  U.  K  Tlxtti^ 
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Then,  too,  his  parts  and  rtttdy  M:    t  *  *'^ .  'I5 

Show'<l  him  for  every  bitiinefj^- fit.      i^  '  ^  ^ 
With  til  ^efe  talents  *twas  but-juft 

That  Pug  ihould  hoM  a^place  of  truAs  • '    *  "* ' 

So  to  her  favourite  was  ailign'd  ^  •     »   m  » 

The  charge  of  all  her.feathcr'd  Vlnd.    •  *  ■/•  4 


'Twas  his  to' tend  them  eve  and  moro. 

And  portion  out  their  daily  corn.*         «    ,  # 

Behold  him  now,  with  haugh^  flrid^ 
AiTume  a  miniflerial  pride.  .      •    .  ''  ^ 

The  morning  rofe.  In  hope  of  pickingy-  »  ^^5 ;  1 
Swans,  turkeys,  peacocks,  ducks, ^^ndchictdiy  ^.j 
Fowls  of  all  ran  ks.f unround  his  hut,  •*'*»* 

To  worftip  his,  important  ftrut.  *       ^  ,    *      •  .    , 
The  minider  appears.     The  crovcf^    .      •     . 
Now  here,  now  there,  obfeqUious  bow'd.     *    ■  .!«   ' 
This  prais'd  his  parts,  and  dvat  his  ficg,  ,  «< 

Th'  other  his  dignity  in  place.  , 

From  bill  to  bill  the  £attery  ran : 
He  hears  and  bears  it  like  a  man  ;.         '        . 
For,  when  we  flatter  Self-conceit,  ^      f  j' 

We  but  his  fcntiments  repeat.  * .  , 

If  we  *re  too  fcrupuloufly  juft, 
What  profit 's  in  a  place  of  truft  ? 
The  common  prafbicc  of  the  great 
Is  to  fccure.a  fnug  retreat.  j^ 

Si)  Vuii  i>«^^gan  to  turn  his  brain 
(l.ik'j  ori::r  folks  in  place)  on  gain. 

All  appic-woman's  (tall  was  near. 
Well  fio^k'd.with  fruits  through  all  the  year; 

Here 
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^    five  emy  day  he  cnmm'd  his  guts,  95 

Ifchce  Mi^  his  hoards-of  pears  and  nuts ; 

*  Fpr  'twas  #ere^l  (in  way  of  trade) 

■  'Hit  payments  fhould  in  corn  be  made. 
^  ^    1* he  (lock  o^  grain  was  quickly  fpent, 
'  «  AdSI  no  account  whicli  way  it  went.  io« 

>  Then,  toOi  the  Poultry's  (Varv'd  condition 

«  Caufl'd  (pecul^ons  of  fufpicion. 
The  fiAs  were  pcoVM  beyond  difpute ; 
VSPS  ttiuft  refund  liis  hoards  of  fruit ; 

"AqcT,  tlioii^h  then  minlfter  in  chief,  1^5 

^^  WaJ  branded  as  a  public  thief. 
. ;  ttfgrac*d,  dcfpis'd.  confin'd  to  chains, 
^ '  He  notlAn^  bur  his  pride  reuins. 

A  Goofe  pafs*d  byi'  he  knew  the  face, 
'"Saen  ev«ry  leVee  while  in  place.  1x0 

^.     «*  What,  no  refpe£l !  no-renerence  (hown  ! 
.  -  Hovf  fauc^v,  are'thefe  creatures  grown  ! 

Not^wo  days  (ince  (fays  he)  you  bovv'd 

The  lowed  6f  my  fawning  crowd." 
li  Proud  fool !  (replies  the  Goofe)  'tis  true   115 
^  Thy  corn  a  fluttering  Icvcc  drew ; 

For  that  I  join'd  tfic  hungry  train, 
'    And  fold  thee  flattery  for  thy  grain« 

Jiut  tikcn,  as  now,  conceited  Ape, 

""We  faw  ihcc  in  thy  proper  Ihapc  **  i2« 


K^  FABI.E 
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FABLE     IV.         «,    '  •• 

THE  ANT  IN  OFFICE,      t      .  4** 

To  a  Friend.     '              ,  *     *   • 

*             ^  '          -J 

'TT'OU  tell  me  that  you  apprehend  *  .  '•     i^ 
My  verfc  may  touchy  folks  oflfcnd*    .  .  '   *        ^ 


In  prudence,  too,  you  tliink  my  rhymes 
Sliouid  never  fqumt  at  counicrs'  crimes  j  '     .*  * 

For  though  nor  this  nor  that  is  meant, «  \  ■  .    ^^  ^i 
Can  we  another's  thoughts  prevent  ?       .       #  *fr    .     •  • 

You  alk  me  if  1  ever  knew  *       1      li    •"  ''  * 

Court- chaplains  thus  the  lawn  piufuet    .  ••^     ^  '  \  9 
I  meddle  not  wuh  gown  or  lawn.j«      *,       »  ,      ••,. 
Poets,  I  grant,  to  rife  muftfawn;  ^ .        ^  *  \  to^« 
They  know  great  ears  are  over-nice,     .    "        "     .*.•■ 
And  never  fhock  their  patron's  vice.  «       '*  Vlf 

But  I  this  hackncy-path  dcfpifej  "<       '  ^  '        \ 

'Tis  my  ambition  not  to  rife. 
If  I  mud  prollitute  the  Mufe,  '".*.        *    45 

The  bafe  conditions  I  refufe.  ' 

I  neither  flatter  nor  dcfamCj  •■  ■  '     !       ' 

Yet  own  I  would  bring  guilt  to  fhatne.     4        * 
If  I  Corruption's  hand  cxpofe, 
1  make  corrupted  mep.my  foes  ;  io 

What  then  ?  I  hate  the  paltry  tribe  : 
Be  virtue  mine  j   be  theirs  the  bribe. 
I  no  man's  property  invade  j 
Corruption  '$  yet  no  lawful  trade. 

Nor 


•  y 
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^t*woTild4t  mighty  ills  produce,  ^  "^s 

TCould  IftAicTjribery  out  of  ufe. 
^    LItfhovy  cwould  cranfo  mod  politicians, 
"^  *    ^re  tb11|r  ^/cftlown  to  thefe  condition? . 
f      'iAvotM  ftint.^heii;  powci',  their  riches  bound, 
9^\     ij^W  iliWcc  tbeif  part»  feera  lefs  profound.  30 

'  V^ciTc  they  dgn  j^d,  thci  *  proper  tools, 
y^wtolUl^hey  Ij^  their  knaves  and  fools  ? 
^\i    Were-tliit  tlie  cafei^lct^?!  nj^c  a' view 
''  «Jf fWhfC  dreacjfal.  mifchiefs  would  eitfue. 
i      ■  Thougji  Tt  might  ||rg^and!ze  the  ftatc,  3  5 

i    X  vwA  1^1  V  ate  luxury  diye  on*  plate  ? 
9    ^||Ks  Aiglit  tndeedjthdir  friends  .reward, 

•  -  A^^lic  roi^iftcrs  find  lefi^  regard.    • 
**    .J4(f)n"^^  fycophhntSy  and  fpies, 

f'^*     'V^ouW  n9t  augifl|nt^hc  yeaf  s  fupplies.  i;« 

'"fcrbipSj^totf,  take  awfty  |)^is  prop, 

*  ^  *Aj;i  vinual  jobl)  or  two  migiit  drop* 
♦'  .  Eefide?,  if  penlijns  ^ereideny'd, 

4  «  ^C^d  *akva^-e*{]^pport  its  pr^Jc  ?    ' 

It  mi|hrcv'n^minincn,corjfound,  ,  45 

^nd^et  the  Aate  1)C  fafe,and  fc^On^L 

J  T  care  ntf^hou^h  'tis  liacferllood  ; 
,    *     I  Shly^iiicanmy  country's  j^ood  : 
•       Aid  (let  who'  will  my  freedoni  blame) 

I  wilh  *1I  courticis  did  tho  lame.  30 

N;»y,  tiw)ugh  fomc  folk?  the  Icf^  miglit  get,, 

1  wilh  the  nation  out  of  debt. 

1  put  no  jirivatc  nian's  aml/ition 

Wilh  publ:c  good  in  com  petition  t 

K  i  RatlicE- 
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Rather  than  have  our  laws  dcfac'd,  J*  '      ^     •  jj.*' 
I  'd  vote  a  miniftcr  difgrac^d!       ■*  4^  -       " ' '  **       fli 

I  ftrikc  at  vice,  be  't  where  it  wSU,*'  *  %..'     ^ 
And  what  if  great  fblka  cake  iilft?  •**  '    *  *i     ' '\% 
I  hope  comiptiony  bribery^  pcn^l^.*  ji  •'^  t^    *  |^ 
One  may  with  dcteftation  mention |        ,^'  l^jjf^' 
Think  you  the  law  (letVho  will  ^ike  it)    ^^,  ^  4| 
Can /?ii«^a/»jR  avi^ir^/Iiuv  tnafe  ic?^     i       ,,  ' 
1  vent  no  (lander/  owv;'iio«grufl[ge,    *  «  ^    ^  •    »%^ 
Nor  of  anotbtr's  conf(fSence  jifdge  s .  Z  *    i^    i 


'I'hat  ha«  the  privilege  to  ghcat  ?       *     Jf  •'  *%>• 
It  then  in  any  futurt^reign  ^  '^»  { 

(Koi  iiiinifters  may  third  for  gain)  *         '    ^'  '  '  .•] 
Corrupted  hands  clcfrau<l  the^atioh,*-  «        .^ 

1. bar  no  reader's  application.  *  to   ^ 

An  Ant  there  was,  whofe  forward  firatc  *, 

CtuiirolM  all  mattcis  in  debate  ; 
Wi'.cthcr  he  knew  the  thing  or  no, 
11  ib  longuc  eternally  \^ouId  go; 

For 


*^       «.yArfLES.     Part  II.  135 

*    76r  ne  hsM  Impudence  al  will,  85 

•    -'  And  boaftedHiiiiverflh  (kill>  ' ' 
^  A^itioii  w^^  Ui^  point  in'vieytr  t 
.    ,    TJip*  by  dtgrceii  lojooiftr  htt  grew. 
«%  *!B^ait^hinT  now.bil  dri^-atcmn : 
H^     ^He  '^  mailc  cliicf  trblfurer  9f  the  graio.  90 

I  J,  '^  ^Btit  a^  tlirir  ancient  Itfws  ^jne  judy 
%  Antl'pujiifh  breac h. -of  public  truft, 
^      *Tk  ordcr'^  (kd  wrong  tppiication 

SJ,t  iikl  Aarvt^  that  vJc  inJudrknis  itation) 
j^       T\\:.'  :'^1  iKcu-r:    tjtftajpS  cleat,  95 

f       1 1 K  i r  : Lo cl : ,  i ri a  l.^fhat  (jc^raj'il  tkt  year ; 
^4      '1  i  I  ^  t  a  u  cl  L  ^  0  rs  fltl  H  thcfe  iflfpcft, 
A      Aiul  public  rapine  ilig^  be  clieck\L 

J  ■  .r  chi^  t^e  Wpra^day  ^as  fct  { 
i^-^     Tilt  :iu(3u(>f^  in  cuaDcil  met.  '  100 

gpiifi^'-keeper^mt  e^pUm, 
tetaoce  ^iFaccounrof  grain^ 


*     ^c  gpiifrt'-kcepcr^trft  e^pUin, 
'  ^,.&{ilteraoce^iFaccounrof  grain^ 
'^  Jit  iitou^t  a(iince  h^couVl  pot  Tcfufc  them) 
'  ^&oi&f  foiipi  '€f  pjpcr^ro«tnibfe  tliem. 


in  HdAeft  fifmir^,  ^vaTin.with  zeal,  195 

]|prjufii(^  to  the  public  weal, 
TJiwfuokeTf  ^  The  naiioo*^  hoard  is  low  ; 
1  FrdKi  ^vnce  dot s  tliis  prof u lion  flow  ? 
^  i  kD9w  our  JunuA  fUndt.^  amount; 

Wl^y  fuch exp::nce ?  and  where  *s  th*  account?"  410 
I  With  wonted  arrogance  and  piidc, 

The  Ant  in  office  thus  reply'd. 

"  Confider,  Sirs,  were  fecrets  told, 
Uojv  could  die  bcd'fchciird  projcft^  hoUl } 

K  4  ^WiNA. 
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ghouW  \vc  ftatc-myfteri*  3if<;lofe,  *"  •    .  ^     ii$»    ^ 
'Twould  lay  us  oj^'iAo  our^ccs.    «  ,',  #  ^^ 

My  duty,  and  my  welUkuown  zcjl-     *  >'  *  ^^        .  )ii 
Bid  me  our  prefent  fcheracs  condS|^ .%  ^         f  ^i 

Bur,  on  my  honour,  aU^th*  cxppnqpi.-      •  *^   •  J|^ 
(Though  vaft)  was  tor  the  fwarin's  MenetJ*0M^jL 

They  pafs'd  th*  account  as  fair  aD4.juft»%  .  ^4^  m 
And  voted  him  implicit  truH.  '  ^  '  .11 

Next  year  again,  the  granary  drfiiof^j         4  l!  4|^j 
He  thus  his  innocence  niai&(am'd.  J        '"^^  >!■«•*•' 

"  Think  how  our  pAfent,i^^ti*s..fl»n4|*.  ^^% 
What  dangers  thrtJt  £rom  every  hand/*  *''»  i 

What  hoils  of  turkeys  'droll  fofttboi^ 
No  farmer's  wife  hut  hath  Jier  bi^oil.^ 
ConlKler,  when  invnfion's-nt^r,.. 
Intelligence  r.iUit  cod  us  derfr; 

And,  in  this  ticklifli  fuuatlijn,    ^      '  T    ^      ^  ^-j 
A  fccrct  toUl  bctsays  tlic  nation  ?  ■    '    *4^ •!  5 

Bur,  on  my  honour,  ill  ih'  expenfCk   *      ^    -  ^*  ^ 
( Thouuh  va(\)  was  for  ilic^ fvvarm'S  die&ncik!&   ^fT-  .* 

x-\gain,  witliour  examfftjitten,     •  ,'      t^^l 

They  th;  rik'd  his  fagc  adniinidration.    ^        *  M 

The  yeir  revolves.     Thuir  ire&(\isc,  i^ntp,       .   *H 
A['.  'in  in  Iccrcc  fervice  went,     y  *  *     "*  " ,  .  «*^ 

Il;s  honour,  too,  a^ain^was  bftdg'^;  »      .•  ?•    ' 

To  latisfy  the  charge*  al!edp/d.  1^9 

Wjv.n  tlius,  wirli  panic  Iliame  pollcfc'd,  * 

An  auditor  his  tiienJs  addrefsVI. 

*■  What  are  we  ?  minirterial  tools  I 
Wo  lifwlc  knaves  arc  greater  fools. 

Ac 


*  ■  "  r*'  f 


» 


V  •      ^     tf    *  * 

*.    rr^^  o«r  £(yrv»tk)n*tfiin8  v^ffi^  •    '     '         * 

^  Voi^iv^gm^^fSiaadiA  at  Ici^^.*. 
^  '^  A  .ttwdiW  jut  ow»  heap9,4pcrefcldl  ,  ^      #        *'^ 

t *  .A  hi||iKirenarM  cq|t1a fu^cf.     .  '   *  .        'S^ 

^       .w^'c^eitwiiBlves^tiid  aUthftf^  *,       ' 

f     ^Qrc^B %mouiiJpt^al toil  a^d  pains,*',  V 

^•t?    Tbcf  ^i^t^A^untihaU^beinfpqaed;       155: 

^  ij  .  Th(^  f4h^  IS  fwtefic'id ;  aud4iif^«dj|. 

^  ,%      •  '  THE  BEAUMN  A^OAT;. 

»      -.i^        A   **ToaCbx«)mb.  - 

- '«     -•      *  '       *.   •'  • 

■^  «    'T^HAT  man  miili  daily  wifcr  gro\v» 

«.;•**'    WI^  Icafcll  is  bent  himftlf  to  know ; 

*      ' Impirti ally  lie  ^cightliisrcopey 

'And'piyfiim  rofifoi^  founds  his  hbj^j 
•■       He  trigs  hi^  ftrength  be  lore  the  rtce^^  5: 

,     \   Ami  never  fecks  his  own  difgrtcc  j 

Ho  l^nows  the  compafs,  fnil,  and  oar, 

Dr  never  lauiiChcs  from  tlic  ftiorc  ; 

Before  he  builds,  com  pure;  thv.  cod, 

And  in  no  proud  purfuit  is  loft  :  la 


He  learns  the  Ifcuilds  of  iiuni||||'Ten£B< 
^    /hlfaMj[wtlk8^luntfic^eflcc.^J 

Thus,  coafcipus  w  ffiyiyn^fel^ 

*   Ar#pride  and^iAf-iiiiioitipoe  ched|'i 

''    ^■.  linlipjiy  iUf-knowledge  to  puifu^ 

D'lTcCt  ourli^  in  tv^ffvlewi  ,'  ''    J  r   , 

.  i^f  affthe^f(^)^hatpMec«tt^K^ 

^A  C09C01&  clai2n  diltibAion'  mod. 


■a 


t^oxcoin$8  are  tf^lr^i  and  kind^-    .^'^*  ^>/f 
'V|irhey''re,iiot  to  fejw  age^cpiiKaVy  ■'  *&*     '    jfit  %|l 
Or  rich,  oc  poor,  or  greatj  oi^fniidlf  i« .       ^.  ^  ^ '  v  ju| 
^dvAoity  bdbtstfi^'aU.    ^    ^' ^     ^   [    '  f§  -  | 
By  ignonocMypridb  incretttdL ;  ^1^  «ll^| 

'iliofe  moft  a(fumfl^  who  knovr  tlit  kair; ;:  ^^  ^^ t^N^ 
TlKir  own  falfe  Uilanoe^ivcji  thdii  ^gUV.  it  ^f^T^\ 
But  every  Aher  findt  cheq^  lighc    ^  ^    .  -.         ^^  .  ^ 

N'Jt  that  all  Cbxcoa^bs'^fblliis  ilnk<^  v 
And  draw  our  ridicule  a^e  j  .  w^J^   £ 

To  different  qperiu  each  pretends  •j.""'*  *  ■*  •  i<»  *  v 
TWs  in  lovc-vanrty  tnnfcen^  j^  ^  *  \  ^^$/i 
That,  fmitten  with  his  face^ml  ifiap^^«'  *i  * 

By  drefs  diftinguid^s  tlic  ape  ;  ^^      V  «  V 

Th'  other  with  learning  crams  hii'  iheif,  -  •  *"  •  |^ 
Knows  books,  and  all  tUrngi "but  hi mfclf.'. 4    .  » 

All  thcfe  arc  fools  of  Jow  condition,      *    *  J^j  *jt 
Compar'd  witli  Coxcombs  of  Ambition  :  r 

For  thofe,  pyff' d  up  with  flattery,  6are  -      »  ' 

Atiume  a  nation's  various  care. 
They  nc*er  the  grolTeft  praife  midruft. 
Their  fycophants  fcem  hardly  jull  j  411 

For 


II^^FftJii&c,  iii:par#>loiie,-atteft  •^ 

Tyl^tle^Maduavel  ta^uigs ^  ^     ^  ' '     4$ 
jr  ^fiv  t&lftL^^lirQU-iil-evegr  chaige.  *^ 

.'IjSk  Coibttprce  faffcx  in  Wpiehli  i 
'i  'Tis  t^di|e&  the  ijWal  fligfatsi^  '^     . 

,^ftV^^iki^rtoes#ptttthi»&m?.^'  *         /    ^ 

^*       ^jNof^f  iiie«Ni(|lg^in  {he  fddier*t  tndCf 

^  Jib  eivesr  aikihaflid^  thdl  caef .  ^     ^      ^ 
|A  Hi»  gobbled  tiGwctt  10  rentvtr  I*.  %  .^ 

XidaSaualtaxy  nittftfyCce^^  '        .     '^    $$ 
r  y»  jrte  con^  blunders  tofR^oUe.  > 
^  '  ikt^heo  m  crude  fcherilfjB  x»  air  axe  lo(l> ' 
I      AiBlpiniong  fearce  defxyy  the  coft, 

Hi  art«gan|#  ^nought  undifmay^d)  <  ' 
•    Tnifting.iB.fcff-fufl^entaid***        -   /^  60 

'  v^On  other  xtxki  mifguidei  the  realm,-. 
Ad  thinks  a  pilot  at-the  heliii:^. 
He  ne'er  Axfpe£ll  his^waot  of  &il^    - 
But  blunders  on  from  ill  to  ill ; 
Jft^d,  \^n  he  faib  of  all  intent^.  ^5 

.  Bl^^esbnly  unforefecn 'event. 
Led  you  midake  the  application^. 
The  Fable  calls  me  to  relation. 

A  Bear  of  ihag  and  manners  rough. 
At  climbing  trees  cxpcri  enough  j  70 

fat 


For  dextrouflj^' and. fafs  from  barm,       '         ^a-     -^ 
Year  after  year  hg  Abb*d.the  fwaim.  *  •  t 

Thus  thnving  on  mduftrious  toil,  ''  *  '# 

He  glofy'd  in  his  pilftr'd  fpoil.  "     "  '  .    '  !^ 

This  trick  f©  fvyell'd  him  with  coaceit,  .  :  T5-  i 

He^hought  no  enterprife  too  great,  '*   j^ 

'    Alike  in  fciences  and  arts,  '    *  f  i 

^c  l>oa(lcd  uniicerfal  parts :  .       ^  -    ^  / 

Pragmatic,  bnfy,  buftling,  bold,  t  ^j 

His  arrogance  was  uncontigpPd  :  .  -..lo    ^ 

And  thus  he  made  hi^  party  good,  ^     *        ^ 

yVnd  grew  dictator  of  the  wood.         *  ^  ^  J 

The  beads,  with  admiration,  flare,  ^        k    f 

And  think  him  a  pnxligious  Bear.  „  .      *# 

Were  any  common  booty  got,  8}  ;,j 

'Twas  his  each  portion  to  allot  r  .  #t  % 

For  why  ?  he  found  there  might  be  pickings       *'  jf^ 
.  Ev'n  in  the  carving  of  a  chicken.'  "    *  /u     ^i 

Intruding  thus,  he  by  degrees  "*  . 

Claim'd,  too,  the  butcher's  larger  fees.  9©  ' ' 

And  now  his  over- weening  pride  ^ 

In  every  province  will  prefide.  '' 

Ko  talk  too  difficult  was  found  :  • 

His  blundering  nofc  miflcads  the  hound. 
In  ftratagem  and  fubtlc  arts  95 ' 

lie  over-rules  the  fox's  parts.  -.    '  - 

It  chanc'J  as,  on  a  certain  day,. 
Along  the  bank  he  took  his  wav, 
A  Boat,  with  rudder,  fail,  and  o;.r> 
At  a:ichor  tljatcd  near  the  ihorc,  ico- 

He 
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;     lib  ftopi,  ancV,  turning  to  his  traip, 
.  'rllus  pertly  vents  bis  vaunang  ftHfin, 

**  «^  What  blartdcring  puppies  arc  mapkind, 

In  cverjv^fcicnccr  always,  bliad ! 

I  mock  thejKdantr>-  of  fcbools  :  10^ 

VVhat^^c  t^eir  compaiTcs  line:  hiles  ? 
^.^ropi  ac  that  helm  (hi^l  condu6t  Ifuxn, 

An^man-iiis  ignorance  di^fcern." 
So  faying,  .uitl\au(fccious  pride, 
*'  Jliugains  the  Btfat,  and  climbs  the  lidc         *     ii« 
.      The  bcafts,  aftonifl^'dj  line  the  firand  : 

fire  anchor-'s  weigh 'dj  hl'd  rives  fVom  land  : 
.Tiic  (^k  failihifts  from  fide  to  iidc; 
■  f  The  iioit  uutrimm'd  admits  the  tide. 

Dbrnc  duwn^  adrift,. at  random  toft.         '  iie 

His  oaf  brctil^  (liort,  the  rudder  's  lofL 

'iTi^Hcarj  prffumin^  in  liis  {\i^.il\, 
^•Js  huij^and  thbrc  oflicious  fiill^ 

'nil,  nj:iking  on  the  dangerous  fandsi 

Aground  the  fliatter*d  vclicl  Hands.  110 

;       Tv  i*^c  the  b\jngler  tbus  didrcft,    . 

T.bc  vcry'fiilics  fnccr  and  jcft  : 
.fiv'ji  giulijcons  join  in  ridicule, 

To.mortif)'  the  meddling iboL 

Hu' ciamouujus  watermen  appear;  125 

Threats,  curfcb,  oaths,  infulr  hi&  car  ; 

Sci/.M,  tliradi'd,  and  chain'd,  hc*&  dragg'd  to  land; 
J^ciiliun  Hiputb  along  the  firai^cL 


FABLE 
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THE  »<^IRE  AND  HIS  CVR.  «    ■  ^  ^ 

To  a  Obbmry  Gentlcmab/       -        ^ 

"    *        *  •  i 

*  'T*  H  B  man  of  tjiure  add  fimple  heart  ♦  #  ^i" ' 

*''     Through  life  difdaiai  a  double  paj^  :  ^      ^     ^ 
He  never  needs  thefcreen  of  Hes,,  '      .* ;/' 

'Hif  inward^ bofom  to  difguifc.     *  **       ^i 

In  vain  maljj^ious  tai|^ucs  afftil ;    «  .      '  3  | 

Let'Envy  fnarl,  let^lander  rail,       ^  -^    ••     ■• 

From  Virtue's  ihicld  (fccarc  from 'wound)  •     1 

Their  blunted  venom'd  ftafts  rebdiiijd.  ■  4-11 

•  So  ihines  hisJight  before  m^ind,       ^  ^       "*'  •  ? 
His  a6kion8  prove  liis  honefl  mind.  "^       xo  ■ 
If  ill  his  country's  caufc  he*rife,    *        ;•'  T 

:  Debating  fenates  to  advifc,*  ^- '  ^*  •*,      *     ' 

Vnbrib'dy  unaw'd,  l\e  dares  impart         .  - .       ' 
The  honeli  di6Vates  of  *his  heart.  "  '  ♦ 

No  miniftcrial  frown  he  fears,      •  .    .«•  ^'^^^t 

"  But  in  his  virtue  perfcvcrcs.  "  •  ■      , 

But  would  you  play  the  politician,   \ 
Whofe  heart 's  avcrfe  to  intuition,         .*     .     - 

^Your  lips  at  all  times,  nay,  your  reafon, 
Muft  he  control'd  by  place  and  feafon.  ao 

♦What  ftatcfni an  could  his  |X)\vcr  fupport. 
Were  lying  tongues  forbid  the  court  ?-r 
Did  princely  cars  to  tmth  attend, 

.What  miaifler  coulJ  gain  l:is.  end  ? 

flew 


•  :How  c^W  he  raifcly*  tidies' tp^plicei,  ^"^  as 


:How  c^uld  he  raifelys  tulles' tp^tpUceit 
^  ^d  jjo*  hii  hoftcft  1ms  dl^ace  ?  *    ^'  ^ 
t^t  poKfl&ai^  to^tiis  party 
*    'Wflio  wadiljr  ti»  lyl  urtth^art  \  ^      •^ 
^  ^ilM  mawW^proficienc»ia'l^ihid#jfj    ^ 

*    *  [made. 


VI 


t^y  fhaty  luYC  kiigs  of  old^  delude^ 
All  theit%wxi  friends  .^r  his  exchid^ :      «Ib 
By  Aat/  hi%ie1fiif  fGheroejtpDduip&  •  3  $ 

'    ;Jle  tRrivcstupsn  tbt public  niiii«« 
Ai4kKlinr*»  -with  hatdy  (Hce, 
t  •4Pro^ok'il  theJisngers  a§^  the  chaca  { 
,    jfind,,)q^ftx>mfdlAsv9ieiiidtri(b»  m  . 

:  Trd^f  rs'd  the  .yood . an((  pathlcfs  4>lain.  40 

A  ccntage  l0dg,'d  the  Toyal  gu«ft ; 
.The,I%rtJiUft  clown  brought  fortji  hitMt.      * 
.  The  King  unkoovAi  hi|  fcaft  enjoy '^^       ^ 
'  Aftd  various  chat  the  hourf  empkiy'd.         , 
1-  Fro0i..winA«wlvit  f^ddcn  friendfhip  fprings  !        43 
.  FraokV  they  talk'd  of  courtf  axKl  kings. 

""  Wt  cquntryt^lks  {the  Clown  replies) 
« Could  ope  ttur  naciour  mon«rcl^'s  «yes. 
The  Xing,  (as  all  our  neighbours  fay) 
Might  he  (Ciod  blefs  him  !)  have  his  way,         §0 
lb  found  at  heart,  and  means  our  good^ 
•And  he  would  do  ic  if  he  could. 


♦  Plutarch, 


If 


#4.  *  ^p,  •  ^ 


-*      V  /■  * 

144  li  A  x-5    'PttJTM  ft    ♦         ■•'•i 

>■%         ^  \  *•  '      **      i 

^If  trutfl  iQ,coBrtiL--«?bre%otforbidy      *•    ^        •     • 

Vor  kings  Aof  fubjcft^  would  be  ridu-  *    ^        J     '  ^ 

Were  he  "in  powca",  we  need  iiobdOTb(iiijii|J^/     ^  ^ 

3>ut,  that  tHinsfijrr^d  to  tlfefe.ab«  hlbiy    .      ^  .        ' 

On  them  Jie  |}y^w^l|p  fegaL  caret  i  *  •  ^   v  *  ^ 

And  wlutinind  tlicv  ?  Their  6wn  aflfaoi^    ,      ,•  .^ 

'^f  fuch  ApBcrous  Kands  he  truft,        ,  ^         '^ 

Tlje  bcA  of  men* may  fe«m  unjuft.  ^'  t»    "'• 

From  kingsHo  cobHots  'tis  theleoiei-'  f    1 

%a44ervani%  \x^und  their  mailer's  fame.  « 

In  this^our  q^ighbouK  all  agree  :      4  ^ 

Would  tbe  l^^ijjg  knew  aa  mtch  a»wc  !"    *   .  * .     * 

Here  be  ttopt  fliort:'    Repofe  they  fo^mht, «.         ^a     * 

JThe  Peafant  flept,  the  jVionarch  tlt)ught.  #  %  ' 


The  court  icr#  lcaWi*<i,  .a£  carl^  daWn,^ 


••*' 


Where  thek  loft  Sovereign  was  vi^thdrawiu  * 
The  guards'  approach  our  hoft  alarma  ; 
■  Wirli  gauc^  coats  tlic  cottage  fwamifs.       • ,     *99 
The  crown  j^nt\  purple  rqbes  fliej^  briogy  ■      * 
And  .proflrate  fail  before  the  King.  * 

.  The  Clown  was  dWl'd  ;  th^ royal 'gueft  ^   . 

By  due  reward  his  dianks  exprcft. 
Tlic  King  then,  turning  to  th^crowd^  75 

"Who  fawningly  before  hhn  bovv'dy     • 
Thus  fpokc.     "  Since,  bent  on  private  gain. 
Your  counfcls  firft  miflcd  my  reign, 
Taught  and  informal  by  you  alone, 
No  truth  the  royal  ear  hath  known.  So 

Till  here  converfing :  hence,  ye  crew; 
Fornow  I  know  myfclf  and  you.*' 

^  6  Whene'er 


F  A*  L"E  S.    PartIL  i4i 

r       Wh(;ne!Ser  flic  royzl  ttt  *t  cn^ft, 

Statc-lyes  but  little  genius  coIL  * 

l'h«ffavouiii#thi|nfe<i>rclyrol»>  "   $5 

And  gleans- a  nadon^by^us  jobbs.       *  . 
franker  and  bolder  fi;ro«hijn*ill>"  . 
He  daily  f^fons  d^rc?;  ip.Ail; 
And,  as  his  prefctit  views  fuggeft^  ■    , 

Inflames  or  fooihs  the  royal  bicift.  ^t 

*Thus  wicftcd  miiiiftcrs  opprefs, 
When  oft*  the  mbnarch  means  redtcfs. 

^Vould  kvgs  their  private  fubje^  hear> 
A»  miilifler  muft  tal)l  wirh  -fear ; 
If  hon<;fty  iippos*d  his  vicWs,  *  ^^ 

*■  He  dar'd  not  iffnocencc  accufe ; 
'Twould  )ceep  him  in  fach  narrow  bound'y 
rtc  could  not  right  and  wrong  confound. 
Happy  were  kings,  could  they  difclofe 
1  heir  ital  friends  and  real  foes  I    .  lo^ 

Wcic  horii  thcmfclvcs  and  fuhjc^s  known, 
A  mtjii.irch's  will  might  b':  his  own, 
JLu)  he  the  ufc  6f  cars  ar.il  eyes, 
Knaves  would  no  more  be  counted  wife, 
B;i:  then  a  miniflcr  mi^ht  lofe  jor 

(flard  cafe  !)  hi.s  own  ambitious  views. 
When  fuch  as  thefe  have  vox'd  a  (late, 
Purfucd  bv  univcrfal  hatf, 
Their  talfc  fupport  a:- once  hath  fa: I'd, 
And  psrlcverin^  rruth  prevaild.  ii#. 

ExposM,  their  train  of  fraud  is  fcen; 
'J'nr.h  will  at  lad  remove  tlic  fcrccn. 

Vr.L.  II.  J.  XC<i\>T-\x 
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A  Country  'Squire^  by  whim  dire6l;ed9 
The  true  (Unch  dogs  of  chace  ntgicGttd.  t 

Beneath  his  board  no  hound  was  fed  s  9t$ 

His  hand  ne'er  (hoak^d  the  fpaniers  bead* 
A  fnappilh  Cur»  alone  cared. 
By  lyes  had  banifli'd  all  the  reft. 
Yap  had  his  car  5  -and  defan>ation 
Gjive  him  full  fcope  of  co:^verfation.  xtm 

His  fycophants  muft  be  preferred  5 
Room  muft  be  made  for  all  his  herd  : 
\Vherefore,  to  bring  his  fchemes  about. 
Old  faithful  fervanti-all  muft  out. 

The  Cur  on  every  creature  flew  115 

(As  other  great  men's  puppies  do), 
Unlcfs  due  court  to  him  were  fhown, 
•    And  both  tlicir  face  and  bufincfs  known  : 
Mo  honeft  tongue  an  audience  found; 
He  worried  all  the  tenants  round  ;  xj^ 

For  why  ?  he  liv'd  in  conftant  fear. 
Left  truth  by  chance  fliould  interfere. 
If  any  ftrangcr  dar\l  intrude, 
The  noify  Cur  lus  heels  purfued. 
3S*QW  fierce  with  lage,  now  ft  ruck  ^)^^lh  dread,  135 
At  once  he  fnarlcd,  bit,  and  fled. 
Aloof  he  bays,  with  briftling  hair, 
And  thus  in  fccict  growls  his  feair: 
**  Who  knows  but  Truth,  in  this  difguife. 
May  fruftrate  my  bcft- guarded  lyes  ?  149 

Should  fhe  (thus  mafk'd)  admittance  find, 
Tim  rery  hour  myaiin  'siogn'd." 

Now 
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"Kow,  in  his  howl's  continued  found. 
Their  words  were  loft,  the  voice  was  drownM. 
£ver  in  awe  of  honed  tongues,  145 

Thus  every  day  he  ftrain*d  his  lungs. 

It  happen'd,  in  ill-omenM  hour, 
That  Yap,  unmindful  of  his  .power, 
Forfook  his  poft,  to  love  in-r'in'd  j 
A  favourite  bitch  was  in  the  wind.  j^o 

By  her  fcducM,  in  amorous  play. 
They  frilk'd  the  joyous  hours  away. 
Thu^  by  untimely  love  purfuing, 
Xike  Antony  he  fought  his  ruin. 

For  now  the  'Squire,  unvex'd  with  Acifey      '155 
An  honeft  neighbour's  chat  enjoys. 
"  Be  free,  ftys  he;  your  mind  impart  j 
I  love  a  friendly  open  heart. 
Methinks  my  tenants  ftiun  my  gate  ; 
^Vhy  fuch  a  flrangcr  grown  of  Jate  ?  f  i# 

Pray  tell  mc  what  offence  they  find  : 
Tis  plain  they  're  not  fo  well  inclined." 

"  Turn  off  your  Cur  (the  Farmer  cries^ 
Who  feeds  your  car  with  daily  lyes. 
His  fnarling  infolcnce  offends :  l4^ 

*Tis  he  that  keeps  you  from  your  friends. 
Were  but  tliat  fancy  puppy  chcckt. 
You  'd  find  again  the  fame  rcfpeft. 
}Jcar  only  him,  lie  '11  fwear  it  too, 
Tliat  all  our  hatred  is  to  you.  x^t 

V.ut  learn  from  us  pur  true  eftate; 
M>s  that  curs'd  Cur  alone  we  hate." 

L  1  •X^ft 


14S.  G  A^Y'S     P  O  EMS. 

The  'Squire  heard  Truth.    Now  Yap  rufli'd  kt} 
The  wide  hall  echoes  with  his  din ; 
Yet  Truth  prevailed ;  and,  with  difgrace,  175 

The  dog  was  cudgel'd  out  of  place. 


FABLE        VII. 

THE  COUNTRYMAN  AND  JUPITER. 

To  Myfclf. 

TT  AVE  you  a  friend  (look  round  and  fpy) 

'■•■'•  So  fond,  fo  prcpolTcfs'd  as  I? 

Your  faults,  fo  obvious  to  mankind, 

My  partial  eyes  could  never  find. 

Wlien,  by  tlie  breath  of  Fortune  blown,  5 

Your  airy  cadles  were  o'erthrown. 

Have  I  been  ever  prone  to  blame, 

Or  mortify 'd  your  hours  with  (hamc? 

Was  I  e'er  known  to  damp  your  fpiriti 

Or  twit  you-  with  the  want  of  merit  ?  |« 

*Tis  not  fo  ftrange  that  Fortune's  frown 
Still  perfeveres  tp  keep  you  down. 
Look  round,  and  fee  what  od.ers  do. 
Would  you  be  rich  and  honefl  too  ? 
Have  you  (like  thofe  fhc  rais'd  to  place)  15 

Been  opportunely  mean  and  bafe  ? 
Have  you  (as  times  requir'd)  relignM 
Truth,  honour,  virtue,  peace  of  mind? 
Ifthtfc  are  fcruples,  give  her  o'er; 
Write,  pra6life  morals,  and  be  poor.  <2« 

The 
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The  gifts  of  Fortune  truly  latc, 
Then'  tell  me  what  would  mend  your  (late 
If  happinefs  on  wealth  were  huilt, 
Rich  rogues  might  comfort  find  in  guilt. 
As  grows  the  mifer's  hoarded  ilore,  25 

His  fearsy  his  wants,  increafe  the  more. 

Think,  Gay,  (what  ne*er  may  be  the  cafe) 
Should  Fortune  take  you  into  grace, 
Would  that  your  happinefs  augment  ? 
What  can  Ihc  give  beyond  content  ?  30 

Suppofe  yourfelf  a  wealthy  heir, 
With  a  vaft  annual  income  clear! 
In  all  the  affluence  you  pofTefs, 
You  might  not  feel  one  care  the  left. 
Might  you  not  then  (like  others)  find  35 

With  change  of  fortune  change  of  raind  ? 
Perhaps,  profufe  beyond  all  rule. 
You  might  ftart  out  a  glaring  fool ; 
Your  luxury  might  break  all  bounds  : 
Plate,  table,  horfcs,  Rewards,  hounds,  .  4^ 

Might  fwcll  your  debts  ;  then,  luft  of  play 
No  regal  income  can  defray. 
Sunk  is  all  credit,  writs  aflaiU 
And  doom  yoiir  future  life  to  gaol. 

Or,  were  you  dignify'd  with  power,  45 

Would  that  avert  one  pcnfive  hour  ? 
You  might  give  avarice  its  fwing. 
Defraud  a  nation,  blind  a  king  : 
Then,  from  the  hireling«  in  your  caufe 
Though  daily  fed  with  falfe  applaufc,  «» 
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Could  it  a  real  joy  impart  ? 
Great  guilt  knew  never  joy  at  heart. 
Is  happinefs  your  point  in  view  ? 
(I  mean  th'  intrinfic  and  the  true) 
She  nor  in  camps  or  courts  re(idesy.  ^• 

Nor  in  the  humble  cottage  liides ; 
Yet  found  alike  in  every  fphere  ; 
Who  finds  content,  will  find  her  there. 

O'erfpent  with  toil,  beneath  the  Ihade,. 
A  Peafant  rcfted  on  his  fpade.  6# 

«*  Good  Gods !  he  cries,  'tis  hard  to  bear 
This  load  of  life  from  year  to  year  ! 
Soon  as  the  morning  flreaks  the  ikies, 
Intludrious  Labour  bids  me  rife ; 
With  fweat  I  earn  my  homely  fare,  65 

And  every  day  renews  my  care." 

Jove  heard  the  difcontented  ftrain, 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  murmuring  fwain. 

**  Speak  out  your  wants,  then,  honed  Friend  : 
Unjufl:  complaints  the  gods  ofFcnd.  7# 

If  you  repine  at  partial  Fate, 
Inllruft  me  wha:  could  mend  your  ftatc. 
Mankind  in  every  flation  fee. 
What  wi(h  you  ?  tell  me  what  you  *d  be." 

So  faid,  upborne  upon  a  cloud,  7^ 

The  Clown  furvey*d  the  anxious  crowd. 

•*  Yon'  face  of  care,  fays  Jove,  behold, 
His  bulky  bags  are  fill'd  with  gold. 
See  with  what  joy  he  counts  it  o'er  ! 
Thar  fum  to-day  hath  fweird  his  ftore.'*  So 

«*  Wtre 
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••  Were  I  that  man,  (the  Pcafant  cry*d) 
What  bleffing  could  I  aik  befide  }** 

•*  Hold,  fays  the  God  ;  firft  learn  to  knoviT' 
True  happinefi  from  outward  Ihow. 
This  opMc  glafsof  iDtuieion—  S5 

Here,  take  it,  view  his  true  condition." 

He  look'd,  and  faw  themifer's  bveaft* 
A  troubled  oceaB>  ne'er  at  reft; 
Want  ever  ftares  him^  in  the  face, . 
And  fear  anticipates  difgrace  :  9« 

With  confcious  guilt  he  faw  him  dart  \ 
Extonion  gnaws  his  throbbing  heart ; 
And  never,  or  in  thought  or  dream. 
His  bread  admits  one  happy  gleam. 

"  May.  Jove,  he  cries,  rcjcft  my  prayer,         9  j  • 
And  guard  my  life  from  guilt  and  care  t 
My  foul  abhors  tlut  wretch's  fate. 

0  keep  me  in  my  humble  (late! 
But  fee,  amidll  a  gawdy  crowd. 

Yon'  mtniftcr  fo  gay  and  proud  ;  io» 

On  him  what  happincfs  attends. 

Who  thus  rewards  his  grateful  friends  I" 

**  Firft  take  the  glafv,  the  O'od  replies; 
Man  views  the  world  with  partial  eyes.'* 

**  Gf)od  Gods  !  exclaims  the  Aartlcd  wiglit,   105 
Defend  mc  from  this  hideous  fight ! 
Corruption  with  corrofivc  fmart 
Lies  cnnkering  on  his  guilty  heart : 

1  fee  him  with  polluted  hand 

Spread  the  contagion  o'er  the  land.  1 1« 

*  L  4  Vvi>H: 
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Now  Avarice  with  infatiatc  jaws, 
Now  Rapine  with  her  harpy  claws. 
His  bofom  tears.     His  confcious  breiUl 
Groans  with  a  load  of  crimes  oppieft. 
See  him,  road  and  drunk  with  power,  115 

Stand  tottering  on  i^mbition's  tower. 
Sometimes,  in  fpeeclies  vain  and  proud. 
His  boafls  infult  the  nether  crowd  ; 
^o\v,  fciz'd  with  giddinefs  and  fear. 
He  trembles  lefl  his  fall  is  near."  i2» 

"  Was  ever  wretch  like  this  !  he  cries  ; 
Such  mifery  in  fuch  difguife  ! 
The  change,  O  Jove  !  I  difavow ; 
Still  be  my  lot  the  fpade  and  plough." 

He  next,  confirm 'd  by  fpeculation,  125 

Rcje6ts  the  lawyer*s  occupation; 
For  he  the  llatcfman  feem'd  in  part, 
And  bore  fimilitude  of  heart. 
Nor  did  the  fobiier's  trade  inflame 
His  ltv/;>es  wi:h  thirfl:  of  fpoil  and  fame.  im 

The  mifcries  of  war  he  mourn\l  ; 
Whole  n«»tions  into  deferts  turn'd. 

•*  By  tbcfe  have  laws  and  rights  been  brav'di 
By  thcfe  was  free-born  roan  cnflavM : 
W^hen  battles  and  invafion  ceafe,  135 

Why  fwarm  they  in  the  lands  of  peace  ? 
Such  change  (fays  he)  may  1  decline; 
1  he  fey  the  and  civil  arms  be  mine  !'* 

Thus,  weighing  life  in  each  condition, 
The  Clown  witlidrcw  his  raih  pedcion.  149 

When 
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When  thus  the  God :  "  How  mortals  err ! 
If  you  true  happinefs  prefer, 
'Tis  to  no  rank  of  life  confin'd, 
But  dwells  in  every  honeft  mind. 
Be  juftice  then  your  fole  purfuit :  if  $ 

Plant  virtue,  and  content's  the  fruit." 

So  Jove,  to  gratify  the  Clown, 
Where  firft  he  found  him,  fet  liim  down. 


FABLE     VIIL 

THE  MAN,  THE  CAT,  THE  DOG,  AND  THE  FLT. 

To  my  nadve  Country. 

TTAIL.  happy  land  I  whofe  fertile  grounds 

•*-  ■■'  The  liquid  fence  of  Neptune  hounds  ; 

By  bounteous  Nature  fet  apart. 

The  feat  of  Induftry  and  Art ! 

O  Britain !  chofen  port  of  trade,  5 

May  luxury  ne'er  thy  fons  invade  I 

May  never  minifter  (intent 

His  private  treafures  to  augment) 

Corrupt  thy  ftatc !  If  jealous  foes 

Thy  rights  of  commerce  dare  oppofe,  i# 

Shall  not  thy  fleets  their  rapine  awe  ? 

Wiio  is  't  prefcribes  the  ocean  law  ? 

Whenever  neighbouring  dates  contend, 
*Tis  thine  to  be  the  general  friend. 
What  is 't  who  rules  in  other  lands  ?  15 

On  trade  alone  thy  glory  (lands  1 
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That  benefit  is  unconfin'd, 

Diffufing  good  among  mankind  : 

That  firft  gave  luftre  to  thy  reigns> 

And  fcatter'd  plenty  o*er  thy  plains :  tor 

'Tis  that  alone  thy  wealth  fupplies, 

And  draws  all  Europe Venvious  eyes* 

Be  commerce,  then,  thy  fole  deiign ; 

Keep^  that,  and  all  the  world  is  thine.. 

When  naval  traffic  plows  the  main,  tj-. 

Who  fhares  not  in  the  merchant's  gain  ? 
'Tis  that  fupports  the  regal  ftate, 
And  makes  the  farmer's  heart  elatfr: 
The  numerous  flocks  that  cloathe  the  land' 
Can  fcarce  fupply  the  loom's  demand;  3»- 

Prolific  culture  glads  the  fieldsf . 
And  the  bare  heath  a  harvefl  yields^ . 

Nature  expefts  mankind  fhould  (hare 
The  duties  of  the  public  care. 
Who 's  born  for  floth  ?  *  To  fome  we  find.        35- 
The  ploughlhare's  annual  toil  affign'd  : . 
Some  at  the  founding  anvil  glow ; 
Some  the  fwift-fliding:  fliuttle  throw;  . 
Some,  iludious  of  the  wind  and  tide. 
From  pole  to  pole  our  commerce  guide  :  49 

Some  (taught  by  induftry)  impart 
With  hands  and  feet  the  works  of  art  5 
Whik  fome,  of  genius  more  refin'd,     . 
With  head  and  tongue  ailift  mankind.. 


*  Bariow. . 
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lachf  aiming  at  one  common  end,  45 

Proves  to  the  whole  a  needful  friend. . 
Thus,  born  each  other's  uieful  aid. 
By.  turns  are  obligations  paid. 

The  monarch,  when  his  table  's  fpread* 
Ik  to  the  clown  oblig'd  for  bread  i  59 

And,  when  in  all  his  glory  drefl^. 
Owes  to  the  loom  his-  royal  ve(U 
Do  not  the  mafon's  toil  and  care. 
Protect  him  from  th'  ioclement  air? 
Does  not  the  cutler's  art  fupply  55 

The  ornament  that  gjuards  his  thigh  ? 
All  thefe,  in  duty  to  the  throne. 
Their  common  obligations  own. 
'Tis  he  (his  own  and  people's  caufe)  • 
Protedis  their  properties  and  laws.  ^f 

Thus  they  their  honed  toil  employ, . 
And  with  content  the  fruits  enjoy. 
In  every  rank,  or  great  or  fmall, . 
'Tis  induflry  fupports  us  all. 

The  animals,  by  want  opprefs'd,  €j 

To  man  their  ferviccs  addrcfs'd  : 
While  each  purfued  their  felfiih  good,. 
They  hungered  for  precarious  food  : 
Tiieir  hours  with  anxious  cares  were  vext ; . 
One  day  they  fed,  and  ftarv'd  the  next :  70. 

'ihey  faw.that  plenty,  fure  and  rife. 
Was  found  alone  in  focial  life ; 
That  mutual  induftry  profefs'd, 
The  various  wants  of  man  redicfs'd. 
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The  Cat,  half  famifli'd,  lean  and  weak,  75 

Demands  the  privilege  to  fpeak. 

"  Well,  Pufs,  (fays  Man)  and  what  can  you 
To  benefit  the  public  do  ?" 

The  Cat  replies,    "  Thefe  teeth,  thcfe  claws, 
With  vigilance  Ihall  ferve  the  caufe.  t« 

The  rooufe,  deftroy'd  by  my  purfuit, 
No  longer  Ihall  your  feafts  pollute  j 
Nor  rats,  from  nightly  ambufcade. 
With  waftcful  teeth  your  ftores  invade.** 

*<  I  grant,  fays  Man,  to  general  life  S5 

Your  parts  and  talents  may  conduce ; 
For  rats  and  mice  purloin  our  grain. 
And  threfhcrs  whirl  the  flail  in  vain? 
Thus  (hall  the  Cat,  a  foe  to  fpoil, 
Prote£k  the  farmer's  honeft  toil.'*  f% 

Then  turning  to  the  Dog,  he  cry'd, 
*<  Well,  Sir,  be  next  your  merits  try'd."^ 

«  Sir,  fays  the  Dog,  by  felf-applaufc 
We  feem  to  own  a  friend lefs  caufe. 
*       Aik  thofe  who  know  me,  if  didruft  95 

E'er  found  me  treacherous  or  unjuft  ? 
Did  I  e'er  faith  or  friendfhip  break  ? 
Alk  all  thofe  creatures  5  let  them  fpeak. 
My  vigilance  and  trufty  zeal 
Perhaps  might  ferve  the  public  weal.  ict 

^ight  not  your  flocks  in  fafety  feed. 
Were  I  to  guard  the  fleecy  breed  ? 
Did  1  the  nightly  watches  keep. 
Could  tlueves  invade  you  while  you  flccp  ?•*  * 

Tin 
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The  Man  replies.     •*  *Tis  juft  and  right;      10$ 
Rewards  fuch  fervice  fhould  requite. 
So  rare,  in  property,  we  find 
Truft  uncorrupt  among  mankind^ 
That,  taken  in  a  public  view. 
The  firft  diftinftion  is  your  due.  ii« 

Such  merits  all  reward  tranfcend  : 
Be  then  my  comrade  and  my  friend." 

Adrefling  now  the  Fly  :  **  From  )ou 
What  public  fervice  can  accrue  r" 
"  From  me  !  (the  fluttering  infe£l  faid)  115 

I  thought  you  knew  me  better  bred. 
Sir,  I  *m  a  gentleman.     Is 't  fit 
That  I  to  induftry  fubmit  ? 
Let  mean  mcclianics,  to  Ijc  feci. 
By  bufincfs  earn  ignoble  bread  j  I2« 

I^oft  in  cxccfb  of  daily  joys. 
No  thoui^ht,  no  care,  ray  life  annoys^. 
At  noon  (:hc  lady's  matin  hour) 
I  fip  the  tea's  delicious  flower. 
On  cates  luxurioufly  I  dine,  115 

And  drink  the  fragrance  of  the  vine. 
Studious  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
Myfclf  alone  1  feck  to  pleafe.'* 

The  Man  his  pt-rt  conceit  derides, 
And  thus  the  ufclefi»  coxcomb  chides  :  ij* 

**  Hence,  from  that  peach,  that  downy  feat ; 
No  idle  foql  dcfcrves  to  ear. 
Co«ld  you  have  fapp'd  the  blulhing  rind, 
Jind  on  that  pulp  ambrofial  din'd ; 
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Had  notrome  hand,  with  Ikill  and  toil,  '133 

To  raifc  the  tree,  prepar'd  the  foil  ? 

Coniider,  Sot,  what  would  enfue, 

Were  all  fuch  vvorthlefs  things  as  you. 

You  *d  foon  be  forc'd  •  (by  hunger  flung) 

To'  make  your  dirty  meals  on  dung,  149 

On  which  fuch  defpicable  need, 

Unpitied,  is  reduc'd  to  feetl. 

Befides,  vsdn  feliifli  Infcft,  learn, 

(If  you  can  right  and  wrong  difcerrf) 

That  he  who,  Avith  induftrious  zeal,  145 

Contributes  to  the  public  weal, 

By  adding  to  the  common  good, 

His  own  hath  rightly  underftood." 

So  faying,  with  a  fudden  blow 
He  laid  the  noxious  vagrant  low.  150 

Crufti'd  in  his  luxury  and  pride. 
The  fpunger  on  the  publick  dy'd. 

F  A  B  L  E      ly. 

THE  JACKALL,  LEOPARD,   AND  OTUfiR  BI^STS. 

To  a  modern  Politician. 

T  GRANT  corruption  fways  mankind  ; 

•*■  That  intereft,  too,  perverts  the  mind ; 

That  bribes  have  blindejd  common  fenfe, 

Foird  reafon,  truth,  and  eloquence  : 

I  grant  you,  too,  our  prcfent  crimes  l; 

Can  Qi\}X^\  t\\o(e  o^  tovvucr  times. 
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IVgainfl  plain  fa£ls  (hall  I  engage. 

To  vindicate  our  righteous  age  ? 

I  know  that  in  a  modern  fid 

Bribes  in  full  energy  fuhfift.  S« 

Since  then  thefe  arguments  prevail. 

And  itching  palms  are  ftill  fo  frail, 

•Hence  Politicians,  you  fujrgeft. 

Should  drive  the  nail  that  goes  the  bed  1 

That  it  (hows  parts  and  penetration,  15 

To  ply  men  with  the  right  temptation. 

To  this  I  humbly  muft  dillcnt, 
Premifing,  no  reflc6Uon 's- meant. 

Does  juilice  or  the  client's  fcnfe 
Teach  lawyers  either  iide's  defence  ?  %% 

The  fee  gives  eloquence  its  fpirit  1 
That  on^y  is  the  client's  merit. 
Docs  art,  wit,  wifdom,  or  addrefs. 
Obtain  the  proftitutc's  carcfi  ? 
The  guinea  (as  in  other  trades)  25 

From  every  hand  alike  perfuades. 
Man,  Scripture  fays,  is  prone  to  evil; 
But  docs  that  vindicate  the  devil? 
Bcfidcs,  the  more  mankind  arc  prone. 
The  lefs  the  devil's  parts  are  (hown.  3» 

Corruption 's  not  of  modern  date ; 
It  hath  been  try'd  in  every  (late  ; 
'•'Great  knaves  of  old  thcir.powcr  havefcnc'd, 
By  places,  penGons,  bribes,  difpent-'d ; 
By  thefe  they  glory'd  in  fuccefs,  95 

<  And  imyudcQtly  dar^d  cpprtic  j 
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By  thefc  dcfpoticly  they  fway'd, 

And  (laves  extoU'dthe  hand  that  pay'd; 

Kor  parts  nor  genius  were  employ'd,    . 

By  thefc  alone  were  realms  deftrovM.  49 

Now  fee  thefc  wretches  in  difgracc, 
Stript  of  their  treafures,  power,  and  place; 
View  them  abandoned  and  forlorn, 
Expos 'd  to  fuch  reproach  and  fcorn. 
What  now  is  all  your  pride,  your  boaft  ?  45  ' 

Where  arc  your  flaves,  your  flattering  hoft  ? 
What  tongues  now  feed  you  with  npplaufe? 
Where  are  the  champions  of  your  caufc  ? 
Now  cv'n  that  very  fawning  train, 
Which  ihar'd  the  gleanings  of  your  gain,  i^tr 

Prefs  foremoft  who  fhall  firft  accufe 
Your  felfifh  jobbs,  your  paltry  views. 
Your  narrow  fchemes,  your  breach  of  trufl. 
And  want  of  talenrs  to  be  juft. 

What  fools  were  tbcfe'aaiidfl  their  power  !      55 
How  thoughtlefs  of  their  adverfe  hour  f 
What  friends  were  made  ?  A  hireling  herd. 
For  temporary  votes  preferr'd. 
Was  it  thefc  fycophants  to  get, 
Tour  bounty  fwell'd  a  nation's  debt  ?  6« 

You  're  bit :  for  thefc,  like  Swifs,  attend  j 
No  longer  pay,  no  longer  friend. 

The  Lion  is  (beyond  difpute) 
AUow'd  the  moft  majeftic  brute  ; 
His  valour  and  his  generous  mind  i^ 

Prove  him  fupcrior  of  his  kind :  ^  * 

Y«t 
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Yet  to  Jack  alls  (as  'tis  averr'd) 

Some  Lions  have  their  power  transferrM  i 

As  if  the  parts  of  pimps  and  fpies 

To  govern  forefts  could  fuffice.  70 

Once,  ftudious  of  his  private  good, 
A  proud  Jack  all  opprcfsM  the  wood; 
To  cram  his  own  infattate  jaws, 
Invaded  property  and  laws. 

The  forcft  groans  with  difcontcnt,  75 

Frefli  wrongs  the  general  hate  tonicnt. 
The  fprcading  murmurs  reacl^d  his  car^ 
His  Iccrct  hours  were  vex'd  with  fear. 
Night  after  night  fie  weighs  the  cafe. 
And  feels  the  terrors  of  difgrace.  8e 

**  By  friends  (fays  he)  1  *11  guard  my  iicat. 
By  thofe  malicious  tongues  defeat ; 
1  Ml  ftrengthcn  power  by  new  allies, 
And  all  my  clamorous  foes  defpife." 

To  make  the  generous  Ijcafts  his  friends,         85 
fie  cringes,  fawns,  and  condefccnds  ; 
But  thofe  repuls'd  bis  abjeft  court. 
And  fcorn'd  oppreiTion  to  fupport. 
Friends  rouft  be  had.     He  can't  fubfift. 
BrilKS  (hall  new  profdlytes  inlid :  9* 

But  thefc  nought  weighed  in  honed  paws  $ 
For  bril)cs  confefs  a  wicked  caufe : 
Yet  think  not  every  paw  withftands 
What  hath  prevail'd  in  human  hands. 

A  tempting  turoip*s  (ilver  (kin  55 

Drew  a  bafe  Hpg  through  thick  and  th'n  : 

Vol,  II.  M  'ftwi'iA.xx. 
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Bought  with  a  Stag's  delicious  haunch. 
The  mercenary  Wolf  was  ilanch  : 
The  convert  Fox  grew  warm  and  hearty, 
A  pullet  gain'd  him  to  the  party :  f  •• 

The  golden-pippin  in  his  fi'ft, 
A  chattering  Monlcey  join'd  the  lift. 

But  foon,  exposM  to  public  hate. 
The  favourite's  fall  redrcfs'd  the  ftate. 
The  Leopard,  vindicating  light,  105 

Had  brought  his  fecrct  frauds  to  light. 
As  rats,  before  the  manfion  falk, 
Defert  late  hofpitable  walls. 
In  (hoals  xhc  fcrvile  creatures  run. 
To  bow  before  the  rifing  fun.  tt« 

The  Hog  with  warmth  exprefs'd  fits  zca^ 
And  was  for  hanging  thofe  that  fleal  j 
But  hop'd,  though  low,  the  public  hoard 
Might  half  a  turnip  ftill  afford. 
Since  faving  meafurcs  were  profcft,  n^ 

A  lamb's  head  was  the  Wolfs  requeft. 
The  Fox  ftfbmitted,  if  to  touch 
A  gofling  would  be  dccm\l  too  much. 
The  Monkey  thought  his  grin  and  chatter 
Might  aflt  a  nut,  or  fome  fuch  matter.  ito 

*«  Ye  Hirelings  !  hence !  (the  Leopard  cries) 
Your  venal  confciencc  I  defpifc. 
He,  who  tlie  public  good  intends. 
By  bribes  needs  never  purchafe  friends. 
Who  adts  this  jufl,  this  open  part,  415 

Is  propt  by  every  lioncft  heart. 

Corruprion 
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CorruptiOiti  now  too  late  has  fhovv'dy 
That  bribes  sure  always  ill-bedow'd ; 
By  you  your  bubbled  mailer 's  taught, 
Time-feFviiig  tools,  not  friends,  are  boug4it/'  i}m 
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THE  D£G£NERATB  BEES. 

To  the  Rev.  Dr.  Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 

npHOUGH  courts  the  praftice  difallow, 
-*•    A  friend  at  all  limes  I  »11  arow. 
5ln  politics  I  know  'tis  wrong; 
A  friendfliip  may  be  kept  too  bng; 
And  what  they  call  tlw  prudent  part,  ^ 

Is  to  wear  intereft  next  the  heart. 
As  the  times  take  a  different  face, 
-Old  friendfliips  (hould  to  new  give  place. 

I  know,  too,  you  have  many  foes, 
That  owning  you  is  Iharing  thofe;  lo 

That  every  knave  in  every  ftation. 
Of  high  and  low  denomination, 
For  what  you  fpeak,  and  what  you  write. 
Dread  you  at  once,  and  bear  you  fpite. 
Such  freedoms  in  your  works  are  Ihown,  jc 

They  can't  enjoy  what's  not  their  own. 
All  dunces,  too,  in  church  and  (late, 
in  frothy  nonfcnfe  (hew  their  hate  ; 

M  %  Witk 
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With  all  the  petty  fcribbling  crew 
<And  thofc  pert  fots  are  not  a  few),  lo 

*Gainft  you  and  Pop:-  their  envy  fpurt. 
The  bookfcllers  alone  are  hurt. 

Good  Gods !  by  what  a  powerful  race 
^For  blockheads  may  have  power  and  place) 
Are  fcandals  rais'd,  and  libels  writ,  15 

To  prove  j'our  honefty  and  wit ! 
Think  with  yourfjlf :  thofe  wonhy  men, 
"^'ou  know,  have  fufFcr*d  by  your  pen. 
From  them  you  *ve  nothing  but  your  due. 
From  hence,  *tis  plain*  your  friends  are  few,      30 
Except  myfelf,  I  know  of  none, 
Befides  the  wife  and  good  alone. 
To  fet  the  cafe  ip  fairer  light. 
My  Fable  (hall  the  reft  recite. 
Which  (though  unlike  our  prefent  ftatc)  35 

1  for  the  moral's  fake  relate. 

A  Bee  of  cunning,  not  of  parts, 
Luxurious,  negligent  of  arts. 
Rapacious,  arrogant,  and  vain, 
•Greedy  of  power,  but  more  of  gain,  40 

Corruption  fow'd  throughout  the  hive  : 
By  petty  rogues  the  great  ones  thrive. 

As  power  and  wealth  his  views  fupply'd, 
'Twas  fcen  in  overbearing  pride. 
With  him  loud  impudence  had  merit ;  45 

The  Bee  of  confcience  wanted  fpirit  j 
And  thofe  who  followed  honour's  rules 
Were  laugh'd  to  fcom  for  fqucamiih  fools. 

Wealth 
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Wealth  claim'd  diftin6lion,  favour,  grace, 

And  poverty  alone  was  bafe.  ^o 

He  treated  induftry  with  flight, 

Unlefs  he  found  his  profit  by  't. 

Rights,  laws,  and  libertres,  give  wajv 

To  bring  his  felfifli  fclierr  es  in  play» 

The  fwarm  forgot  the  common  to  1,  ^5 

To  (hare  the  gleanings  of  his  fpoil. 

While  vulgar  fouls,  of  narrow  parts, 
Wafte  life  in  low  mechanic  arts, 
Let  us  (fays  he),  to  genius  born, 
JThe  drudgery  of  our  fathers  fcorn.  60 

The  Wafp  and  brone,  you  muft  agree. 
Live  with  more  elegance  than  we. 
Like  gentlemen  they  fport  and  play  j 
No  bufincfs  interrupts  the  Oay  : 
Their  hours  to  luxury  thcv  give,  '    65 

And  nobly  on  thtir  neighbours  live. 
A  ftubborn  Bee,  among  th*^  fwarm, 
With  honcft  ind'gnation  warm, 
Thus  from  his  cell  with  zeal  reply 'd  : 

"  I  flight  thy  frowns,  and  hate  thy  piide,        7^ 
The  laws  our  native  rights  proteflj 
Offending  thee,  I  thofe  refpcft. 
Shall  luxury  corrupt  the  hive. 
And  none  againft  the  torrent  flrive  ? 
Exert  the  honour  of  your  race  j  75 

He  builds  his  r,fe  on  your  difgrace, 
* Tis  induftry  our  ftate  maintains  ; 
'Twas  honefl  toil  and  honcfl  gains 

M  3  "^^^^^ 
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That  rais'd  our  fires  to  power  and  fame^. 

Be  virtuous ;  fave  yourfelves  from  fharoe.  1^ 

Know  that,  in  felfilh  ends  purfuing^ 

Tou  fcramble.for  the  public  ruin." 

He  fpoke ;  and,  from  his  cell  difmifsMi 
Was  infolcntly  fcofiPd  and  hifs'd. 
With  him  a  friend  or  two  refign'd;  t$. 

Dtfdaining  the  degenerate  kind. 

"  Thcfe  Drones  (lays  he),  thefe  ]nfe6b  vile,_ 
(I  treat  them  in  their  proper  ftyle) 
!May  for  a  time  opprefs  the  A'ate  c 
They  own  our  virtue  by  their  hate  {  ^ 

By  that  our  merits  they  reveal. 
And  recommend  our  public  zeal  f 
Difgrac*d  by  this  corrupted  crew, 
We  're  honoured  by  the  virtuous  few* 


FABLE     XL 

THB  PACK-HORSB  AND  THE  CARRIBR, 

To  a  young  Nobleman. 

TIE  GIN,  my  Lord,  in  early  youth, 

•^^  To  fuflfer,  nay,  encourage,  truth  s 

And  blame  me  not  for  difrefpeS, 

If  I  the  flatterer's  ftyle  itjeft  $ 

With  that,  by  menial  tongues  fuppTy*d,  t 

You  *rc  daiV^  cocto'd  up  in  pride. 

The 
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The  tree 's  diftinguilh'd  by  the  fruit. 
Be  virtue  then  your  firft  purfuit  | 
Cet  your  great  anceftors  in  view. 
Like  them  defjerve  the  title  too  i  10 

Like  them  ignoble  a£iions  fcorn  j 
Let  vinue  prove  you  greatly  born. 

Though  with  lefs  plate  tlieir  fide-board  ihone. 
Their  confcience  always  was  their  own ; 
They  ne'er  at  levees  meanly  fawn'd,  15 

Nor  was  their  honour  yearly  pawn*d ; 
Their  hands,  by  no  corruption  flaih'd^ 
The  minifterial  bribe  difdain'd ; 
They  fcrv'd  the  crown  with  loyal"  aeal'» 
Yet,  jealous  of  the  public  weal,  2« 

They  ftood  the  bulwark  of  our  laws, 
And  wore  at  heart  their  country's  caufei 
By  neitiicr  place  or  penfion  bought. 
They  fpoke  and  voted  as  they  thought. 
Thus  did  your  (ires  adorn  their  feat }  25 

And  fuch  alone  are  truly  great. 

If  you  the  paths  of  learning  flight. 
You  're  but  a  dunce  in  flirongcr  liglit. 
Xn  foremofl  rank  the  coward  plac'd,. 
Is  more  coofpicuoufly  difgrac'd-  ^^ 

If  you,  to  ferve  a  paltry  end, 
To  knavifii  jolibs  can  condefcend,^ 
We  pay  you  the  contempt  that 's  due  ;• 
In  that  you  have  precedence  too. 

Whence  had  you  this  illuftrious  name  ^  3^ 

From  virtue  and  unblemifh'd  fame.. 

M  4'  ^'^ 
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By  birth  the  name  alone  ckfcencls; 

Your  honour  on  yourfelf  depends : 

Think  not  your  coronet  can  hide 

AlTuming  ignorance  and  pride«  ^.o 

Learning  by  fhidy  mud  be  won ; 

* Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  fon  to  fon» 

Superior  wonh  your  rank  requires  ; 

For  that  mankind  reveres  your  fires : 

If  you  degenerate  from  your  race,  4^ 

Their  merits  heighten  your  difgrace, 

A  Cariicr,  every  night  and  mom> 
Would  fee  his  horfes  eat  their  corn  : 
This  funk  the  hoftler's  vails,  'tis  true; 
But  then  liis  horfes  had  their  due.  ro 

Were  we  fo  cautious  in  all  cafes, 
Small  gain  would  rife  from  greater  places.. 

The  mangur  now  had  all  its  mcafurc  ; 
He  heard  the  grinding  teeth  with  pleafurc ; 
When  all  at  once  confufion  rung  ;  ee 

They  fnortcd,  joillcd,  bit,  and  flung.. 
A  P2ck-horfc  turnM  his  head  afidc, 
Foaming,  his  cyc-balls  fwcll'd  with  pride, 

*•  Good  Gods !   (fays  he)  bow  hard  's  ray  lot  ? 
Is  then  my  high  dcfctnt  forgot  ?  6o 

Reduc'd  to  drudge rj  and  difgrace 
(A  life  unworthy  of  my  race), 
Muft  I,  too,  bear  the  vile  attacks  • 
Of  lagged  fcrubs  and  vulgar  hacks  ? 
'  See  fcur\7  Roan,  that  brute  ill-bred,  65 

Dares  fiom  the  manger  thruft  my  head  ! 

Shair 
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Shall  I,  who  boaft  a  noble  linej 
On  otfals  of  thefc  creatures  dmc  ? 
Kicked  by  old  Ball  I  fo  mean  a  foe  I 
'  My  honour  futfers  by  the  blow.  -70 

Newmarket  fpeaks  my  grandfire's  fame  j 
All  jockeys  ftill  revere  his  name  .- 
There,  yearl}>  are  his  trivun^jhs  tqld. 
There  all  his  mafly  plates  enroll'd. 
Whene'er  led  forth  upon  the  plftn^  75 

You  faw  him  with  a  livery  train  f 
Returning,  too,  with  laurels  crown'd, 
You  heard  tlie. drums  and  trumpets  found* 
Let  it  tl^en^  Sir,  be  underdood, 
Refpe6l  's  my  due,  for  I  have  blood."  80^ 

"  Vain-glorious  fool !  (the  Carrier  cry'd) 
Refpcft  was  never  paid  to  pride;, 
Know  *twas  thy  giddy  wilful  heart 
Reduced  thee  to  this  (lavUh  part. 
Did  not  thy  headftrong  youth  difdaini  :l5? 

To  learn  the  conduct  of  the  rein  } 
I'hus  coxcombs,  blind  to  real  merit. 
In  vicious  frolics  fancy  fpirit. 
What  is 't  to  me  by  whom  begot,.  * 

Thou  redive,  pert,  conceited  fot?  ^9 

Your  fires  I  reverence ;  'tis  their  due  t 
But,  worthlcfs  fool,  what  *s  that  to  you  ? 
Afk  all  the  Carriers  on  the  road. 
They  '11  fay,  thy  keeping 's  ill  beflow'd  ; 
Then  vaunt  no  more  thy  noble  race^  f^ 

That  neither  mends  thy  Arength  or  pace. 
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What  profits  me  thy  boaft  of  blood  ? 
An  afs  hath  more  intrinfic  good. 
By  outward  ibow  let  *s  not  be  cheated ; 
'  An  afs  fhould  like  an  af&  be  treated."  !••- 


FABLE     Xlf- 

PAN  AND  FORTUNB. 

To  a  yeting.Heir.- 

QOON  as  your  father's  death  was  known>- 

*^  (As  if  th*  eftate  had  been  their  own) 

The  gatnelVcrs  outwardly  exprcft 

The- decent  joy  within  your  breaft. 

So  lavifli  in  your  praife  tlicy  grew,  5 

As  fpoke  their  certain  hopes  in  you. 

One  counts  your  income  of  the  year. 
How  much  in  ready  money  clear. 

*•  No  houfe,  fays  he,  is  more  complete-; 
The  garden^s  elegant  and  great.    ^  10 

How  fine  the  park  around  it  lies  I 
The  timber 's  of  a  noble  fize. 
Then  count  his  jewels  and  his  plate. 
Btiides,  'tis  no  entaiPd  eflate. 
If  cafh  run.  lew,  his  lands  in  fee  1.5 

Are,  or  for  fale  or  mortgage,  free." 

Thus  they,  befare  you  threw  the  main) 
Secoi  to  antieipate  their  gain. 

Would 
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T^^'ouldiyouy  when  thieves  are  known  abroad,. 
Bring  forth  y«ur  treafures  in  the  road  ?  «• 

Would' not  the  fbol  abet  the  ilealth. 
Who  raflily  thvs  expos'd  his  wealth  ? 
Yet  this  you.doy  whene'er  you  play 
Among  the  gentlemen  of  prey. 

Could  fooli  to  keep  their  own  contrive,  25 

On  what,  on  whom,  could  gamefters  thrive  ? 
Is  it  in  charity  you^gamc, 
To  fave  your  worthy  gang  from  ihame } 
Unlefs  you  fumilh'd  daily  bread. 
Which  way  could  idlenefs  be  fed  ?  3* 

Could  thefe  profeflbrs  of  deceit. 
Within  the  law  no -longer  cheat, 
They  muil  run  bolder. rtfks  for  pray,- 
And  flrip  the  traveller  on  the  way. 
Thus  in  your  annual  renu  they,  ilure,  35 

And  'fcape  the  noofe  from  year  to  year*. 

Coniider,  ere  you  make  the  bett. 
That  fum  might  crofs  your  uylor's  debc 
When  you. the  pilfering  rattle  ihake. 
Is  not  your  honour,  too,  at  ftake  ?  4^^ 

Muft  you  not  by  mean  lyes  evade 
To-movrow*s  duns  from  every  trade? 
By  promifes  fo  often  paid. 
Is  yet  your  taylor's  bill  defrayed  ? 
Mud  you  iwt  pitifully  fawn  45 

To  have  your  butcher's  writ  withdrawn  t 
This  mud  be  ilone.    In  debu  of  play. 
Your  honour  fuflfcrs  no  delay : 


Kfii^ 
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And  not  tlus  year*s  and  next  year's  rent 
'  The  Tons  of  rapine  can  content.      •  50 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 
KOatcs  difmember'dy  mortgaged,  fold  I 
Their  owr.crs  now,  to  gaols  coofin'dy 
Show  ec|ual  povcty  of  mind. 
Some,  who  the  fpoil  of  knaves  were  made,         55 
Too  late  attempt  to  learn  their  trader  ^ 

Some,  for  the  folly  of  one  hour. 
Become  the  dirty  tools  of  power; 
And,  with  the  mercenary  lift, 
'  Upon  court-charity  fu'd ft.  69 

You'll  find  at  Uft  this  maxim  true. 
Fools  are  the  game  wliich  knaves  purfue. 

The  fore  ft  (a  whole  century's  flxadc) 
Muft  be  one  waftcful  ruin  made : 
Iso  mercy  's  (hewn  to  ai';e  or  kind  ;  65 

The  general  malfacre  is  fign'd. 
The  paik,  too,  ihares  the  dpeadful  fate. 
For  duns  gnow  louder  at  the  gate. 
Stern  cluwii6,  obedient  to  the  'fquire, 
*  ••    (What  will  not  barbarous  Iwnds  for  liirc  ?)         70 
With  brawny  arms  repeat  tlie  ftroke  5 
FaU'n  arc  the  elm  and  reverend  oak. 
Through  the  long  wood  loud  axes  found. 
And  Eeho  groans  with  every  wound. 

To  fee  the  dtfolation  fprcad,  75 

Pan  drops  a  tear,  and  hangs  his  head  : 
His  bofom  now  with  fury  burn*; 
BcncaiVi  Kvs  V\Qoi  ^iftfc  ^vi*:  \\t  Ojurcs- 
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Cards,  too,  in  pccvifli  paflion  torn, 

The  fport  of  whirling  winds  are  borne.  80 

**  To  f nails  Inveterate  hate  I  bear, 
Who  fpoil  the  verdure  of  the  year  5 
The  caterpillar  I  dereft, 
The  blooming  Spring's  voracious  pert  ; 
The  locuft,  too,  v/hofe  ravenous  band  S5 

Spreads  fudden  famine  o'er  the  land.* 
But  what  are  thefe  ?  the  dice's  throw 
At  once  hath  laid  a  fnrefl  low. 
The  cards  are  dealt,  the  })et  is  made. 
And  the  wide  park  hath  lod  its  fhade.  ^o 

Thus  is  my  kingdom's  pride  defac'd. 
And  all  its  antient  glories  wafte. 
All  this  (he  cries)  is  Fortune's  doing: 
* Tis  thus  (he  meditates  my  ruin. 
By  Fortune,  that  falfe,  fickle  jade,  95 

jVlore  havock  in  one  hour  is  made, 
Than  all  the  hungry  inre6^  race. 
Combined,  can  in  an  age  deface." 

Fortune,  by  chance,  who  near  him  pad. 
Overheard  the  vile  afperfion  caft.  100 

"  Why,  Pan,  (fays  (he)  what's  all  tliis  rant? 
*Tis  every  country-bubble's  cant. 
Ami  the  patronefs  of  vice  > 
Is 't  I  who  cog  or  palm  the  dice  } 
Did  I  the  (huffling  art  reveal,  105 

To  mark  the  cards,  or  range  the  deal  ? 
In  all  th'  employments  men  purfae, 
I  mind  the  kaft  what  gamelUrs  dow 
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There  may  (if  coraputarion's  juft) 

One  now  and  then  my  conduct  trufl.  it9 

I  blame  the  fool,  for  what  can  I, 

When  ninety^nioe  my, power  dufyi 

Thcfe  truft  alone  their  fingcrs'ends, 
*    And  not  one  (lake  on  me  depends. 

Whene'er  the  gaming-board  is  fct,  T15 

Two  clafTes  of  'mankind  are  met  | 

But,  if  we  count  the  greedy  race. 

The  knaves  fill  up  the  greater  fpace. 

'Tis  a  grofs  error  held  in  fchools, 

That  Fortune,  always  favours  fools,  4X« 

In  play  it  never  beai:s  difpuie ; 

That  do^rine  thefc  fell'd  oaks  confute. 

Then  why  to  me  fuch  rancour  ihow  ? 

'Tis  Folly,  Pan,  that  is  thy  foe. 

By  me  liis  late  eflate  he  won,  125 

But  he  by  Folly  was  undone.^ 

FABLE      Xril. 

"PLUTUS,  CUPID,   AND  TIATS. 

OF  all  the  burthens  man  muft  bear. 
Time  feems  jnoft  galling  and  fever* : 
Beneath  this  grievous  load  opprcfii'd. 
We  daily  mtet  fome  friend  dirtreiVd. 

"  What  can  one  do  ?  I  rofc  at  nine  5  5 

'Tis  full  fix  hourii  before  we  tliue : 

Six 
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>Six  hours  !  no  earthly  thing  to  do  ! 
Would  1  had  doz*d  in  bed  till  two  I" 

A  pamphlet  is  before  him  fpread. 
And  almofl  half  a  page  is  read;  :f# 

Tir^  with  the  ftudy  of  the  day. 
The  fluttcring*lhects  are  tdfj»'d  away. 
He  opes  his'fnuf^^box,  liums  «n  air, 
,    Then  yawns,  and -flretches 'in  his  chair. 

**  Not  twenty,  by  the  minute-hcind  I  15 

Good  Gods,  fays  he,  my  watch  mud  ftand  ! 
How  muddling  'tis  on  books  to  pore  ! 
I  thought  I  'ad  read  tn  hour  or  more. 
The  monitiigy't>f  all  hours,  I  hate. 
One  can't  contrivib-to  rife  too  late.^  «0 

To  make  the  minutes  fafler  run. 
Then,  'too,  his  tirdbme-felf  to  fhun, 
To  the  noKt^oifee-houfe  he  fpeeds, 
Takes  up  the  ii«W8»  fome  fcrapt  he  mds* 
Sauntering,  finom  ehatr  to  chair  he  trails;       .    4(5 
Now  drinks  his  tea,  now  bites  liis  nails. 
He  ffnes  a  partner  of  his  woe; 
By  chat  afflidions  l^ter  grow ; 
£ach  other's  gncT«nces  they  ihsre. 
And  thus  their  dreadful  hours  compaw.  3^ 

Says  Tom,  ^  Since  all  men  muft  confefs. 
That  Time  lies  heavy,  more  or  lefs. 
Why  ihould  it  befo  hard  to  get, 
Till  tA*'o,  a  party  at  Piquet? 
Play  might  relieve  the  lagging  mom  :  35 

By  cards  long.wintery  nights  are  boma 

7  yy^e^. 
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I>oes  not  Quadrille  amufe  the  fair. 

Night  after  night,  throughout  the  year  ? 

Vapours  and  fpleen  forgot,  at  pky 

They  cheat  uncounted  hours  away."  4* 

*'  My  cafe,  fays  Will,  then  muft  "be  hard. 
By  want  of  iktil  from  play  debarred. 
Courtiers  kill  time  by  various  ways  i 
Dependence  wears  cut  half  their  days. 
How  happy  thefe,  wliofe  time  ne'er  {lands  !        45 
Attendance  takes  it  oflf  their  hands. 
Were  it  not  for  this  curfcd  fhower, 
The  Park  luid  wil'd  away  an  hour. 
At  court,  without  or  place  or  view> 
1  daily  lofe  an  hour  or  two :  50 

It  fully  anfwers  my  deiign, 
%Vhen  I  have  pickM  up  friends  to  dine ; 
The  tavern  makes  our  burden  light ; 
Wine  puts  our  time  and  care  to  flight. 
At  fix  (hard  cafe  !)  they  call  to  pay.  55 

Where  can  one  go  ?  I  hate  the  playv 
From  Cix  till  ten  I  unlefs  in  ileep. 
One  cannot  fpend  the  hours  fo  cheap. 
The  comedy  *s  no  fooner  done^ 
But  fome  aifembly  is  begun ;  .  .      4^ 

Loitering  from  room  to  room  I  (bay, 
Converfc,  but  nothing  hear  or  fay  : 
Quite  tir'd,  from  fair  to  fair  I  roam. 
So  foon !  I  dread  the  thoughts  of  home. 
From  thence,  to  quicken  flow-pac^d  night,  -65 

Again  my.  tav  em-friends  invite : 

%  Here, 
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Here,  tcX),  our  early  mocnings  pafs, 
'J  ill  drowfy  deep  retard  the  glafs," 

Thus  th^y  their  wretched  life  betnoati, 
lAnd  make  each  other's  cafe  their  owb.  79 

Conlider,  friends,  no  hour  rolls  on 
But  fomething  of  your  grief  is  gone. 
Were  you  to  fchemes  of  bufinefs  bred, 
Did  you  the  paths  of  learning  tread, 
Your  hours,  yourdays,  would  fly  too  faft ;         75 
You  'd  then  regret  the  minute  pad. 
Time  's  fugitive  and  light  as  wind  ; 
'Tis.  indolence  that  clogs  your  mind  r 
That  load  from  off  >our  fpirits  ilrake. 
You  Ml  own,  and  grieve  for,  your  miflake.  So 

A  while  yoyr  thougUtlcfs  fpleen  fufpcnd. 
Then  read,  and  (if  you  can)  attend. 

A«  Plutus,  to  divert  his  care, 
VValk'd  forth  one  morn  to  take  the  air, 
Cupid  o'ertook  his  (Irutting  pace.  Z^ 

Each  flar'd  upon  the  ftrangcr's  face. 
Till  recolledion  fet  them  right. 
For  each  knew  th'  other  but  by  fight. 
After  fome  complimental  talk, 
Time  met  them,  bow*d,  and  join'd  their  walk.    90 
Their  chat  on  various  fubjcfts  ran, 
But  mofl,  what  each  had  done  for  man. 
Plutus  alTumci.  a  haughty  air, 
Juft  like  our  purfe- proud  fellows  here. 

*•  Let  kin^s,  fays  he,  ler  cobblers  tell,  95 

W'hofc  j^ltts  among  mankind  excel. 

Vol.  11.  N  CvixvS\^tx 
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ConHder  courts  $  what  draws  their  tndnf 
Think  you  'tis  loyalty  or  gain } 
"i  hat  flatefman  hath  the  ftrongeft  hold, 
^hofe  tool  of  politics  is  gold ;  CO* 

By  that,  in  former  reigns,  'tis  faid. 
The  knave  in  power  hath  fenates  led : 
3y  that  alone  he  fway'd  debates, 
KnricliM  himfelf,  and  beggarM  dates. 
.  Tfiigo  your  boaft.     You  muft  conclude,  105 

'I'hat  's  mod  cdcem'd  that 's  moft  purfucd. 
Think,  too,  in  what  a  woeful  plight 
That  wretch  muft  live  whofe  pocket  *s  light* 
Arc  not  his  houps  by  want  depreft  ? 
Penurious  care  corrodes  his  breaiL  mo 

Without  refpe6t:,  or  love,  or  friends^ 
His  folitary  day  defcends." 

"  You  might,  fays  Cupid,  doubt  my  parts. 
My  knowledge,  too,  in  human  hearts, 
Should  I  the  power  of  gold  difpute,  1115 

Which  great  examples  might  confute. 
1  know,  when  nothing  clfe  prevails, 
Perfuafive  money  feldom  fails ; 
That  beauty,  too,  (like  other  wares) 
Its  price,  as  well  as  conscience,  bears.  a  so 

Then  marriage  (as  of  late  profeft) 
Is  but  a  money-jobb  at  bcft. 
Confent,  compliance,  may  be  fold ; 
But  love  's  beyond  the  price  of  gold. 
Smugglers  there  are,  who,  by  retail,  115 

iLxpofe  what  they  call  Love  to  fale ; 

Such 
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^uch  bargams  are  an  arrant  cheat : 

You  purchaifi  flattery  and  deceit. 

Thofc  who  true  love  have  ever  try'd 

(The  common  cares  of  life  fupply'd)  i%9 

No  wants  endure,  no  wiihes  make. 

But  every  real  joy  partake. 

All  comfort  on  thcmfelvcs  depends ; 

They  want  nor  power,  nor  weakh^  nor  friends. 

Love,  then,  hath  every  blifs  in  ftore;  jjj 

'Tis  friendflup,  and  'tis  fomcthing  moro, 

Each  other  every  wiQi  they  give  : 

Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  live." 

Or  love,  or  money,  (Time  rcply'd) 
Were  men  the  queftion  to  decide,  140 

'Would  bear  the  prize  :  on  both  intent, 
My  boon  *s  neglcdled  or  mif-fpcnt. 
'Tis  I  who  meafurc  viul  fpacc, 
And  deal  out  years  to  liumaa  race. 
Though  little  prized,  and  fcldom  fought,  145 

Without  me  love  and  gold  are  nought. 
How  does  tlie  mrfer  time  employ  ? 
Did  I  e'er  fee  him  lift  enjoy  ? 
By  me  forfook,  the  hoards  he  won 
Are  fcattcr'd  by  his  lavifli  fon.  15a 

By  me  all  ufeful  arts  are  gain'd  ; 
Wealth,  learning,  wifdoni,  is  attained. 
Who  then  would  think  (fince  fuch  my  power) 
That  e'er  I  knew  an  idle  hour  ? 
So  fubtle  and  fo  fwift  I  fly,  X55 

Love  's  not  more  fugitive  than  L 

N  z  ^NVa 
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Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 
Of  daysy  months,  years,  roif-fpent  in  vain } 
For  time  mifus'd  they  pine  and  waile. 
And  love's  fweet  pleafures  never  talle.  r6« 

Thofe  who  direft  their  time  aright, 
If  love  or  wealth  their  hopes  excite. 
In  each  purfuit.fit  hours  employed, 
And  both  by  time  have  been  enjoy 'd, 
-  How  heedlefs  then  are  mortals  grown  !  1165 

How  little  is  their  interefl  known  I 
In  every  view  they  ought  to  mind  me. 
For,  when  once  loft,  they  never  find  me," 
He  fpoke.    The  gods  no  more  conceft. 
And  his  fuperior  gift  confeft,  170 

That  Time  (when  truly  underftood) 
Is  the  moit  precious  earthly  good. 


FABLE      XIV. 

THE  OWL,  THE  SWAN,  THE  CQCK,  THE  SPIDEH, 
THE  ASS,  AND  THE  FARMER. 

*     To  a  Mother. 

CONVERSING  with  yourfprightly  boys, 
^^  Your  eyes  have  fpoke  the  Mother's  joys. 
With  what  delight  I  *ve  heard  you  quote 
Their  fayings  in  imperfe£^  note  ! 

I  grant,  in  body  and  in  mind  5 

Nature  appears  |>rofufcly  kind. 

Truft 
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Truft  not  to  that.    A€t  you  your  pirt ; 

Imprint  juft  morals  on  their  heart; 

Jmpanially  their  talents  fcant 

Juft  education  forms  the  roan.  lO 

Perhaps  (their  genius  yet  unknown) 
Each  lot  of  life  's  already  thrown ; 
That  this  (hall  plead,  the  next  Ihall  fight» 
The  laft  aflTcit  the  church's  right. 
J  ccnfure  not  the  fond  intent ;  .15 

But  how  precarious  is  th*  event  1 
By  talents  roifapply'd  and  croft, 
Coniider,  all  your  fons  are  16ft. 

One  day  (the  tale  's  by  Martial  penn'd) 
A  father  thus  addrefs'd  his  friend  t  «• 

"  To  train  my  boy,  and  call  forth  fenfe. 
You  know  I  've  ftuck  at  no  expence ; 
I  've  try'd  him  in  the  fcveral  arts ; 
(The  lad,  no  doubt,  hath  latent  parts) 
Yet,  trying  all,  he  nothing  knows,  35 

But,  crab-like,  rather  backward  goes. 
Teach  me  what  yet  remains  undone  1 
'Tis  your  advice  fliall  fix  my  fon." 

"  Sir,  fays  the  friend,  I  've  weigh'd  the  matter ; 
Excufe  mc,  for  J  fco:n  to  flatter  :  .30 

Make  him  (nor  think  his  genius  checkt) 
A  herald  or  an  archite£t'' 

Perhaps  (as  commonly  'tis  known) 
He  heard  th'  advice,  and  took  his  own. 

The  boy  wants  wit^   he  's  fent  to  fchoofy         55 
Where  learning  but  improves  the  fooL 
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The  college  next  muft  give  him  parts. 

And  cram  him  with  the  liberal  ans. 

Whether  he  blunders  at  the  bar, 

Or  oM^s  his  infamy  to  war ;  4^ 

Or  if  by  licence  or  degree 

The  fexton  (hare  the  dolor's  fee  |. 

Or  from  the  pulpit  by  the  hour 

He  weekly  floods  of  nonfcnfe  pour  5 

We  find  (th'  intent  of  Nature  foil'd)  45 

A  uylor  or  a  butcher  fpoil'd. 

Thus  minifters  have  royal  boons 
Conferred  on  blockheads  and  buffoons : 
In  fpite  of  nature,  merit,  wit. 
Their  friends  for  every  poft  were  fit,  50 

But  now  let  every  Mufe  confefs 
That  merit  finds  its  due  fuccefs. 
Th'  examples  of  our  days  regard  j 
Where  *s  virtue  feen  without  reward  ? 
l)i{\ingui(h'd  and  in  place  you  find  5^ 

Dcfert  and  wonh  of  every  kind. 
Survey  the  reverend  bench,  and  fee 
Religion,  learning,  piety  : 
I'he  patron,  ere  be  recommends. 
Sees  his  own  image  in  his  friend's*  69 

Is  honefty  difgrac'd  and  poor? 
What  is  *t  to  us  what  was  before  ? 

We  all  of  limes  corrupt  have  heard, 
When  paltry  minions  were  preferr'd ; 
When  all  great  offices,  by  dozens,        •  65 

Were  HVd  by  brothers t  fons^  and  coufins. 

What 
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What  matter  ignorance  and  pride  ? 

The  man  was  happily  ally'd. 

Provided  that  his  clerk  was  goody 

What  though  he  nothing  underAood  ?  70 

hi  church  and  ilate  the  ferry  race 

Grew  more  confpicuous  fools  in  place. 

Such  headsy  a»  then  a  treaty  made, 

Nad  bungled  in  the  cobbler's  trade. 

Confider,  Patrons,  that  fuch  elves  •  75 

Expofe  your  fo^y  with  themfelves. 
'Tis  yours,  as  'tis  the  parent's  care. 
To  fix  each  genius  in  its  fphere. 
Your  partial  hand  can  wealth  difpeni^ 
But  never  give  a  blockhead  fenfe.  80 

An  Owl  of  magifterial  air, 
Of  folemn  voice,  of  brow  auftcrc,. 
AiTum'd  the  pride  of  human  race, 
And  bore  his  wifdom  in  his  face ; 
Not  to  depreciate  learned  eyes,  85 

I  've  feen  a  pedant  look  as  wife. 

Within  a  barn,  from  noife  rctir'd,- 
He  fcorn'd  the  world,  himfelf  admired  j 
And,  like  an  ancient  fage,  conceal'd 
The  follies  public  life  reveal'd.  90 

Philofophers  of  old,  he  read. 
Their  country's  youth  to  fcience  bred. 
Their  manners  form'd  for  every  (latioo. 
And  dedin'd  each  his  occupation. 
When  Xenophon,  by  numbers  brav'd^  95 

Retreated,  and  a  people  fav'd, 

N  4  Twx 
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That  laurel  was  not  all  his  own; 
The  plant  by  Socrates  was  fown. 
To  Ariftotle's  greater  name 
'"The  Macetlonian  ow*d  liis  fame*  ioo- 

Tli*  Athenian  bird,  with  pride  replete. 
Their  talents  equal'd  in  conceit. 
And,  copying  the  Socratic  role, 
Set  lip  for  mafler  of  a  fchool. 
Dogmatic  jargon  learnt  by  hearty  J05 

Trite  fentenccs,  hard  terms  of  art, 
To  vulgar  cars  fcem'd  fo  profound. 
They  fancy'd  learning  in  the  found. 

The  fchool  had  fame  ;  the  crowded  place 
With  pupils  fwarmM  of  every  race.  1 10 

With  theftf  the  Swan's  maternal  care 
Had  fent  her  fcarce-fledg'd  cygnet  heir : 
The  Hen  (though  fond  and  loath  to  part)- 
Here  lodg*d  the  darling  of  her  heart : 
The  Spider,  of  mechanic  kind,  ii^ 

Afpir'd  to  fcience  more  rerin'd  : 
Tlie  Afs  learnt  metaphors  and  tropes, 
Uut  mofi  on  mufic  tix'd  his  hopes. 

The  pupils  now,  advanc'd  in  age, 
Were  caird  to  tread  life's  bufv  ftage  ;  120 

And  to  the  Mafier  'twas  fubmittcd, 
That  each  mii^ht  to  his  part  be  fitted. 

"  The  Swan,  fays  he,  in  arms  fiiall  fliinc  j 
The  foldier's  glorious  toil  he  thine. 

The  Cock  fliall  mighty  wealth  attain  :  115 

Go,  feck  k  orv  tV\c  ftorray  main. 

The 
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The  court  ihall  be  the  Spider's  fphcrc  ? 
Power,  fortune,  ihall  reward  him.  there. 

In  mufic's  art,  the  Afs's  fame 
Shall  emulate  Corelli's  name."  ijb^ 

Each  took  the  part  that  he  advis'd. 
And  all  were  equally  defpis'd. 
A  Farmer,  at  his  folly  mov*d, 
The  dull  Pfcccptor  thus  reprovM. 

"  Blockhead,  fays  he,  by  what  you  *vc  done,  135 
One  would  have  thought  them  each  your  font 
For  parents,  to  their  offspring  blind> 
Confult  nor  parts  nor  turn  of  mind. 
But  ev'n  in  infancy  decree 

What  this,  what  thf  otherfoa  ihall  be.  140 

Had  you  with  judgement  weigh'd  the  ctfe>. 
Their  genius  thus  had  fix'd  theip  place : 
The  Swaa  had  learnt  the  failor's  art| 
The  Cock  had  play'd  the  foldter's  part  | 
The  Spider  in  the  weaver's  trade  145 

Witli  credit  had  a  fortune  made ; 
But  for  the  foal,  in  every  clafs, 
U'hc  blockhead  had  appcar'd  an  Afs." 


FABLE 
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FABLE     XV. 

VHE  COOK-MAID^  THE  TURNSPIT,. AlfO  TH«  OX^ 

To  a  poor  Man. 

/CONSIDER  man  in  every  fphere, 
^^  Then  tell  me,  is  your  lot  fevcre  ? 
'Tis  murmur»  diftontent,  diftrufl:. 
That  makes  you  wretched.    God  is  juil., 
"*  I  grant,  the  hungry  muft  be  fed,  5 

That  toil,  too,  earns  thy  daily  bread. 
What  then?  Thy  wants  are  feen  and  known ;' 
But  every  mortal  fieels  his  own. 
We  *rc  born  areiUefs,  needy  crew: 
Shew  me  the  happier  man  than  you.  i-o 

Adam,  though  bled  above  his  kind^ 
For  want  of  focial  woman  pin'd. 
Eve's  wants  the  fubde  ferpent  faw, 
Her  fickle  tafte  tranfgreis'd  the  law : 
Thus  fell  our  fire  j  and  their  difgracc  15 

The  curfe  entail'd  on  human^-ace. 

When  Philip's  fon,  by  glory  led. 
Had  o'er  the  globe  his  empire  fpread  i 
When  altars  to  his  name  were  drefs'd ; 
That  he  was  man,  his  tears  confefs'd.  to 

The  hopes  of  avarice  are  check'd  : 
The  proud  man  always  wants  refpe61:. 
What  various  wants  on  power  attend  ! 
Ambition  never  gains  its  end. 

%  Wlio 


FA  B  L  £  S.     Part  IL  i«7 

Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain  t5. 

Of  furfeits  and  corporeal  pain  ? 

He,  barr'd  from  every  ufe  of  wealth, 

Envies  the  pIoughman*s  ftrength  and  health. 

Another,  in  a  beauteous  vi^ife 

Finds  all  the  miferies  of  life  t  *  30 

Domeflic  jars  and  jealous  fear 

Imbitter  all  his  days  with  care. 

This  wants  an  heir ;  the  line  is  loft  t- 

Why  was  that  vtin  entail  engroft } 

Canfl  thou  difcern  another's  mind  f  ^^^ 

What  is  't  you  envy  ?  Envy 's  blind* 

Tell  Envy,  when  fke  would  annoy. 

That  thoufands  want  what  you  enjoy. 

*♦  The  dinner  muft  be  djih*d  at  one.. 
Where  's  this  vexatious  Tumfpit  gone  f  40 

Unlcfs  the  ikulking  Cur  is  caught 
The  furloin's  fpoilt,  and  I  'm  in  fault.'* 

Thus  faid,  (for  fore  you  '11  think  it  fit 
That  I  tiie  Cook-maid's  oaths  omit) 
With  all  the  fury  of  a  cook,  45 

Her  cooler  kitchen  Nan  forfook : 
The  broom  (lick  o'er  her  head  ihe  waves  f 
She  fweats,  (he  (lamps,  ike  puflliy  ihe  raveti- 
The  fneaking  Cur  before  her  flies  1 
She  whidles,  calls ;  fair  fpeech  ihe  tries.  jf^ 

Tliefe  nought  avail.    Her  choler  bums  | 
The  fid  and  cudgel  threat  by  turns. 
With  hafly  (faride  ihe  prefles  aear ; 
He  (links  tloof,  and  howls  with  feai; 
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"  Was»cvcr  Cur  fo  curs*d  !  (he  cry'd).  55 

What  flar  did  at  my  birth  prefide  ! 

Am  I  for  life  by  compa£l  bound 

To  tread  the  wheel's  eternal  round  h 

Inglorious  talk  !  of  all  our  race 
»'   No  flave  is  half  fo  mean  and  bafci.  60 

Had  Fate  a  kinder  lot  afRgn'd, 

And  forra'd  me  of  the  lap-dog  kind, 

I  then,  in  higher  life  employed. 

Had  indolence  and  eafe  enjoyed  $ 
•    And,  like  a  gentleman,  cared,  65 

Had  been  tbe  lady's  favourite  gueft  : 

Or  were  I  fprung  from  fpanicl  line. 

Was  his  fagacious  noftril  mine. 

By  me,  their  never-jcrring  guide, 
i  -from  wood  and  plain  their  feafts  fupply'd,  70 

Knights,  'fquires,  attendant  on  my  pace. 

Had  ihai''d  the  pleasures  of  the  chace. 

Endued  with  native  flrength  and  fire, 

Why  call'd  I  not  the  lion  fire  ? 

A  lion  !  fuch  mean  views  I  fcorn  :  75 

Why  was  I  not  of  woman  born  ? 

Who  dares  with  reafon*s  power  contend  ? 

On  man  we  brutal  (laves  depend  : 

To  him  all  creatures  tribute  pay, 
f  l^nd  luxury  employs  his  day."  8« 

An  Q^  by  chance  o'erheard  his  moan, 

And  thus  rebuk'd  the  lazy  drone.     - 
"  Dare  you  at  partial  Fate  repine  ? 

How  kind  *9  your  lot  compared  with  mine ! 

Decrecil 
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Decreed  to  toil,  the  barbarous  knife  85 

Hath  fever M  me  from  focial  life ; 

Urg'cl  by  the  flimnlating  goad, 

1  drag  the  cumbrous  waggon's  load : 

'Tis  mine  to  tame  the  flubborn  plain, 

Break  the  Aiff  foil,  and  houfe  the  grain  :  90 

Yet  I  withottt  a  murmur  bear 

The  various  labours  of  the  year. 

But  then,  confider,  that  one  day 

(Perhaps  the  hour  *s  not  far  away) 

You,  by  the  duties  of  your  poft,  '^j 

Shall  turn  the  fpit  when  I  'm  the  road ; 

And  for  rewai^  ihall  (hare  the  feaft, 

I  mean,  (hall  pick  my  bones  at  lea(t" 

"  Till  now,  th'  aftoni(h'd  Cur  replies, 
I  look'd  on  all  with  envious  eyes.  to« 

Ho>y  falfe  we  judge  by  what  appears  1 
All  creatures  feel  their  feveral  cares. 
If  thus  yon*  mighty  bcaft  complains  j 
Perhaps  man  knows  fuperior  pains. 
Let  envy  then  no  more  torment :  105 

Think  on  the  Ox,  and  learn  content." 

Thus  faid,  clofe  following  at  her  heel. 
With  cheerful  heart  he  mounts  the  wheel. 
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FABLE      XVI. 

THE  RAVEN,  THE  SEXTON,  AND  THE  EARTH->WOR«. 
To  Laura. 

T    AURA,  methinks  you  *re  ovtr-nice* 
"*-'  True ;  flattery  is  a-ihocking  vice  : 
Yet  fure,  whene'er  the  praife  is  juft^ 
One  may  commend  without  difguft. 
Am  I  a  privilege  deny'd,  .5 

TIndulg'd  by  every  tongue  beiide  ? 
iHovr  (ingular  are  all  your  waysT! 
A  woman,  and  avcrfe  to  praife  I 
*If  'tis  offence  fuch  truths  to  tell, 
'Why  do  your  merits  thus  excel  ?  i o 

Since  then  I  dare  not  fpcak  my  mind, 
,A  truth  confpicuous  to  mankind ; 
Though  in  full  luftre  every  grace 
Diftingui(h  your  celeftial  facet 
Though  beauties  of  inferior  ray  »5 

*(Like  (lars  before  the  orb  of  day) 
Turn  pale  and  fade ;  I  check  my  lays, 
Admiring  what  I  dare  not  praife. 

If  you  the  tribute  due  difdain. 
The  Mufe*s  mortifying  drain  ^2* 

; Shall,  like  a  woman,  in  mere  fpite, 
Set  beauty  in  a  moral  light. 

Though  fuch  revenge  might  (hock  the  ear 
X)f  many  a  celebrated  fair, 

I  mean 
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1  mean  that  fuperBcial  race  25 

WM^ofc  thoughts  ne'er  reach  beyond  their  face  | 

What 's  that  to  you  ?  I  but  difpleafje 

Such  ever-girlifii  ears  as  tbefe. 

Virtue  can  brook  the  thoughts  of  age. 

That  lads  the  fame  through  every  ftage.  ^ 

Though  you  by  time  mud  fuffer  more 

Than  ever  woman  lod  before^ 

To  age  is  fuch  indiflPerence  fbown. 

As  if  your  face  were  not  your  own. 

Were  you  by  Antoninus  taught?  85 

Or  is  it  native  ftrength  of  thought 

That  thusy  without  concern  or  fright. 

You  view  yourfelf  by  Reafoo's  light  ? 

Thofe  eyes,  of  fo  divine  a  ray. 
What  are  they  ?  Mouldering,  mortal  clay.         40 
Thofe  features,  cad  in  heavenly  mould, 
Shall,  like  my  coarfcr  earth,  grow  old ; 
Like  common  grafs,  the  faired  flower 
Mud  feel  the  hoary  feafon's  power. 

How  weak,  how  orain,  is  humtn  pride  I         4^ 
Dares  man  upon  himfelf  confide  ? 
The  wretch,  who  glories  in  his  gain, 
AmaiTes  heaps  on  heaps  in  vain. 
Why  lofe  we  life  in  anxious  cares» 
To  lay-in  hoards  for  future  years  ?  50 

Can  thofe  (when  cortur'd  by  difeafe) 
Cheer  our  fick  heart,  or  purchafe  eafe } 
Can  thofe  prolong  one  gafp  of  breath. 
Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death? 

What's 
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What's  l>eauty  ?  Call  ye  that  Vour  own-?        -55 
A^*flowcr  that  fades  ns  foon  as  blown. 
What 's  man  in  all- his  boaft  of  fway? 
Perhaps  the  tyrant  of  a  day. 

Alike  the  laws  of  life  take  place 
*«Trhrough  every  branch  of  human  race.  '60 

The  monarch  of  long  regal  line 
Was  rais'd  from  duft  as  frail  as  mine. 
Can  he  pour  health  into  his  veins, 
Or  cool  the  fever's  reftlcfs  pains? 
Can  he  (worn  down  in  Nature's  couife)  "65 

New-brace  his  feeble  nerves  with  force  ? 
Can  he  (htjw  vain  is  mortal  power  I ) 
Stretch  life  beyond  the  deftin'd  hour  ? 

Confider,  Manj  weigh  well  thy  frame  ; 
"The  king,  the  beggar,  is  the  fame.  y% 

Duft  form'd  us  all.     Each  breathes  his  day, 
Then  finks  into  liis  native  chy. 

Beneath  a  Venerable  yew. 
That  in  the  lonely  church-yard  grew, 
H  "Two  Ravens  fate.     In  folemn  croak  75 

Thus  one  his  hungry  friend  befpoke. 

**  Metlutfks  I  fcent  fome  rich  repaft  ; 
The  favour  ftrengthens  with  the  blaft; 
Snuff  then,  the  promised  feaft  inhale ; 
H  tafte  the  carcafe  in  the  gale.  80 

Near  yonder  trees,  the  farmer's  ftecd. 
From  toil  and  every  drudgery  freed. 
Hath  groan'd  his  laft.     A  dainty  treat ! 
To  birds  of  taiie,  delicious  tneac  !'* 

i  A  Sexton, 
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A  Sexton,  bufy  at  his  trade,  85 

^o  hear  their  chat  fufpcndi  his  fpadc. 
Death  (Iruck  him  with  no  farther  thought. 
Than  merely  as  the  fees  he  brought. 
•**  Was  ever  two  fuch  blundering  fowls, 
.In  brains  and  manners  lefs  than  owls  !  f  • 

Blockheads,  fays  he^  learn  move  rcfpc£^  : 
Know  ye  on  whom  ye  thus  rcfleft  ? 
•In  this  fame  grave  (wlio  does  me  right, 
Muft  own  the  work  is  ftrong  and  tight) 
The  'Squire,  that  yon*  fair  hall  poiTcft,  95 

To-night  (hall  lay  his  bones  at  refi:. 
Whence  could  the  grofs  miftake  proceed  ? 
The  'Squire  was  fomcwhat  fat  indeed. 
What  then  ?  the  mcaneft  bird  of  prey 
-Such  want  of  fenfc  could  ne'er  betray.;  4c« 

For  fure  fome  difference  mull  be  found 
(Suppofe  the  fmelling  organ  found.) 
In  carcaflcs  (fay  what  we  can). 
Or  where  's  the  dignity  of  man  ? " 

With  due  refpe£t  to  human  race,  105 

The  Ravens  undertook  the  cafe. 
In  fuch  fimilitudc  of  fcenr, 
Man  ne'er  could  tliink  reflections  meant. 
As  epicures  extol  a  treat. 

And  fecm  their  favoury  words  to  eat,  1 1« 

They  prais'd  dead  horfc,  luxurious  foodl 
The  vcuifon  of  the  prefcient  brood. 

The  Sexton's  indignation,  mov'd, 
The  mean  ccmparifbn  reprov'd  ; 

Vol.  II.  O  TU\x 
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Their  undifccrning  palate  blam'd,  115 

Which  two-legg*d  carrion  thus  defam'd. 

Reproachful  fpeech  from  either  fide 
The  want  of  argument  fupply'd  : 
They  rail,  revile  ;  as  often  ends 
The  conteft  of  difputing  friends.  iao 

**  Hold,  fays  the  Fowl ;  fince  human  pride 
With  confutation  ne'er  comply'd, 
Let 's  ftate  the  cafe,  and  then  refer 
The  knotty  point,  for  tafte  may  err." 

As  thus  he  fpoke,  from  out  the  mould  115 

An  Earth-worm,  huge  of  fize,  unroll'd 
His  monftrous  length  :  they  ftrait  agree 
To  chufe  him  as  their  referee  : 
So  to  th*  experience  of  his  jaws 
Each  dates  the  merits  of  the  caufc.  f  30 

He  paus'd  ;  and,  with  a  folemn  tone, 
Thus  made  his  fage  opinion  known  : 

**  On  carcalfes  of  every  kind 
This  maw  hath  elegantly  din'd ; 
Provok'd  by  luxury  or  need,  13 

On  beaft,  or  fowl,  or  man,  I  feed  : 
Such  imall  diflinftion  's  in  the  favour, 
By  turns  I  chufe  the  fancy'd  flavour : 
Yet  I  muft  own  (that  human  bcaftf) 
A  glu'^toa  is  the  rankeft  feaft.  140 

Man,  ccafe  this  boafl;   for  human  pride 
Hatl)  \'arious  trafts  to  range  l)eiidc. 
The  prioc-  who  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
The  judge  whofe  didlate  fix'd  the  law, 

The 
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The  rich,  the  poor,  the  great,  the  fmall,  14$    . 

Are  levePd  j  death  confounds  them  all. 

Then  think  n6t  that  we  reptiles  (hare 

Such  catesy  fuch  elegance  of  fare ; 

The  only  true  and  real  good 

Of  man  was  never  vermin's  food:  i5» 

^Tis  feated  in  th'  immortal  mind  ; 

Virtue  didinguifhes  mankind, 

And  that  (as  yet  ne'er  harbour'd  here) 

Mounts  with  the  foul  we  know  not  where. 

Soy  Good-man  Sexton,  (ince  the  cafe  255 

Appears  with  fuch  a  dubious  face. 

To  neither  I  the  caufe  determine, 

For  different  tables  pleafe  different  vermin.** 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  PART. 
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AYE      AND      NO. 

A    FABLE*. 

TN  Fable  all  diings  hold  difcoutfe; 

Then  Words,  no  doubt,  muft  talk  of  coutfe. 
Once  on  a  time,  near  Cannon-row, 
Two  hoftile  adverbs,  A3'e  and  No, 
Were  haftening  to  the  field  of  fight. 
And  front  to  front  flood  oppofitc  ; 
Before  each  general  join'd  the  van. 
Aye,  the  more  courteous  knight,  began. 
^  "  Stop,  peevifli  Particle  ?  beware  f 
I  'm  told  you  are  not  fuch  a  bear. 
But  fometimes  yield  when  ofFer'd  fair. 
Suffer  yon'  folks  a  while  to  tattle  j 
'Tis  we  who  muft  decide  the  battle. 
Whene'er  we  war  on  yonder  ftage. 
With  various  fate  and  equal  rage,  15 

The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow 
That  No  gives  Aye,  and  Aye  gives  No; 
Yet,  in  expenfive  long  contention. 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,  or  pcnfion. 
Why  then  (hould  kinsfolks  quarrel  thus  ?  so 

(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us.) 

•  Taken  from  the  Mifccllanics   publilhed   by  Dr. 
Iwift  and  Mr.  Pope. 

T# 
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To  fome  wife  (latefman  let  us  go, 
Where  each  Iris  proper  ufe  may  know : 
He  may  admit  two  fuch  commanders, 
And  make  thofe  wait  who  ferv'd  in  Flanden.      15 
Let 's  quarter  on  a  great  man's  tongue, 
A  treafury  lord,  not  Maifter  Young, 
Obfequious  at  his  high  command, 
Aye  Ihall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land  5 . 
Impeachments  No  can  bed  relift,  30 

And  Aye  fupport  the  Civil  lift  ; 
Aye,  quick  asCxfar,  wins  the  day. 
And  No,  like  Fabius,  by  delay. 
Sometimes  in  mutual  fly  difguife, 
.Let  Ayc*s  feem  No's,  and  No's  feem  Aye's  1      35 
Aye's  be  in  courts  denials  meant, 
And  No's  in  bifliops  give  confcnt," 

Thus  Aye  propos'd — and,  for  reply,  . 
No,  for  the  firft  time,  anfwer'd  Aye. 
They  parted  with  a  thoufand  kilTes,  4* 

And  fight  e'er  fince  for  pay,  like  SwifTci. 
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DUKE    UPON    DUKE*: 
AN    EXCELLENT    NgW    3ALLAD. 

TO  THE  TUNE  OF^  CHEVY-CHACf . 

npO  lordlings  proud  I  tune  my  lay, 
-*■      Who  feafl  in  bower  or  hall : 
Though  dukes  they  be,  to  dukes  I  fay, 
That  pride  will  have  a  fall. 

Now  that  this  fame  it  is  right  footh. 

Full  plainly  doth  appear, 
From  what  befel  John  duke  of  Guife  ♦, 

And  Nic  of  Lancaftere  f.  ^ 

When  Richard  Coeur-de-Lion  reign'd,. 

(Which  means  a  lion's  heart) 
Like  him  his  barons  rag'd  and  roar'd ; 

Each  play'd  a  lion's  part. 

A  word  and  blow  was  then  enough  t 

Such  honour  did  them  prick, 
If  you  but  turnM  your  check,  a  cuff; 

And,  if  your  a — fe,  a  kick. 

*  This  humourous  Ballad  is  afcribed  to  Mr.  Gay  o» 
conjef^ure  only.  It  is  among  the  Mifcellanies  pub- 
liihed  by  Dr.  Swift  and  Mr.  Pope  ;  is  there  marked  t% 
not  the  Dean's.;  and  has  never  been  confidered  as  Mr. 
Pope's.     N. 

t  Sir  John  Guife.    N. 

J  Nicholas  Lord  Lcchmcre,  Chancellor  of  the 
Dutchy  oi  Lanc^ito,    N, 

e  Look 
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Look  in  their  face,  they  tweak'd  your  nofc, 

At  every  turn  fell  to  *t  j 
Come  near,  they  trod  upon  your  toes  j 

They  fought  from  head  to  foot. 

Of  thefe  the  duke  of  Lancaftere 

Stood  paramounPin  pride  j 
He  kick'd  and  cufPd,  and  tweak*d  and  trod 

His  foes,  and  friends  befide. 
Firm  on  his  front  his  beaver  fate ; 

So  bioadt  it  hid  his  chin  ; 
For  why  ?  he  deem'd  no  man  his  mate^ 

And  fear'd  to  tan  his  fkin. 

With  Spani(h  wool  he  dy'd  his  cheeky 

With  eflence  oil'd  his  hair ; 
No  vixen  civet-cat  fo  fweet. 

Nor  could  fo  fcratch  and  tear. 

Right  tall  he  made  himfelf  to  Giow, 

Though  made  full  fliort  by  God  : 
And,  when  all  other  dukes  did  bow» 

This  duke  did  only  nod. 

Yet  courteous,  blithe,  and  debonnair^ 

To  Guifc's  duke  was  he  : 
Was  ever  fuch  a  loving  pair  ? 

How  could  they  difaj^ree  ? 

Oh,  thus  it  was  :  he  lovM  him  dear^ 

And  caft  how  to  requite  him  j 
And,  having  no  friend  left  but  this. 

He  doem'd  it  meet  to  fight  him. 

O  4  '^oc^ar- 
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Forthwith  he  drench'd  his  defperate  quillj. 

And  thus  he  did  indite : 
*«  This  eve  at  whift  ourfelf  will  play, 

"  Sir  Duke  I  be  here  to-night.*' 
"  Ah  no !  ah  no  !^  the  guilelefs  Guif<& 

Demurely  did  reply ; 
**  I  cannot  go,  nor  yet  can  ftand, 

**  So  fore  the  gout  have  I." 

The  duke  in  wrath  caird  for  his  fteed $, 

And  fiercely  drove  them  on ; 
Lord  !  lord  !  how  rattled  then  thy  (lones^. 

O  kingly  Keniington  ♦  ! 
All  in  a  trice  he  rufh'd  on  Guifc, 

Thruft  out  his  lady  dear ; 
He  tweak'd  his  nofe,  trod  on  his  toe5> 

And  fmote  him  on  the  ear. 

But  mark,  how  mid  ft  of  vi£i:ory. 

Fate  plays  her  old  dog-trick  I 
Up  leap'd  duke  John,  and  knock'd  him  down,. 

And  fo  down  fell  duke  Nic, 
Alas,  oh  Nic  !  oh  Nic,  alas  ! 

Right  did  thy  gollip  call  thee  : 
As  who  fliould  fay,  alas  the  day 

When  John  of  Guife  (hall  maul  thee  f 
For  on  tliee  did  he  clap  his  chair, 

And  on  that  chair  did  fit ; 
And  look'd  as  if  he  meant  therein. 

To  do  -— —  what  was  not  fit. 
♦  Ix)rdLec\vmtit^'^^^^\.Ci^xsyjift\v-Koufc,  rear  K< 
fington,    "^^ 
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Wp  didft:  thou  look,  oh  woeful  duke  ! 

Thy  mouth  yet  durft  not  ope, 
Certcs  for  fear  of  finding  there 

A  t — d  inflead  of  trope. 

**  Lie  there,  thou  caitiff  vile  !»*  quoth  Guifty. 

"  "Sojheet  is  here  to  fave  thee : 
"  The  cafement  it  is  (hut  likewife  5 

"  Beneath  my  feet  I  have  thee. 

"  If  thou  haft  aught  to  fpeak,  fpeak  out,** 

Then  Lancaftere  did  cry, 
"  Know'ft  thou  not  me,  nor  yet  thyfelf  ? 

'*  Who  thou,  and  who  am  I  ? 

"  Know' ft  thou  not  me,  who  (God  be  prais'd  I) 
**  Have  brawl'd  and  quarrePd  more, 

"  Than  all  the  line  of  Lancaftere, 
"  That  battled  heretofore  ? 

"  In  fenates  fam'd  for  many  a  fpeech, 
"  And  (what  fome  awe  muft  give  ye, 

"  Though  laid  thus  low  beneath  thy  breech) 
**  Still  of  the  council  privy  ; 

"  Still  of  the  dutchy  chancellor: 

"  Durante  life  I  have  it ; 
'*  And  turn,  as  now  thou  doft  on  me, 

"  Mine  a — e  on  them  that  gave  it.*' 

But  now  the  ftn-ants  they  rufliM  in-j 

And  duke  Nic.  up  leap*d  he  : 
"  I  will  not  cope  againft  fuch  odds, 

«'  But,  Guifc  1  1 11  fight  with  thee  ti 
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/*  To-morrow  with  thee  will  I  fight 

<*  Under  the  green-wood  tree." 
**  No,  not  to-morrow,  but  to-night" 

(Qlioth  Guife)  "  I  '11  fight  with  thcc»* 

And  now  the  fun  declining  low 

Befheak'd  with  blood  the  ikies  ; 
When,  with  his  fword  at  faddle-bow. 

Rode  forth  the  valiant  Guife. 

Full  gently  pranc'd  he  o'er  tha  lawn. 

Oft*  roird  his  eyes  around, 
And  firom  the  ilirrup  flrctch'd  to  find 

Who  was  not  to  be  found. 

Long  brandiih'd  he  the  blade  in  air, 

Long  look'd  the  field  all  o'er : 
At  length  he  fpy'd  the  merry-men  brown» 

And  eke  the  coach  and  four. 

From  out  the  boot  bold  Nicholas 

Did  wave  his  wand  fo  white, 
As  pointing  out  the  gloomy  glade 

Wherein  he  meant  to  fight. 

All  in  that  dreadful  hour  fo  calm. 

Was  Lancaftere  to  fee. 
As  if  he  meant  to  take  the  air, 

Or  only  take  a  fee  ; 

And  fo  he  did  —  for  to  New  Court 

His  rolling  wheels  did  run  : 
Uot  that  he  fhunn'd  the  doubtful  (Irifc  j 

But  biffiuefs  rauft  be  done, 

Back 
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Back  in  the  dark,  by  Brompton-park, 

He  turnM  up  through  the  Gore  \ 
So  ihank  to  Camden-houfe  fo  high. 

All  in  his  coach  and  four. 

Mean- while  duke  Guife  did  fret  and  fume,. 

A  iight  it  was  to  fte, 
Benumb-d  beneath  the  evening  dew 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 

Then,  wet  and  weary,  home  he  far*d, 

Sore  muttering  all  the  way, 
",The  day  I  meet  him,  Nfc  (hall  rue 

"  The  cudgel  of  that  day. 

"  Mean  time  on  every  pifling-poft 

**  Pafte  we  this  recreant's  name, 
"  So  that  each  pifler-by  Ihall  read- 

"  And  pifs  againd  the  fame.** 

Now  God  prefervc  our  gracious  king, 

And  grant  his  nobles  all 
May  learn  this  leflbn  from  duke  Nic,. 

That  priiie  ivili  bavt  a  fall! 
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*'  Sunt  numina  amanti^ 
SjBvit  et  injufta  lege  relifta  Venus." 

TiBULL.  Eleg.  T.  Lib.'S* 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS 

MEN. 

EvANDER  under  the  namd  of  Lycidas. 

-Cleanthes. 

Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

^lONE  under  the  name  of  Alexis. 
Parthenia. 

JL.AURA. 

Scene,   A  R  C  A  D  I  A. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

A  Plain,  at  tie  Foot  of  a  pip  craggy  MMirtam. 

DIONE.    LAURA* 

LAURA. 

TXTH  Y  doft  thou  fly  ftic  ?  Stay,  unhappy  fair, 
^  ^  ^     Seek  not  thcfe  horrid  caverns  of  defpnr; 
To  trace  thy  ftcps,  the  midnight  air  I  bore. 
Trod  the  brown  dcfert,  and  unflielter'd  moor  t 
Three  times  the  lark  has  fung  his  matin  lay, 
And  rofe  on  dewy  wing  to  meet  the  day, 
Since  firft  I  found  thee,  ftretch'd  in  penfiire  miood. 
Where  laurels  border  Ladon*s  filVbr  flood. 

DIONE. 

O  let  my  foul  with  grateful  thanks  o'erflow  f 
*Tis  to  thy  hand  my  daily  life  I  owe. 
Like  the  weak  lamb,  you  rais'd  me  from  the  plain. 
Too  faint  to  bear  bleak  winds  and  beating  rain  ; 
Each  day  I  (hare  thy  bowl  and  clean  repaft:, 
Each  night  thy  roof  defends  the  chilly  blaft. 
But  vain  is  all  thy  friendihip,  vain  thy  care ; 
Forget  a  wretch  abandoned  to  defpair. 

LAURA.  • 

Defpair  will  fly  thee,  when  thou  flialt  impart 
The  fatal  fccrct  that  torments  thy  heart  \ 
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Difclofc  thy  forrows  to  my  faithful  ear, 
Inftruft  thefe  eyes  to  give  thee  tear  for  tear. 
Love,  love  's  the  caufe ;  our  forefts  fpeak  thy  flanre. 
The  rocks  have  learnt  to  figh  EvanOer's  name. 
If  faultering  fhame  thy  bafliful  tongue  reftrain. 
If  thou  haft  look'dy  and  blufliM,  and  (igh'd  in  \'aii^s 
Say,  in  what  grove  thy  lovely  Ihepherdftrays, 
Tell  me  what  mountains  warble  with  his  lays^; 
Thither  I  *11  fpeed  me,  and  with  moving  art 
Draw  foft  confeflions  from  his  melting  heart. 

DIONE. 

Thy  generous  care  has  touch'd  my  fecret  woe. 
Love  bids  thefe  fcalding  tears  incelTant  flow. 
Ill-fated  love  !  O  fay,  ye  fylvan  maids. 
Who  range  wide  forefts  and  fequefter'd  (hades^ 
Say  where  Evander  bled,  point  out  the  ground 
That  yet  is  purple  with  the  favage  wound. 
Yonder  he  lies  ;  I  hear  the  bird  of  prey ; 
High  o'er  thofe  cliffs  the  raven  wings  his  way  ; 
Hark  how  he  croaks  !  he  fcents  the  murder  near. 
O  may  no  greedy  beak  his  vifage  tear  ! 
Shield,  him,  ye  Cupids  ;  flrip  the  Papliian  grove. 
And  ftrow  unfading  myrtle  o'er  my  love  ! 
Down,  heaving  heart. 

LAURA. 

—  The  mournful  tale  difclofe. 

DIONE. 

Le»not  my  tears  intrude  on  thy  repofe. 
'Yet  if  thy  friendfhip  ftill  the  caufe  requeft  ; 
/J  'J J  fpeak,  t\iOUs)L"\  (bitow  rend  my  labouring  brcaft. 
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Know  then,  fair  ihepherdeft,  no  honeft  fwain 

Taught  me-  die  diidet  of  the  peaceful  plain  $ 

Unus'd  .to  fweet  content,  no  flocks  I  keep^ 

Nocbrowting  goats  that  overhang  the  deep. 

Born  where  Oichomeoos*  proud  turrets  ffaincy 

I  .trace  my  birth  from  long  illuftrtous  line. 

Why  was  I  trainM  amidft  Arcadia's  coun  ? 

Love  ever  revels  in  that  gay  refort. 

Whene'er  Evander  pad,  roy  fmitten  heart 

Heav*d  frequent  fighs,  and  n;lt  unufual  fmart. 

Ah  !  hadfl  thou  feen  with  what  fweet  grace  he  inov'd  I 

Yet  why  that  wiih  ?  for  Laura  then  had'  lov'd*. 

LAURA. 

DidrUd  me  not ;  thy  fecret  wrongs  impart. 

OlONE. 

Forgive  the  fallics  of  a  breaking  heart. 

Evander's  (ighs  his  mutual  flame  confeft, 

The  growing  pafHon  labour'd  in  his  breaft ; 

To  me  he  came ;  my  heart  with  rapture  fprung. 

To  fee  the  blufhes,  when  his  faultering  tongue 

Firft  -faid,  I  love.     My  eyes  confent  reveal. 

And  plighted  vows  our  faithful  paflion  feal : 

Where 's  now  the  lovely  youth  j  he 's  loft,  he's  flaiflf 

And  tlie  pale  corfe  lies  bfeathlefs  on  the  plain !  •* '/ 

LAURA. 

Are  tlius  the  hopes  of  conftant  loven  paid  ? 
If  thus — ye  Powers,  from  love  defend  the  mtid  I 
Vol.  XI.  P  DiOME^ 
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DIONB. 

Now  hare  twelve  mornings  warm'd  the  purple  eaftf 
Since  my  dear  hunter  rouz'd  the  tuiky  beaft; 
Swift  flew  the  foaming  monfter  through  the  wood. 
Swift  as  the  wind,  his  eager  fteps  purfued  : 
'Twas  then  the  favage  tum'd ;  then  fell  the  youth. 
And  his  dear  blood  difhun'd  the  barbarous  tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was  there  none  near }  no  ready  fuccour  found  ? 
Nor  ^healing  herb  to  fbunch  the  fpouting  wound  ? 

DIONB. 

In  vain  through  pathlefs  woods  the  hunters  croft. 
And  fought  with  anxious  eye  their  mafter  loft ; 
In  vain  their  frequent  hollows  eccho'd  ihrill. 
And  his  lov'd  namp  was  fent  from  hill  to  hill ; 
£vander  hears  you  not.     He^s  loft,  he  *s  (lain, 
^nd  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 

LAURA. 

Has  yet  no  clown  (who,  wandering  from  the  way, 
Beats  every  bulh  to  raife  the  lamb  aftray) 
Obferv'd  t^e  fatal  fpot } 

DIONS. 

—  O,  if  ye  pafs 
Where  purple  murder  dyes. the  withcr*d  grafs. 
With  pious  finger  gently  clofe  his  eyes. 
And  let  his  grave  with  decent  verdure  ri(e.         [Ifiifi< 

LAURA. 

Behold  the  turtle  who  has  loft  her  mate ; 
Awhile  >n\i\v  ^i^v>^VR^>«\ti^  (he  mourns  his  fate  j 

Sulli^ 


1 1 ,. 


D    1    O    N    E- 

'  lullen,  twhile  fhe  feeks  the  d&rkell  grove, 

A  ad  cooing  meditates  the  murdered  doTc ; 
I  But  time  the  rutful  imige  wctrs  iwif, 
rAgain  (he  *i  che»r*d,  igdn  Hie  feeks  the  dtf. 

Sparc  then  thy  bc«uty>  *nd  no  longer  pine, 

I  Yet  fure  fome  turtle'*  lo*e  h«  et^udM  mine, 
kWhOi  when  the  hawk  his  fattch'd  her  mate  twav, 

iach  never  known  the  gUd  return  of  &^\ 
When  my  fond  fmther  Caw  ray  faded  eye, 

lud  on  my  lind  cheek  the  rofcs  die ; 
[When  eitching  figki  my  w*ftcd  bofom  movV^, 
niy  lonki,  my  (jgh&,  confirm 'd  him  thit  i  lot'ij. 

le  knew  not  that  Evaniler  wit  my  fliroc, 

Lvajider  dead  I  my  palTion  CHU  the  fame  I 
I^He  came,  he  tlireacen*d  «   with  paternal  fway, 

^Icanthes  nimV^  ai]d  6i*4  the  nupdal  day  ; 

^  cruel  kindneli  ^  loo  lcir«rely  prefl  I 
I  fujrn  his  honours,  md  hi&  wtwlxh  dcteA* 

LAUIA. 

Huw  f^UR  ifi  force  1  Love  ne*cr  cati  be  company. 

OlONt. 

hough  bound  my  dutv»  yet  m^'  heart  rebeU'^. 

Oti«  nighti  when  Oeep  htd  hu&'d  all  bufv  fpUft 
ni  the  pale  moon  had  joUrtTey*ci  hi  If  the  ikitit 
fdy  1  role  and  dicUMi  wuh  filent  tread» 

L'  iil>arr'd  the  gates,  and  to  thrfe  mou&tain«  (ted, 

Ilwrc  let  mc  footh  the  tne line  holy  hoiin  I 

Ci*iit  QMt  ye  woodt,  wttbin  tout  rwih|ht  ba^'iw  \ 

.^^ ^—^ Hr^  rnl 
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Where  my  calm  foul  may  fettled  (brrow  know^ 
And  no  Cleanthes  interrupt  my  woe 
With  importuning  love  — 

[MtloMcbQfy  mufic  is  beard  at  a  tUfii 
On  yonder  plain 
Advances  flow  a  melancholy  train; 
Black  cyprefs  boughs  their  droopi^ig  heads  adorn. 

LAURA. 

Alas !  Menalcas  to  his  grave  is  borne. 

Behold  the  vi£tim  of  Parthenia's  pride  ! 

He  faw,  he  figh*d,  he  bv'd,  was  fcom*d,  and  dy'd, 

0IONB. 

Where  dwells  this  beauteous  t3nrant  of  die  pluns  } 
Where  may  I  (be  her  ^  n 

LAURA. 

—  Afk  the  fighing  fwains. 
They  beft  can  fpeak  the  conqucfts  of  her  eyesj 
Whoever  fees  her,  loves ;  who  loves  her,  dies.  ^ 

DXONE. 

Perhaps  untimely  fate  her  flame  hath  crofs'd. 
And  flie,  like  me,  hath  her  Evander  lofl. 
How  my  foul  pities  her  ! 

LAURA. 

—  If  pity  move 
Your  generous  bofom,  pity  thofe  who  love. 
There  late  arriv*d  among  our  fylvan  race 
A  Arranger  fliepherd,  who  with  lonely  pace 
Vifits  tiiofc  moMiatain-pines  at  dawn  of  day. 
Where  ofc  ¥wJii«A^xaiw.^Vtx  ^^x\^  >«^^{ 


•t^ 


D    I    O    N    E.  213 

To  rouze  the  chace;  mad  with  his  amorous  paifty 

He  flops  and  raves ;  then  Allien  walks  again. 

Parthenia's  name  is  home  hy  paiUng  gales. 

And  talking  hills  repeat  it  to  the  dales. 

Come,  let  us  from  this  vale  of  forrow  go» 

Nor  let  the  mournful  fcene  prolong  thy  woe.   lExumt 

SCENE      IL« 

Sbipberds  and  Sbepberdijfes  (crowmdnuitbgarlandt  tf 
cyprefs  andje*w)  bearing  tbe  b^dj  of  Menalcas. 

X  SHEPHERD. 

Here  gently  reft  the  corfe  —  With  faulterii^  hreath 
Thus  fpake  Menalcas  on  the  verge  of  death. 
**  Belov'd  Palemon,  hear  a  dying  friend ; 
**  See,  where  yon  hills  with  craggy  hrows  afcend, 
*<  Low  in  the  valley  where  the  mountain  grows, 
"  There  firft  I  faw  her,  there  began  my  woes. 
"  When  I  am  cold,  may  there  this  clay  be  laid  ! 
"  There  often  ftrays  the  dear,  the  cruel  maidf 
**  There  as  flie  walks,  perhaps  you  *11  hear  her  fay, 
"  (While  a  kind  gulhing  tear  Ihall  force  its  way) 
*<  How  could  my  ftubborn  heart  relentlefs  prove  ? 
"  Ah,  poor  Menalcas  —  all  thy  fault  was  love  !** 

2  SHEPHERD. 

When  pitying  lions  o'er  a  carcafe  groan. 
And  hungry  tigers  bleeding  kids  bemoan ; 

*  This  and  the  following  fcene  arc  formed  upon  tlic 
novel  of  Marcella  in  Don  Quixote. 

P  3  >N\«xw 
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When  th«  lein  wolf  laments  the  mangled  Iheepf 
Then  (ball  Parthenia  o'er  Menalcas  weep. 

I  SHEPHERD. 
When  fami(h*d  panthers  feek  their  morning  food^ 
And  moafters  roar  along  the  defert  wood ; 
When  hifling  vipers  ruflle  through  the  brake. 
Or  in  the  path-way  rears  the  fpeckled  (hake ; 
The  wary  Twain  th'  approaching  peril  fpies. 
And  through  foroe  diffaint  road  fecurely  flies. 
Fly  then,  ye  fwaios,  from  beauty's  furer  wound. 
Such  was  the  fate  our  poor  Menalcas  found ! 

a  SHEPHERD. 
What  fliepherd  does  not  mourn  Menalcas  flaln  } 
Ktll'd  by  a  barbarous  woman's  proud  difdain  ! 
Whoe'er  attempts  to  bend  her  fcoroful  mind. 
Cries  to  the  deferts,  and  purfues  the  wind, 

X  SHEPHERD. 
With  every  grace  Menalcas  was  endowed. 
His  merits  dazzled  all  tht  fylvan  croud. 
If  you  would  know  his|llpe's  melodious  found, 
Alk  all  the  echoes  of  theie  hills  around, 
For  they  have  learnt  liis  fbrains ;  who  (hall  rehearfc 
The  ftrength,  the  cadence  of  his  tuneful  verfe  } 
Go,  read  thofc  lofty  poplars  j  there  you  '11  find 
Some  tender  fonnet  grow  on  every  rind. 

S  SHEPHERD. 

Yet  what  avails  his  fkill  ?  Parthenia  flics. 
Can  merit  hope  fuccefs  in  woman's  eyes  ? 

T  \SHEP- 
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t  SHEPHERD. 

Why  was  Parthenia  form'd  of  fofteft  mould  ? 
Why  does  her  heart  fuch  iavage  nature  hold  > 
O  ye  kind  gods !  or  all  her  charms  efface. 
Or  tame  her  heart «—  fo  fpare  the  Ihepherd  race. 

1  SHEPHERD. 

As  fade  the  flowen  which  on  the  grare  I  cafl  i 
So  may  Parthenia's  traniient  beauty  wafle  I 

I  SHEPHERD. 

What  woman  ever  counts  the  fleeting  years. 
Or  fees  the  wrinkle  which  her  forehead  wears } 
Thinking  her  features  never  (hall  decay. 
This  fwain  (he  fcorns,  finbm  that  ihe  turns  aMray. 
But  know,  as  when  the  rofe  her  bud  unfolds, 
Awhile  each  bread  the  ihort-liv'd  fragrance  holds ; 
When  the  dry  Aalk  lets  drop  her  (hriverd  pride, 
The  lovely  ruin  's  ever  thrown  afidc. 
So  (hall  Parthenia  be. 

ft  SHEPHERD. 
—  See,  ihe  appears. 
To  boaft  her  fpoils,  and  triumph  in  our  tcari. 
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SCENE      III.       , 
Parthenia  altars  from  tbi  mmUmm^ 

Parthekia.    Shefherds. 

.  i  shepherd. 
Why  this  way  doft  thou  turn  thy  baneful  eyes. 
Pernicious  BafiUik  ?  La  1  there  he  lies  : 
There  lies  the  youth  thy  curfed  beauty  flew ; 
See,  at  thy  prefence,  how  he  bleeds  anew  t 
Look  down,  enjoy  thy  raurdcir. 

PARTHENIA. 

—  Spare  my  fame; 
I  come  to  clear  a  virgin's  injur'd  name. 

If  I  'm  a  Bafilifi:,  the  danger  fly. 
Shun  the  fwift  glances  of  my  venom'd  eye  t 
If  I  'm  a  murderer,  why  approach  ye  near„ 
And  to  the  dagger  lay  your  boTom  bare  ? 

I  SHEPHERI>. 

What  heart  is  proof  againft  that  face  divine  ? 
Love  is  not  in  our  power. 

PARTHENIA. 

—  Is  love  in  mine } 
If  e'er  I  trifled  with  a  fliepherd's  pain. 

Or  with  falfe  hope  his  paflion  drove  to  gain  i 
Then  might  you  juftly  curfe  my  favage  mind, 
Tlicn  might  you  rank  me  with  the  fcrpent  kind  ; 


But 
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Bot  I  ne*er  trifled  with  a  ihepherd's  pain. 

Nor  with  falfe  hope  his  paiTioo  drove  to  gain : 

Tis  to  his  raili  purfuit  he  owes  his  fatei 

I  was  not  crtiel }  he  was  obftioate.  ^ 

I  BHBPHEaD. 

Hear  this,  ye  ii^ing  fhepherds,  and  de^r. 
Unhappy  Lycidas,  thy  hour  is  near  t 
Sinc^  the  fame  barbarous  hand  hath  iign'd  thy  doom^ 
We  *ll  lay  thee  in  our  lov'd  Menalcai'  tomb. 

FARTHBNIA. 

Why  will  intruding  man  my  peace  deftrby  ? 
Let  me  content  and  folitude  enjoy  i 
Free  was  I  bom  ;  my  freedom  to  maintaint 
Early  I  fought  the  unambitious  plain. 
Moft  women's  weak  refolves,  like  leeds,  will  ply^ 
Shake  with  each  breath,  and  bend  with  every  iigh  f 
Mine,  like  an  oak,  whofe  firm  roots  deep  defcend^ 
Nor  breath  of  love  can  ihakct  nor  iigh  can  bend. 
If  ye  unhappy  Lycidas  would  fave^ 
Go  feek  him,  lead  lum  to  Menalcas'  grave  i 
Forbid  his  eyes  with  flowing  grief  to  rain, 
Like  him  Menalcas  wept,  but  wept  in  vain  x 
Bid  him  his  heart-confuming  groans  give  o'er : 
Tell  him,  I  heard  fuch  piercing  groans  before. 
And  heard  unmov'd.    O  Lycidas,  be  wife. 
Prevent  thy  fate.  —  Lo  I  there  Menalcas  lies.. 

I  tKIPHIIID.. 

Now  all  the  melancholy  rites  are  paid. 
And  o'er  his  grave  the  weeping  mubk  laid  i 
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I^t '%  feek  our  charge ;  the  flocks,  difperiing  wide. 
Whiten  with  moving  fleece  the  mountain's  fide, 
Truft  not,  ye  fwains,  the  lightning  of  her  eye. 
Left  ye,  like  him,  fliould  love,  defpair,  and  die. 

lExeunt  Shepherds,  &c,  Parthenia  remains  in  a  nu* 
Umcbolj  ^un,  looking  on  the  gravoo/Maalcsa. 

Enter  ltcidas. 

SCENE      IV. 
Lycidas,  Parthenia* 

LYCIDAt. 

When  ihall  my  Aeps  have  refl  ?  through  all  the  wood. 
And  by  the  winding  banks  of  Ladon's  flood, 
I  fought  my  love.     O  fay,  ye  (kipping  fawns 
(Who  range  entangled  fliades  and  daify'd  lawns). 
If  ye  have  feen  her  !  fay,  ye  warbling  race 
(Who  meafure  on  fwifc  wing  th*  aerial  fpace. 
And  view  below  hills,  dales,  and  diftant  fliorcs), 
Where  ihall  I  fiiid  her  whom  my  foul  adores  ! 

S  C  E  N  E      V. 
Lycidas,  Parthenia,  Dione,  Laura. 
[Dione  and  Laura  at  a  Sfiance, 

LTCIDAS. 

What  do  I  fee  ?  no.    Fancy  mocks  my  eyes, 

ilnd  bids  the  dew  ddudvng  vifion  rife. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  ihc.    My  fpringing  heart  her  prefence  feels. 
See,  proflrtte  Lycidae  before  thee  kneels. 

[Knieling  to  Parthcaia. 
Why  will  Parthenia  turn  her  face  away  ? 

PARTRENIA. 

Who  calls  Parthenia  ?  hah  ? 

[  She JIarts  from  her  sBtUmcboly  \  OMd^fenng  Lycidas, 
fiiii  into  the  njuooJ, 

LYCIDA8. 

—  Stay,  virgin^  ftay. 
O  wing  my  feet,  kind  Love*    See,  fee,  ihe  bounds^ 
Fleet  as  the  mountain  roe,  when  preft  by  hounds. 

[  Hipurfuis  her.    Dloat  faints  in  the  arms  tf  Laura, 

LAURA. 

What  means  this  trembling?  All  her  colour  flics, 
And  life  is  quite  unftrung.     Ah  !  lift  tliy  eyes. 
And  anfwer  me ;  fpeak,  fpeak,  'tis  Laura  calls. 
S|^cch  has  forfook  her  lips.  —  She  faints,  ihe  falls* 
Fan  her,  ye  zephyrs,  with  your  balmy  breath, 
And  bring  her  quickly  from  the  (hades  of  death : 
Blow,  ye  cool  gales.    See,  fee,  the  fored  (hakes 
With  coming  winds !  (he  breathes,  (he  moves,  ihe  wakts. 

DIONI. 

Ah,  falfe  Evander ! 

LAURA. 

—  Calm  thy  fobbing  bread* 
Say,  what  new  forrow  has  tliy  heart  opprcft  ? 
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DIONB. 

Didft  thou  not  hoar  his  (ighs  and  fuppliant  tone  > 
Didft  thou  not  hear  the  pitying  mountain  groan  ? 
Didfl  thou  not  fee  him  bend  his  fuppliant  knee  ? 
Thus  in  my  happy  days  he  knelt  to  me, 
And  pour*d  fotfh  all  his  foul  I  See  how  he  fbraint. 
And  leiTens  to  the  fight  o'er  yonder  plains, 
Xo  keep  the  fair  in  view  !  Run,  virgin,  run, 
Hear  not  his  vows ;  I  heard,  and  was  undone  ! 

LAURA, 

Let  not  imaginary  terrors  fright. 
Some  dark  delufion  fwims  before  thy  fight. 
I  faw  Parthenia  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
And  Lycidas  with  proflrate  duty  bow; 
Swift,  as  the  falcon's  wing,  I  faw  her  fly. 
And  heard  the  cavern  to  his  groans  reply. 
Why  ftream  thy  tears  for  forrows  not  thy  own  ? 

DIONE. 

Oh  !  where  are  honour,  faith,  and  juftice  flown  ? 
Pequr'd  Evandcr ! 

LAURA. 

—  Death  has  laid  him  low. 
Touch  not  the  mournful  firing  that  wakes  thy  woe. 

DIONE. 

That  anK)rous  fwain,  whom  Lycidas  you  name, 
{Whofe  faithlefs  bofom  feels  another  flame) 
Is  my  once  kind  Evander  —  yes  —  'twas  he. 
2ie  lives  -i-  but  lives,  alas !  no  more  for  me. 

LAURA 
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.    LAURA. 

Let  not  thy  frandc  words  confefs  defpair* 

DIONS. 

What,  know  I  not  his  voice,  his  mien,  his  air  ? .     . 
Yes,  I  that  treacherous  voice  with  joy  hcKev'd, 
That  voice,  that  mien^  that  air,  my  foul  deceiv'd. 
If  ray  dear  ihepherd  love  the  lawns  and  glades» 
With  him  I  'U  range  the  lawns,  and  (eek  the  (htd€S» 
With  him  through  folitary  deferts  rove. 
But  could  he  leave  me  for  another  love  i 
O  bale  ingratitude  1 

LAURA. 

—  Sufpend  thy  grief. 
And  let  my  friendly  counfel  bring  relief 
To  thy  defponding  foul.    Parthcnia's  car 
Is  barr'd  for  ever  to  the  lover's  prayer; 
Evander  courts  dtfdain,  he  follows  fcora, 
And  in  the  palling  winds  his  vows  are  borne* 
Soon  will  he  find  that  all  in  vain  he  ilro?e 
To  tame  her  bofom ;  then  his  former  love 
Shall  wake  his  foul ;  then  will  he  fighing  blame 
His  hean  incondant,  and  his  peijur'd  flame : 
Then  fhall  he  at  IXone's  feet  implore. 
Lament  his  broken  futh,  and  change  no  more. 

DIpNB. 
Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  virell  kpows  to  feign 
Forbidding  fpeech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  difdun^      <  / 
To  raife  his  pailion*    Such  are  female  arts. 
To  hold  in  iafcr  inares  inconfbuit  hearts  1 
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LAURA. 

Parthenu's  breaft  is  fleel'd  with  real  fconu 

DIOMK. 

And  dofl  thou  tliink  Evander  will  return  ? 

LAURA. 

Forego  thy  fex,  lay  all  thy  robes  aiide. 
Scrip  off  thefe  ornaments  of  female  pride ; 
The  ihepherd's  veft  mud  hide  thy  graceful  .«tr« 
With  the  bold  manly  flep  a.fwain  appear  i 
Then  with  Evander  may*fl  thou  rove  unknown. 
Then  let  thy  tender  elegance  be  ibown ; 
Then  the  new  fiiry  of  his  heart  .control. 
And  with  Diane's  fuflferings  touch  his  fouL 

DIONE. 

Sweet  as  refrelhing  dews,  or  fummer-lhowers; 
To  the  long  parching  thirft  of  drooping  ^wers ; 
Oratef^I  as  fanning  gales  to  fainting  fwidns. 
And  foft  as  trickling  halm  to  bleeding  pains; 
Such  are  thy  words.     The  fcx  (hall  be  refign'd. 
No  more  fhall  braided  gold  thefe  treffes  bind ; 
The  (hepberd*s  garb  the  woman  ihall  difguifc 
If  he  has  loft  aU  love,  may  friendfliip's  tye« 
Unite  me  to  his  heart  1 

^LAURA. 

••^GOf  profperous  tnaid, 
14ay  fmiling  love  thy  faithful  wifliesaid  I 
:Be  now  Alexis  callM.     With  thee  1 11  rove. 
And  watch  thy  yi^aderer  through  themaxy  gvovt : 

U 
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Let  me  be  honour 'd  with  a  (liver's  name ; 
For  thecy  I  feel  a  more  than  filler's  flame. 

DIONB. 

Perhaps  my  ihepherd  has  outflript  her  hafle. 
Think*ft  thou,  when  out  of  fight,  (he  flew  fo  fa  A  ? 
One  fudden  glance  might  turn  her  favage  mind ) 
May  (he  like  Daphne  fly,  nor  look  behind. 
Maintain  her  fcom,  his  eager  flame  defpife, 
Nor  view  Evander  with  Dkne't  eyes ! 


ACT 
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ACT         n. 

.      S  C  E  N  E      I. 
Lycidas  fymg  on  the  grow  cf  Menalcas. 

LYCIDAS. 

TXTHEN  fball  th«fe  fcalciing  fotuiuuns  cetfe  to  flow> 

^        How  long  will  life  fuftain  this  Joad  erf  woe  ? 
Why  glows  the  morn?  Roll  back,  thou  fourc«  of  light, 
And  feed  my  forrows  with  eternal  night. 
Come,  fable  Death !   ^v«,  give  the  welcome  (Iroke^ 
The  raven  calls  thee  from  yon'  blafled  oak. 
What  pious  care  my  ghaftful  lid  fliall  clofe^ 
What  decent  hand  my  frozen  limbs  compofe? 
O  happy  Ihepherd,  free  from  anxious  pains. 
Who  now  art  wandering  in  the  fighing  plains 
Of  bleft  Ely fi  urn  ;  wlierc  in  myrtle  groves 
Enamour'd  ghofts  bemoan  their  former  loves. 
•Open,  thou  filent  grave  j  for  lo  !  I  come 
To  meet  Menalcas  in  the  fragrant  gloom ; 
There  (hall  my  bofom  burn  with  friend  fliip*s  flame. 
The  fame  our  pallion,  and  our  fate  the  fame ; 
There,  like  two  nightingales  on  neighbouring  boughs, 
Alternate  drains  fhall  mourn  our  fruftrate  vows. 
But  if  cold  death  Ihould  clofe  Parthenia's  eye. 
And  fliould  her  beauteous  form  come  gliding  by  j 
Friend  (hip  would  foon  in  jealous  fear  be  loft. 
And  kindling  U&te  ^urfue  thy  rival  ghoft. 

SCENE 
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S    C    E    N    E        II. 
LvciDASy  DiONE  ia  a  Sbtpberdfs  HabiU 

Ltcidas. 

Hah !  who  comes  here  ?  tura  he;ice,  be  timely  wife ; 

Trufl:  not  thy  fafcty  to  Parthenia's  eyes. 

As  from  the  bearing  falcon  flies  the  dove. 

So,  wiog'd  with  fear,  Partlienia  flies  from  love^ 

DIONE. 

If  in  thefe  vales  the  fatal  beauty  flray, 
From  the  cold  marble  rife  ;  let 's  hade  away. 
Why  lie  you  panting,  like  the  fmitten  deer  ? 
Trud  not  the  dangers  which  you  bid  me  fear. 

LTCIDAS. 

Bid  the  lur'd  lark,  whom  tangling  nets  furprize^ 
On  fearing  pinion  rove  the  fpacious  ikies; 
Bid  the  cag'd  linnet  range  the  leafy  grove  ; 
Then  bid  my  captive  heart  get  loofe  from  lore. 
The  fnares  of  death  are  o'er  me.     Hence  1  beware; 
Lcil  you  fliould  fee  her,  and  like  roe  defpair. 

DIONE. 

No.     Let  her  come ;  and  feek  this  vale's  recefs^ 
In  all  the  beauteous  negligence  of  drefs; 
Though  Cupid  fend  a  fliaft  in  every  glance. 
Though  all  the  Graces  in  her  (bp  advance. 
My  heart  can  (land  it  alL    Be  firm,  ray  breaflf 
Th'  enfnaring  oatb|  the  broken  vow  dcteft  \ 
Vol.  II.  a  That 
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That  flame,  which  other  charms  have  power  to  mo?e, 
O  givt  it  not  the  facred  name  of  love  ! 
Tis  perjury,  fraud,  and  meditated  lyes. 
Love 's  feated  in  the  foul,  and  never  dies. 
What  then  avul  her  charms  ?  My  conftant  hean 
Shall  gaze  fecure,  and  mock  a  fecond  dart. 

LYCYDAS. 

But  you  perhaps  a  happier  fate  have  found. 

And  the  fame  hand  that  gave,  now  heals  the  wound.       I 

Or  art  thou  left  abandoned  and  forlorn, 

A  wretch,  like  me,  the  fport  of  pride  and  fcom  ? 

DIONE.  ; 

O  tell  me,  (hepherd,  hath  thy  ffdthlefs  maid, 
Falfe  to  her  vow,  thy  flatter'd  hope  betray *d  ? 
Did  her  foiooth  fpeech  engage  thee  to  believe  ? 
Did  ihe  proteft  and  fwear,  and  then  deceive } 
Such  are  the  pangs  I  feel  I 

LYCIDAS. 

— ^The  haughty  fair 
Contemns  my  fuffcrings,  and  difdains  to  hear. 
Let  meaner  Beauties,  leam'd  in  female  fnarcs,  I 

Entice  the  fwain  with  half-confenting  airs  ;  j 

Such  vulgar  arts  ne'er  aid  her  conquering  eyes,  | 

And  yet,  wheree*er  (he  turns,  a  lover  iighs.  ; 

Vain  is  the  fteady  condancy  you  boaft ; 
All  other  love  at  fight  of  her  is  loft 

DIONE. 

True  conftancy  no  time,  no  power,  can  move. 
He  that  hath  known  to  change,  ne'er  knew  to  love. 

Thougb. 
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Though  the  dear  author  of  my  .haplefs  flame 
Purfue  another ;  ftill  my  heart 's  the  fame. 
Am  I  for  ever  left  ?  (excufe  thefc  tears) 
May  your  kind  friendfhip  foften  all  my  cares  1 

LYCIDAS. 

What  comfort  can  a  wretch,  like  me,  bcftow  ? 

DIONS. 

He  beft  can  pity  who  hath  felt  the  woe. 

LYCIDAS. 

Since  different  ob}e£^s  have  our  fouls  pofTefl, 
tio  rival  fears  our  friendfhip  ihall  moled, 

DIONE. 

Come,  let  us  leave  the  (hade  of  thefe  brown  hills, 
And  drive  our  flocks  befide  the  dreaming  rills. 
Should  the  fair  tyrant  to  thefe  vales  return, 
How  would  thy  bread  with  double  fury  burn  ? 
3o  hence,  and  feek  thy  peace. 


SCENE        III. 
Lycidas,  Dione,  Laura. 

LAURA. 

— Fly,  fly  this  place ; 
5ewarc  of  love  ;  the  proudeft  of  her  race 
This  way  approaches :  from  among  the  pinei, 
(Vhere  from  the  deep  the  winding  path  declines, 
[  faw  the  nymph  defcend. 

0^1/  LTCJDA.%. 
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LYCXDAS. 

— She  comes,  (he  comes  ; 
From  her  the  pafling  Zephyrs  fteal  pei fumes. 
As  from  the  violet's  bank  with  odours  fweet 
Brcatlies  every  gale  ;  fpring  blooms  beneath  her  feet* 
Yes,  'tis  my  faireft  j  here  fhe  's  wont  to  rove. 

LAURA. 

Say,  by  what  figns  I  might  have  known  thy  Love  * 

LTCIDA8. 

My  Love  is  fairer  than  the  fnowy  bread 

Of  the  tall  fwan,  whofe  proudly  fwelling  cheft 

Divides  the  wave  j  her  treflcs,  Joofc  behind. 

Play  on  her  neck,  and  wanton  in  the  wind ; 

The  rifing  blulhcs,  which  bcr  check  o'erfprcad> 

Are  opening  rofes  in  the  lily's  bcd» 

Know'fl  thou  Panhenia  ? 

LAURA. 

— ^Wretched  is  the  (lave 
Who  ferves  fuch  pride  !  Behold  Menalcas'  grave ! 
Yet  if  Alexis  and  this  (ighing  fwain 
Wifh  to  behold  the  Tyrant  of  the  plain. 
Let  us  behind  thefe  myrtles  twining  arms 
Retire  unfcen ;  from  thence  furvey  her  charms. 
Wild  as  the  chaunting  thrufh  upon  the  fpray. 
At  roan's  approach,  fhe  fwiftly  flies  away. 
Like  the  young  hare,  I  've  feen  the  panting  maid. 
Stop,  liilen,  run  ^  of  every  wind  afraid. 

irciDAt, 
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LYCIDAS. 

And  wilt  thou  never  from  thy  vows  depart  ? 
Shepherd,  beware— now  fortify  thy  heart.     [To  Dionc. 
[LycidaSf  Dione,  and  Laura,  retin  behind  the  bought 


SCENE        IV. 
Parxhenia,  Lycidas,  Dione,  Laura. 

PARTHENIA. 

Tliis  melancholy  fcene  demands  a  groan. 

Hah  !  what  infcription  marks  the  weeping  flonc  ? 

<«  O  power  of  beauty  !  here  Mcnalcas  lies. 

*•  Gaze  not,  ye  llicplicrds,  on  Parihenia's  eyes." 

Why  did  Heaven  form  mc  with  fuch  pohfh'd  care  ? 

Why  caft  my  features  in  a  mould  fo  fair  ? 

If  blooming  beauty  was  a  bicfiing  meant, 

Why  arc  my  fighing  hours  dcny*d  content  ? 

The  downy  peach,  that  glows  whh  funny  dyes, 

Feeds  the  black  fnail,  and  lures  voracious  flics  $ 

The  juicy  pear  invites  the  fcather'd  kind, 

And  pecking  tinchcs  fcoop  the  golden. rind; 

But  beauty  fuffers  more  pernicious  wrongs, 

Bladcd  by  envy,  and  cenforious  tongues. 

How  happy  lives  the  nymph  whofe  comely  face 

And  pleafmg  glances  buad  fufficient  grace 

To  wound  the  fwain  fhe  loves  !  No  jealous  fears 

Shall  vex  her  nuptial  (late  with  nightly  tears ; 

Nor  amorous  youths,  to  pufli  their  foul  prcuncc, 

Itifcfl  her  days  with  dull  impertinence. 

0^5  '^VSX 
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But  why  talk  I  of  love  ?  My  guarded  heart 
Difowns  his  power,  and  turns  afide  the  dart. 
Hark  !  &om  his  hollow  tomb  Menakas  cries, 
••  Gaze  not,  yc  fhepherds,  on  Parthenia's  eyes." 
Come,  Lycidas,  the  mournful  lay  perufe, 
Left  thou,  like  him,  Parthenia's  eyes  accufe. 
{SbeJIands  in  a  tnelancboly  pofiure^  looking  on  the  tomb. 

LYCIDAS. 

Caird  '(he  not  Lycidas  ? — I  come,  my  fair ; 
See  generous  pity  melts  into  a  tear. 
And  her  heart  foftens.     Now  *s  the  tender  hour; 
Afliift  me.  Love !  exert  thy  fovereign  power 
To  tame  the  fcomful  maid. 

DIONE. 
— Ralh  fwain,  he  wife  : 
'Tis  not  from  thee  or  him  ;  from  Love  (he  flies. 
Leave  her,  forget  her.  V^bey  hold  Lycidas. 

LAURA. 

— Why  this  furious' hafte  ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Unhand  mejloofe  me. 

DIONE. 
— Sifter,  hold  him  faft. 
To  follow  her,  is,  to  prolong  defpair. 
Shepherd,  you  muft  not  go^ 

LYCIDAS. 

—Bold  youth,  forbear. 
.Hear  mc,  Parthcnia. 

>KVTHEN1A. 
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PARTHSNIA. 

— From  behind  the  ihade 
Methought  a  voice  fome  liflening  fpy  betrayed. 
Yes,  I  'm  obferv'd.  ISAe  runs  aa^ 

LYCIDAS. 

—Stay,  nymph  j  thy  flight  fufpcnd. 
She  hears  me  not— when  will  my  forrows  end  I 
As  over-fpent  with  toil,  my  heaving  breaft 
Beats  quick.     'Tis  death  alone  can  give  me  refL 

[He  remains  in  afixt  melancbtlj. 


SCENE        V. 
Lycidas,  DiONEy  Laura. 

LAURA. 

Recall  thy  fcatter'd  fenfe,  bid  reafon  wake, 
Subdue  thy  paflion. 

LYCIDAS. 

—Shall  1  never  fpeak  ? 
^he  's  gone,  fhe  -s  gone — Kind  (hcpherd,  let  me  reft 
My  tioubled  head^pon  thy  friendly  breaft. 
The  foreil  feems  to  move— O  curfed  ftate  I  • 
I  doom'd  to  love,  and  (he  condemn*d  to  hate  I 
Tell  me,  Alexis,  art  thou  ftill  the  fame  f 
Did  not  her  brighter  eyes  put  out  the  flame 
Of  thy  firft  love  ?  did  not  thy  fluttering  heart. 
Whene'er  ihe  rais'd  her  look,  confefs  the  dart  ? 

<i,4  ^\^^^. 
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DIONB. 

I  own,  the  nymph  is  faireft  of  her  race, 

Yet  I  unmov'd  can  on  this  beauty  gaze. 

Mindful  of  former  promife  ;  all  that 's  dear,  ' 

My  thoughts,  my  dreams,  my  every  with  is  there. 

Since  then  our  hopes  are  loft  j  let  fnend(hip*s  tye 

Calm  our  diftrefs,  and  flighted  love  fupply  j 

Let  us  together  drive  our  fleecy  ftore, 

And  of  ungrateful  woman  think  no  more. 

LYCIDAS. 

*Tis  death  alone  can  raife  her  from  my  brcaft. 

LAURA. 

Why  fliines  thy  love  fo  far  alx)ve  the  reft  ? 

Nature,  'tis  true,  in  every  outward  grace. 

Her  niceft  hand  employed  ;  her  lovely  face 

With  beauteous  feature  ftampt ;  with  rofy  dyes 

Warm'd  her  fair  cheek ;  with  lightning  arm'd  her  eyest 

But,  if  thou  fearch  the  fecrets  of  her  mind. 

Where  ihall  thy  cheated  foul  a  virtue  find  ? 

Sure  hell  with  cruelty  her  brcaft  fupply'd  : 

How  did  fhe  glory  when  Menalcas  dy*d  ! 

Pride  in  her  bofom  reigns  ;  (he  *s  falfe,  (he  's  vain  |  • 

Sfie  firft  enwces,  then  infults  the  fwain. 

Shall  female  cunning  lead  thy  heart  aftray  > 

Shepherd,  be  free  ;  and  fcorn  for  fcorn  repay. 

LYCIDAS. 

How  woman  ulks  of  woman  I 

DIOKI;! 
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DIONS. 

— flfcnce  depart ; 
let  a  long  abfencc  cure  thy  love-fick  heart. 
To  fome  far  grove  retire,  her  fight  difclaiin, 
Kor  with  her  charms  awake  the  dying  flame. 
Let  not  an  hour  thy  happy  flight  fufpend ; 
But  go  not,  Lycidas,  without  thy  friend. 
Together  let  us  feek  the  chearful  plains, 
And  lead  the  dance  among  the  fportive  fwains. 
Devoid  of  care. 

LAURA. 

i— Or  elfe  the  groves  difdain, 
Kor  with  the  fylv^n  walk  indulge  tliy  pain. 
Hafle  to  tlie  town  i  there  (i  have  pft'  been  told) 
The  courtly  nymph  her  treflcs  binds  with  gold, 
To  captivate  the  youths ;  the  youths  appear 
In  fine  array;  in  ringlets  waves  their  ht4r 
Kich  with  ambrofial  fcents,  the  fair  to  niovc, 
And  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  day  is  love. 
There  from  the  gaudy  train  MtO:  a  dame, 
Her  willing  glance  fhall  catch  an  equal  flame. 

LYCIDAS. 

Name  not  the  Court.— The  thought  my  foul  confouDitst 

And  with  Dione's  wrongs  my  bofom  wounds. 

Heaven  juftly  vindicates  the  faithful  maid ; 

And  now  are  all  my  broken  vows  repaid. 

Perhaps  (he  now  laments  my  fancy'd  dieath 

With  tears  unfeign'd  i  and  thmks  my  gafping  breath 

ft  Sa:^^ 
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How  ihall  my  bread  the  fwelling  fighs  co! 

LAURA.  I 

O  fmooch  thy  brow,  conceal  our  juft  defij 
Be  yet  awliilc  unknown.     If  grief  arifc. 
And  force  a  paflage  through  thy  gufliing  < 
Quickly  retire,  thy  forrows  to  compofe  ; 
Or  with  a  look  ferene  difguife  thy  woes. 
{Dione  is  going  ^ut.  Laura  ^walks 

LYCIDAS. 

Canfl  thou,  Alexis,  leave  me  thus  didreft 
Where  *s  now  the  boadediriendfbip  of  thy 
Haft  thou  not  oft*  furvey'd  the  dappled  de( 
In  focial  herds  o'erfpread  the  pailures  fair? 
When  opening  hounds  the  warmer  fcent  p 
And  force  the  deftin*d  vi6tim  from  the  cre^ 
QfV  he  returns,  and  fain  would  join  the  b 
While  all  their  horns  the  panting  wretch  ^ 
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Sooner  ihall  hens  expofe  their  infant  care^ 
When  the  fpread  kite  fails  wheeling  in  the  air; 
Than  I  forfake  thee  when  by  danger  preft. 
Wrong  not  by  jealous  fears  a  faidiful  breaib 

LYCIDAS. 
If  thy  fair-fpoken  tongue  thy  bbfom  ihowSy 
There  let  tlie  fecrets  of  my  foul  repofc. 

DIONE. 

Far  be  fufpicion  j  in  my  truth  confide. 
O  let  my  heart  thy  load  of  cares  divide  1 

LYCIDAS. 

Know  then,  Alexis,  that  in  vain  I  ftrovc 
To  break  her  chain,  and  free  my  foul  from  lover 
On  the  lim'd  twig  thus  finches  beat  their  wings, 
Still  more  entangled  in  the  clammy  firings. 
The  flow-pac'd  days  have  witncfs'd  my  defpair. 
Upon  my  weary  couch  fits  wakeful  care  ; 
Down  my  flufh'd  cheek  the  flowing  forrows  run. 
As  dews  ddiccnd  to  weep  the  ablentfun. 
O  loll  Panhcnia  ! 

DIONE, 
— Thcfc  wild  thoughts  fufpcnd ; 
And  in  thy  kind  commands  inHrudl  thy  friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

Whene'er  my  faultering  tongue  would  urge  my  caufcj 
Deaf  is  her  ear,  and  fullen  (he  withdraws. 
Go  then,  Alexis ;  feek  the  fcornful  maid. 
In  tender  eloquence  my  fufiferings  plead  i 

^\ 
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Of  (lighted  paHTion  you  the  pangs  have  known  s 
O  judge  my  feoret  anguifh  by  your  own  I 

DIONE. 

Had  I  the  (kill  inconftant  hearts  to  raore^ 
My  longing  foul  had  never  loft  my  Love, 
My  feeble  tongue,  in  thefe  fofc  arts  untry'd. 
Can  ill  fufport  the  thunder  of  her  pride ; 
When  he  (hall  bid  me  to  thy  bower  repair, 
•How  (hall  my  trembling  lips  her  threats  declare! 
How  (hall  I  tell  thee  that  (he  could  behold, 
With  brow  fcrene,  thy  corfe  all  pale  and  cold 
"Beat  on  the  dafhing  billow?  Should'ft  thou  go 
Where  the  tall  hill  o'crhangs  the  rocks  bclow^ 
'Near  thee  the  tyrant  ccmki  un pitying  ftand, 
Nor  call  thee  back,  nor  ftrctch  a  faving  hand. 
Wilt  thou  then  ftill  periift  to  tempt  thy  fate, 
"To  feed  her  pride,  and  gratify  her  hate  ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Know,  unexperienced  youth,  that  woman's  mind 
Oft'  (hifts  her  paffions,  like  th*  inconftant  wind  5 
Sudden  (he  rages,  like  the  troubled  main. 
Now  (inks  the  ftorm,  and  all  is  calm  again. 
Watch  the  kind  moment,  then  my  wrongs  impart, 
And  the  foft  tale  (hall  glide  into  her  heart. 

DIONE. 

No.     Let  her  wander  in  the  lonely  grove. 
And  never  hear  the  tender  voice  of  love. 
Let  her  awhile,  neglefted  by  the  fvvain, 
Pafs  byi  nQT  (vghs  moleft  the  cbearful  plain  t 
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Thus  (hall  the  fury  of  her  pride  be  laid  ; 
Thus  humble  into  love  the  liaughty  maid. 

LYCIDA8* 

Vain  are  attempts  my  pailion  to  control. 
Is  this  the  balm  to  cure  my  fainting  foul  ? 

DIONE. 

Deep  then  among  the  green-wood  (hades  I  '11  rove^  • 
And  feek  with  weary'd  pace  thy  wander'd  Love; 
Proftrate  I  *11  fall,  and  witli  inceffant  pra3rers 
Hang  on  her  knees,  and  bathe  her  feet  with  teurs* 
If  fighs  of  pity  can  her  ear  incline, 
(O  Lycidas,  my  life  is  wrapt  in  thine  t)  IJfidi^ 

I  *\\  charge  her  from  thy  voice  to  hear  the  tak, 
Thy  voice  toore  fweet  than  notes  along  the  vale 
Breath 'd  from  the  warbling  {Mpe :  the  moving  ffarain 
Shall  flay  her  flight,  and  conquer  her  difdain* 
Yet  if  ihe  hear;  Ihould  Love  the  meiTage  fpeedy 
Then  dies  all  hope ;— then  muft  Dione  bleed.      [^jf/Ut*^ 

LTCII>AS. 

Hade  then,  dear  faithful  fwain.    Beneath  thofe  yews, 
Whofc  fable  arms  the  browned  fhade  difFufe, 
Where  all  around,  to  Ihun  the  fervent  Iky, 
The  panting  flocks  in  ferny  thickets  lie ; 
There  with  impatience  (hall  I  wait  my  friend. 
O'er  the  wide  profpe£k  frequent  glances  fend 
To  fpy  thy  wifli'd  return.    As  thou  ihalt  find 
A  tender  welcome,  may  thy  Love  be  kind ! 

lExii  Lycidasr 
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SCENE      VI. 
DiONE,  Laura. 

.  '.'  DIONE. 

Methinks  I  'm  now  furrounded  by  defpair. 
And  all  my  withering  hopes  are  lof\  in  air. 
Thus  the  young  linnet  on  the  rocking  bough 
Hears  through  long  woods  autumnal  teropeils  blow. 
With  hollow  blalls  the  clafhing  branches  bend  ; 
And  yellow  ikowers  of  rufUing  leaves  defcend  $ 
She  fees  the  friendly  (belter  from  her  fly. 
Nor  dare  her  little  pinions  truft  the  &y  5 
But  on  the  naked  fpray  in  wintery  air^ 
All  ihivering,  hopelefs,  mourns  the  dybg  year. 
What  have  I  promised  }  ra(h»  untliinking  maid  I 
By  thy  own  tongue  thy  wi  flies  are  betray *d  ! 

[Laura  advances, 

LAURA. 

Why  walk*ft  thou  thus  difturb'd  with  frantic  air  ? 
Why  roll  thy  eyes  with  madnefs  and  defpair  ? 

DIONE.  IMu/ng. 

How  wilt  thou  bear  to  fee  her  pride  give  way  ? 
When  thus  the  yielding  nymph  fliall  bid  thee  fay, 
«*  Let  not  the  fliepherd  feek  the  filent  grave, 
««  Say,  that  1  bid  him  live  —  if  hope  can  favc  !'* 

LAURA. 

Hath  he  difcem*d  thee  through  the  fwain's  difguifc. 
And  now  alike  thy  love  and  friendihip  flies  ? 

DIONS 
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DIONE. 

Yes.    Firm  and  faithful  to  the  promife  made, 
I  '11  range  each  funny  hill»  each  lawn  ind  glade. 

LAURA. 

Tis  Laura  fpeaks.    O  calm  your  troubled  mind. 

*  DIONH. 

Where  ihall  my  fcarch  this  envy'd  Beauty  find  ? 
I  '11  go,  my  faithlefs  fhepherd's  caufe  to  pleads 
And  with  my  tears  accufe  the  rival  maid. 
Yet,  ihould  her  foftcn'd  heart  to  love  incline  ! 

LAURA. 

If  tliofe  are  all  thy  fears^  fivander  's  thine. 

OIONB. 

Why  Ihould  we  both  in  forrow  wade  our  days  ? 

If  love  unfeign'd  my  conflant  bofom  fways. 

His  happinefs  alone  is  all  I  prize, 

And  that  is  centered  in  Parthenia's  eyes. 

Hade  then,  with  earned  zeal  her  love  implore^ 

To  blefs  his  hours — when  thou  (halt  breathe  no  morvw 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE      I. 
Dione  lying  on  the  ground  by  tbejuli  of  a  Fountain* 

DIONE. 

TTERE  let  me  reft ;  and  in  the  liquid  glafs 
"*■  ^  View  with  impartial  look  my  fading  face. 
Why  arc  Panhenia's  ftriking  beauties  priz'd  ? 
And  why  Dione's  weaker  glance  defpis'd  ? 
Nature  in  various  moulds  has  beauty  cafty 
And  form'd  the  feature  for  each  different  tafte  : 
Tills  iighs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  e^es ; 
That,  for  the  glois  of  fable  treffes,  dies. 
I,et  all  mankind  thefe  locks,  thefe  eyes  dcteft. 
So  I  were  lovely  in  Evander's  breaft  I 
When  o'er  the  garden's  knot  we  caft  our  view. 
While  fummer  paints  tlie  ground  with  various  hue ; 
Some  praife  the  gaudy  tulip's  ftreaky  red. 
And  fome  the  filver  lily's  bending  head  ; 
Some  the  jonquil  in  fhining  yellow  dreft. 
And  fome  the  fring'd  carnation's  varied  veft; 
Some  love  the  fobcr  violet's  purple  dyes. 
Thus  beauty  fares  in  different  lovers'  eyes. 
But  bright  Panhenia  like  the  rofe  appears. 
She  in  all  eyes  fupcrior  luftre  bears. 


SCENE 
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.&CENE    -11. 

D1ONE9  LAUI.A.. 
LAURA. 

'•Why  thus  bcncatli  the  filvcr  willow  laidy 
Weeps  farr'Dione  in  the  peniive' (hade  ? 
^Haft  tlipu  y.ct  found  jthe  ovet-atching  bowcr^ 
' WhMh  guards  Partheniafrojn  the  fukry  hour? 

DIQNE. 

-With  weary  flep  in  paths  unknown  I  ftrayVlf 
And  fought  in  vain  the  folitary  maid. 

LAURA. 

Seeft-^ou  the  waving  tops  of  yonder  woods> 
Whofe  aged  arms  imbrown  the  cooling  floods  f 
The  cooling  floods  o*er  breaking  pebbles  flow. 
And  wafli  the  foil  from  the  big  roots  below; 
From  the  tall  rock  the  dafliing  waters  bound. 
Hark,  o'er  the  fields  the  ruihing  billows  found  1 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  leaning  on  her  crook, 
Stcx>d  the  fad  nymph,  nor  rais'd  her  peniive  look  | 
With  fettled  eye  the  bubbling  waves  furvey'd. 
And  watch'd  die  whirling  eddies  as  they  play'd. 

DIONE. 

.Thither  taknow  my  cenain  doom  I  fpeed, 

.For  by  this  fentence  life  or  dejuh  's  decreed.       lEjck* 
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SCENE      III. 

LAXniAy  CLrANTHIBS. 

LAURA. 
But  fee  !  fome  hafly  fhanger  bends  this  way  | 
His  broiderM  veft  refle£ls  the  funoy  ray  : 
Now  thrpugh'the  thinner  boughs  I  mark  his  mienji 
Now  veilM,  in  thicker  (hades  he  moves  unfeen. 
Hither  he  turns ;  I  hear -a  muttering  found ; 
Behind  thii'rcT^rcnd  oak  with  iry  bound 
Q^ick  I  '11  retire ;  with  bufy  thought  po/left. 
His  tongue  betrays  the  fbcrctsof  his  bread. 

ISbe  bides  btrfi^. 
I- 

Cleanthes. 

The  fkilfiirhuritcr  With  cxperiehc'd  care 
Traces  the  doubles  of  the  circling  hare ; 
The  fubtle  fox'  (who  breathes  tbe  weary  hound 
O'er  hills  and  |>laini>)  in  diilant  brakes  is  found  ; 
With^afe  >^  titek  fwift  hinds  and  Ikippihg  roes. 
But  whb  th'  ihconilant  ways  of  woman  knows  ? 
They  fay, -Ifhe  Wanders  with  the  fylvan  train, 
And  coiXirtsthe  Wative  freedoms  of  the  plain  ; 
Shepherds  explain  their  wlfii  without  offenccy 
Nor  bluih  the  nymphs ;  '—  for  Love  is  tnoibectfce. 
Okad  me  where  the  rural  youth  itetreat. 
Where  the  Hope  hills  the  warbling  voice  repeat. 
Perhaps  on  daify'd  turf  reclines  the  maid. 
And  near  her  (ide  fome  rival  clown  is  laid. 

•    ^Yet, 
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Y«i,  yet  I  love  her.  —  O  loft  nymph  return^ 
*I-et  not  thy  fire  with  tears  incelTant  mourn ; 
•Return,  loft  nymph ;  bid  forrov^  ccafc  to  flow, 
And  let  Dione  glad  the  houfe  of  woe. 

XAURA. 

Caird  he  not  loft  Dione  ?  hence  I  *11  ftart, 

Crofs  Ihs  flow  fteps,  and  fift  his  opening  heart,  -[s^de. 

Cleanthes^ 
Tell  mc,  fair  nymph,  dirc6l  my  wandering  way  5 . 
Where,  in  clofc  bowers,  to  flian  the  fukry  ray, 
Repofe  the  fwatns  j  whofe  llocUs  with  blearing  hll 
The  bordering  forcft  and  the  thymy  hill.   "    • 
But  if  thou  frequent  join  thofe^fylvan  bands, 
Thyfelf  can  aMfwer  what  my  foul  demands. 

'  LAURA. 

5€vcn. years  I  trodthefc  fields,  thcfc  bowers,  ru.i  <;bii<!-., 

And  by  the  ledening  and  the  lent^Itcnin^  lhacie> 

Have  mark'd  the  hours ;  what  time  my  flock  to  lea^ 

To  funny  mountains^  or  the  watery  mead  : 

Train'd  in  the  labours  of  the  fylvan  crew. 

Their  fports,  retreats,  their  cares  and  loves  I  knevy. 

Cleanthes. 

Inftruf^  me  then,  if  late  among  your  race, 
A  ftranger  nymph  is  found,  of  noble  gucc, 

-  In  rural  arts  unfkiird,  no  diarge  flic  tcii«J« ; 

'■  Nor  when  the  morn  and  evening  dew  ilelccnds 
Milks  the  bigudder'd  owe.     Her  mien  aisu  iircfv 
The.puliflx'd manacrsof  the  Court  confch. 

R  a  VK^avK. 
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Each  day^arnve  tht  neighl>puriDg  nymphs  and  fwainii 
To  iharc,.tbe  pafUme  of  ouv  jovial  plains ; 
How  can  I  there  thy  roving  beauty  trace. 
Where  not  one  nymph  is  bred  of  vulgar  race! 

Cleanthes. 
If  yet  (he  brea^liCy  what  tortyres  mud-ihe  find  ( 
The.curfc  of  difobediej\cc.  tears  her  mind. 
If  e'er  your  breail  with  filial  duty  bujrn'dy 
If  e'er  you  forrow'd  when  aj>arent  moura'dj 
Tcll^cr,  I  cliargc  you,  with  inc^flant  groai^s 
Her  drooping  fire  his. abfent  child  bemoaps, 

UAURA. 

Unhappy  man ! 

Cleanthes. 
-r-  With  ftorms  of  paHlon  t6$, 
When  firft  he  learnt  his  vagiant  cliild  was  loft. 
On  the  c;o1d  floor  his  trembling,  limbs  he  flung» 
And  with  thjck  blows  his  hollow  l)ofom  ni^g  j 
Then  up  he  ftaned,  and  with  fixt  furprjzc, 
"Upon. her  pi6iure  threw  his  frantick  eyes. 
While  thus  he  cry'd :  **  In  her  my  life  was  boucrd> 
<«  Warm  in  each  feature  is  her  mother  found  I 
<*  Perhaps  defpair  has  been  her  fatal  guide, 
<*  And  now  fhe  floats  upon  the  weeping  tide  ; 
**  Or  on  the  willow  hung,  with  head  rcclin'd, 
<•  All  pale  and  cold  (he  wavers  in  the  wind. 
"  Did  I  notforce  her  hence  by  harfli  commands? 
^*  Did  not  her  foul  abhor  the  nuptial  bands  ?" 

laviu. 
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LAUltA. 

Ttach  not,  ye  firtis,  your  daug^hters  to  Ye1>el.*^ 
By  counfcl  rein^heir  wills,  but  ne'er  compel, 

Cleanthes. 
Ye  duteous  daughters,  truft  tliefe  tender  guides  j 
Nor  think  a  parent's  bread  ^he  tyrant  hides. 

LAURA." 

From  either  lid  the  fcalding  forrows  roll ; 
The  moving  tale  nins  thrilling  to  ray  fouU"  • 

Clranthbs. 
Perhaps  (he  wsruhts  in  the  lonely  woodsy "^ 
C^r  on  the  fcilgy  borders  of  tlie  floods ; 
Thou  know'ft  each  cottage,  forcft,  hill,  and  vale,  - 
And  pebbled  brool-:  that  winds  along  the  dale,- 
Search  each  fequeftor'd  dell  to  firtd  the  fair ; 
And  juft  reward  fliall  gratify  thy  care. 

LAURA.- 

O  ye  kind  1>oughs,  protect  the  virgin's  flight. 

And  guard  Dione  from  his  prying  liglit !         [i^*//..-- 

Cleanthes. 
Mean  while,  1 11  fctk  the  (htphcrd's  cool  abodes. 
Point  me,  fair  nymph,  along  thcfe  doubtful  roady.  * 

LAURA. 

Sccft  thou  yon*  mounrain  rear  his  ftaggy  brow  ?  ^ 
In  the  green  valley  grazcuhe  flocks  below  i 
There  every  gale  with  warbling  mulic  floats. 
Shade  anfwers  ihade,  and  bxtathes  alternate  notes. ' 

[£jri>  Cleanthes.*  • 
R  I  ^^^-^ 


»4V  GAY'S     FOB  MS. 

He  's  gone ;  and  to  the  diflant  vale  is  (cBty 
I^or  (ball  hU  force  Dione's  love  prevent. 
But  fee,  fht  comes  again  with  hafly  pace. 
And  confcious  pleafure  dimples  on  her  fac*. 

SCENE-     IV.- 

La.URA»  DiOJitE. 

moNE. 
1  found  her  laid  befide  the  cryfhl  brooft. 
Nor  rais'd  flie  from  the  flream  her  fettled  look,. 
Till  near  her  fide  I  flood;  her  head  ihe  rears. 
Starts  fudden^  and  her  ihriek^  confefs  her  fears* 

hAXJKA, 

Bid  oot  thy  words^  her  thoughtful  foul  furprizey 
And  kindle'  fparkling  anger  in  her  eyes  ? 

PICKS. 

Thus  (he  reply'd,  with  rage  and  fcom  pofTeft. 

"  Will  importuning  love  ne'er  give  me  rcfl  ? 

^  Why  am  I  thus  in  deferts  wild  purfu'd, 

**  Like  guilty  confciences  when  ftainUwith  blood  ^ 

•*  Sure  boding  ravens,  from  the  blaftcd  oak^ 

**  Shall  learn  the  name  of  Lycidas  to  croak* 

**  To  found  it  in  my  ears !  As  fwains  pafe  by, 

**  With  look  afkance,  they  (hake  their  heads  and  cry, 

♦•  Lo !  this  is  Ihe  for  whom  the  fhepherd  dy'd  I 

*•  Soon  LycidaSy  a  viftim  to  her  pride, 

•*  Shall  feek  the  grave  }  and  in  the  glimmering  glade, 

*^  With  look  all  pale,  (hall  glide  the  refUeia  ihade 

1  "Of 
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•*  Of  the  poor  Twain  j  while  wt  with  haggard  eye 
•*  And  briftlcd  hair  the  fleeting  phantom  fly," 
Still  let  their  curfes  innocence  upbraid  : 
Heaven  never  will  forfake  the  virtuous  maid, 

LAURA. 

Didfl  thou  perfifl  to  touch  her  haughty  bread  ? 

DJONE. 

She  ftill  the  more  difdain'd,  the  more  I  prcfL 

LAURA. 

When  you  were  gone,  tliefe  wialks  a  Aranger  croil. 
He  tum'd  through  every  path,  and  waoder*d  loll ; 
To  me  he  came;  with  courteous  fpeech  demands . 
Beneath  what  bowers  repos'd  the  flicpherd  bandt ; 
Then  further  afks  mc,  if  among  that  race 
A  fliepherdefs  was  found  of  courtly  grace  ; 
With  profFcr'd  bribes  my  faithful  tongue  eflfays ; 
But  for  no  bribe  the  faithful  tongue  betrays. 
In  me  Dione  \  fafc.     Far  hence  he  fpceds. 
Where  otlier  hills  refound  with  other  reeds. 

DIONE. 

Should  he  come  back ;  Surpicion*s  jealous  eyes 
Might  trace  my  feature  through  the  fvvain's  difguUe. 
Now  every  noife  and  whirling  wind  I  dread, 
And  in  each  found  approaches  human  tread. 

LAURA. 

He  faid,  he  left  your  hpufe  involv'd  in  cares, 
Sighs  fwcll'd  each  bread,  each  eye  o'crH(Av'd  with  tears; 
For  his  loft  child  thy  penfive  father  niourns, 
An^l/ynk  in  forrow  to  the  duft  returAs. 
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Go  back,  obedient  daughter ;  hence  departy . 
And  flill  the  (ighs  that  tear  his  anxious  hearU  . 
Soon  ihall  Evander,  wearied  with  difdain. 
Forego  thefc  fields,  and  fe'ek  the  town  again.. 

DIONE^ 

Think,  Laura,  what  thy  hafty  thoughts  perfuade.  . 
If  I  return,  to  Love  a  vi£^im  made, 
My  wrathful  fire  will  force  his  harfli  command,.. 
And  with  Cleanthes  join  my  trembling  hand. 

LAURA. 

Truft  a  fond  father;  raife  him  from  dcfpair. 

DIONS. 

I  fly  not  him ;  I  fly  a  life  of  care. 
On  the  high  nuptials  of  the  Court  look  rounds  .- 
Where  ihall,  alas,  one  happy  pair  be  found  I 
There  marriage  is  for  fervile  intereft  fought : 
Is  love  for  wealth  or  power  or  title  lx>ught  ? 
*Tis  hence  domefHc  jars  their  peace  deftroy, . 
And  loofe  adultery  fteals  the  (hameful  joy. 
But  fearch  we  wide  o*cr  all  the  blifsful  plains. 
Where  love  alone,  devoid  of  intereft,  reigns. 
What  concord  in  each  happy  pair  appears  ! " 
How  fondnefs  flrengthens  with  the  rolling  years  ! 
Superior  power  ne*cr  thwarts  their  fofc  delij^lits^. 
Nor  jealous  accufations  wake  their  nights. 

LAURA. 

May  all  thofe  ble (Tings  on  Dione  fal]« 

DIONS. 

Grant  mt  E^^xij^tt^  ^xi4 1  iLue  them  all. 


Shall 
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Shall  a  fond  parent  give  ptrpetual  ftrifc, 

And  doom  his  child  to  be  a  wretch.for  life  ? 

Though  he  bequeathed  me  all  thefc  woods,  and  plaiDSy . 

And  all  the  flocks  the  nilTet  down  contains  ; 

With  all  the  golden  harvclls  of  tli^  year, 

"PtT  as  where  yonder  purplt  mountains  rear ; 

Can  thefe  the  broils  of  nuptial  life  prc\'cnc  } 

Can  thefcy  without  Evandcr^  giv«  content  i 

But  fee,  Lcxomes. 

laura; 
—  1 11  to  the  vales  repair, 
Wher«  wanders  b^  the  dream  my  fleecy  care. 
May  ft  thou  the  rage  of  this  new  flame  control, 
And  wake  Dionejn  his  tender  foul  1        [Exit  Laura^  - 


SCENE,     v.. 
DiONEy  Lycidas. 

Lycidas. 
Say,  my  Alexis,  can  thy  words  impart 
Kind  rays  of  hope  to  chcar  a  doubtful  heart  ? 
How  did  ft  thou'firft  my  pangs  of  love  difUofe  ?  • 
Did  her  difdainful  brow  confirm  my  woes  ? 
Or  did  foft  pity  in  hcf  bofom  rife, 
Heave  en  her  bread,  and  languifli  in  her  eyes? 

DIONE. 

How  fliall  my  tongue  the  faultering  tale  explain  t 
My  hean  drops  blood  to  give  the  ihepherd  pain. 
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LYCIDAS. 

Pronounce  her  utmofl  fcom ;  I  come  prepared 
Tdmeet  my  doonu    Say>  is  my  death  declar'd  ? 

•   DIONS. 
Why  ihould  thy  fate  depend  on  woman's  will !; 
Forget  this  tyrant,  and  be  happy  (UU. 

LYCIDAS.     . 

Didft  thou  befeech  her  not  to  fpeed  her  fiight. 
Nor  fhun  with  wrathful  glance  my  hated  fight  ? 
Will  /he  confent  my  fighing  plaint  to  hear. 
Nor  let  my  piercing  cries  be  loH  in  air? 

DIONI. 

C^  mariners  appeafe  the  toiling  ftorm. 
When  foaming  waves  the  yawning  deep  deform  ? 
When  o'er  the  fable  cloud  the  thunder  flies, 
Say,  who  iliall  calm  the  terror  of  the  flLies  ? 
Who  fhall  the  lion's  famifh'd  roar  alVuage  ? 
And  can  we  ftill  proud  woman's  flronger  rage  ? 
Soon  as  my  faithful  tongue  pronounc'd  thy  nam«. 
Sudden  her  glances  ihot  refentful  flame  : 
Be  dumb,  ihe  cries,  this  whining  love  give  o'er^^ 
And  vex  me  with  the  teazing  theme  no  mom, 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis  pride  alone  that  keeps  alive  her  fcorn. 

Can  the  mean  fwain,  in  humble  cottage  bora^ 

Can  Poverty  that  haughty  heart  obtain, 

Where  avarice  and  ftrong  ambition  reign? 

If  Poverty  pafs  by  in  tattcr'd  coat, 

Cuh  ycx  hu  \\«U  %x^^  ^«.\s.\\\Vr.v:  barking  throat ; 
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If  chance  he  mingle  in  the  female  crouds 
Pride  tofTes  high  her  head.  Scorn  laughs  aloud ; 
fiach  nymph  turns  from  bim  to  her  gpy  gtlUnty. 
And  wonders  at  the  impudence  of  Want, 
'Tis  vanity  that  rules  all  woman-kind* 
Love  is  the  weakeft  paflion  of'  their  mind. 

niONe. 
Though  one  is  by  thofe  fervltc  views  polTell, 
O  Lycidas,  condemn  not  all  the  refl. 

IrYCIDAS. 

Though  I  were  bent  beneath  a  load  of  yeaFS»* 
And  feventy  winters  thin'd  my  hoary  hairs  t 
Yet>  if  my  ohve  braaclies-dropt  with  oil. 
And  crooked  (hares  were  brigliten'd  in  my  foily- 
If  lowing  herds  my  fattening  meads  poCeA, 
And  my  white  fleece  the  tawny  mountain  drcft ; 
Then  would  ibe  lure  me  with  love-darting  glance^^ 
Then  with  fond  mercenary  fmiles  advance. 
Though  hell  with  every  vice  my  foul  had  flatn'd^^ 
And  froward  anger  in  my  boibm  reign'd. 
Though  avarice  my  cofers  cloath'd  in  rud, 
And  my  joints  trembled  with  enfeebled  luft^ 
Yet,  were  my  ancient  name  with  titles  great. 
How  would  Ihe  languifli  for  the  gaudy  bait  t' 
If  to  her  love  all^tempcing  wealth  pretend. 
What  vinuous  woman  can  her  heart  defend  ? 

DIONK. 
Conquers,  thus  meanly  bought,  men  foon  defpifey 
And  juilly  flight  the  mercenary  prize* 
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LYCIDAS. 

I4cno\v  thefe  frailties  in  her  bread  redde, 

Dire&  hc^-ffhlnce,  and  every  a6iion  guide. 

Still  let  Alexis*  faithful  friend  (hip  aid> 

Once  more  attempt  to  bend  the  flubbom  mahl.  - 

Tell  her,  no  bafe-bora  fwain  provokefr  her  fcorB,^  . 

No  clown,  beneath  the  fedgy  cottage  born  ; 

Tell  her,  for  her  this  fylvai^drefs  I  took. 

For  her  my  Aame  and  pomp  of  Courts  foVfook  ; 

My  lofty  roofs  with  golden  fculpture  (hine. 

And  my  high  birth  defcends  from  ancient  line. 

Love  is  a  facred  voluntary  fire, 
Gold  never  bought  that  pure,  that  chafte  deiiir.  ■ 
Who  thinks  true  love  for  lucre  to  polTefs, 
Sliall  grafp  falfc  flattery  and  the  feign'd  carefsj 
Can  we  believe  that  mean,  that  fetvile  wife. 
Who  vridy^  fells  her  dear-l)ought  loVe  for  lifej 
Would  not  her  virtue  for  an  hour  refjgn. 
If  in  her  fight  the  profFcr'd  treafure  Urine, 

LYCIDAS, 

Can  reafon  (when  by  winds  fvvift  fires  are  bom  ^ 
CVer  waving  harvcfts  of  autumnal  corn)  . 
The  driving  fury  of  -the  flame  reprove  ? 
Who  then  ihall  reafon  with  a  heart  in  love  ! 

DroNE.- 
Yet  let  me  fpeak  j  O  may  my  words  perfuadc 
The  noble  youth  to  quit  this  fylvan  maid  ! 
Refign  t\Ay  ciooV.^  tio.mwt\a  plains  refort. 
Look  round  oti  ?\\  x\\^\)^^^Vv^'^^\  >ic&^^>wx\ 
4 
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'There  ihfill  thy  merit  find  a  worthy  flame. 
Some  nymph  df  equal  wealth  and  equal  name. 
•Think,  if  thefe  offers  ihould  thy*wilb  obuin. 
And  fliould  the  ruftick  beauty  (loop  to  gajn  ; 
'Thy  heart  could  ne*er  prolong  th*  unequal  firp. 
The  fudden  blaze  would  in  one  year  expire  i 
Then  thy  rafh  fblly  thou  too  late  (hilt  diidf,  , 
To  Poverty  and  bafe-born  blood  ally'd ; 

•  Her  vulgar  tongue  fhall  animate  the  ftrift. 
And  hourly  difcord  yex  thy  future  life. 

LYCIDAS. 

Such  is  the  force  thy  faithful  words  impart, 
That  like  the  galling  goad  they  pierce  my*  heart. 
You  think  fair  virtue  in  my  bread  refides, 
That  hpnefl  trutlv  my  lips  and  actions  guides.  - 
'Deluded  fhcphcrd,  could  you  view  my  fciul, 

•  You  M  fee  it  with  deceit  and  treachery  foul ; 

:  I  'm  bafc,  perfidious.     Ere  from  Court  I  came. 
Love  fingled  from  the  jtrain  a  beauteous  dame ; 

:The  tender  maid  my  fervent  vows  belief'd,  '.•' 

My  fervent  vows  the  tender  maid  deceived. 

Why  doft  thou  tremble  ?-^why  thus  heave  thy  fight?  : 

'  Why  ileal  thy  iilcot  (brrows  frpm  thy  eyes  ? 

DIOiB. 

:  Sure  the  foft  lamb  hides  rage  within  his  brejld^ 
And  cooing  turtles  are  with  hate  poflTcft  ; 
vWhen  from  fu  fweet  a  tpngue.  flow  fraud  and  lies^ 
And  thofe  meek  looks  a  perjur'd  heart  difguife. 

Altl 
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Ah  I  who  fhall  now  on  faithlefs  man  depend** 
The  treacherous  lover  proves  as  falfe  a  friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

When  with  Dione*s  love  my  bofom  glow'd^ 
Firm  conftancy  and  trutli  (incere  I  vow'di 
But  (incc  Panhcnia's  brighter  charms  were  knowm> 
.My  love,  my  condaAcy  and  truth  are&own. 

DIONE. 

Are  not  thy  hours  with  confcious  anguiih  ftung^? 
-Swift  vengeance  mufl:  overtake  the  "perjur'd  tongue, 
:The  Gods  the  caufe  of  injur*d  love  sf^ert» 
JVnd  arm  with  .ftubbom  pride  Partl\enia's  heart. 

LYCIDAS. 

^Go,  try  her ;  rempt  her  with  my  birth  and  ilate, 
i-Stronger  ambition  will  fubdue  her  hate. 

DIONE. 

*0  rather  tarn  thy  thoughts  on  that  iofttn aid, 
Whofe  hourly  fighs  thy  faithlefs  oath  upbraid  1 
Think  you  behold  her  at  the  dead  of  night, 
PlaeUil.by  the  glimmering  taper's  paly  light. 
With  all  your-  letters  fpread  before  licr  view. 
While  trickling  tears  the  tender  lines  bedew; 
Sobbing  ihe. reads  the  perjuries  o'er-and  o'er. 
And  her  long  nights  know  peacx^ful  ilcep  no  more. 

Xet  me  forget  ht  r. 


^l-QN-E. 
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1>I0N£. 

O  falfc  youth,  relent ; 
Tliink  (bould  Pjirtlieok  to  thy  hopes  confeoti 
When  Hymen  joins  your  hands,  and  mufick's  voice 
Makes  the  glad  echoes  of  thy  domes  rejoice. 
Then  fhall  Dione  force  the  crouded  fasdl,  . 
Kneel  at  thy  feet,  and  loud  for  juftice  call: 
Could  you  hehold  tier  weltering  on  the  ground^ 
The  purple  dagger  Tceking  from  the  wound  ? 
Could  you,  unrhov*d,  tliis  dreadful  fight  funrey? 
Such  fatal  fcenes'  fhall  flain  the  bridal  day. 

iDrcrBAs. 
The  horrid  thougJte-fini6S^eep4«t9  myxoid*  '  ^ 

And  down  my  cheek  unwilling  forrows  roll. 

DIONE. 

From  this  new  flame  you  may  as  yet  recede. 

Or  have  you  doom'd  that  guiltlefs  maid  fhall  bleed? 

LTCI9AS. 

Name  her  no  more. — Ha^  feek  the  fylvan  Fair. 

DIOKB. 

Should  the  rich  proffer  tempt  her  liftemng  ear, 
Bivi  all  your  peace  adieu.    O  barbarous  youth. 
Can  you  forego  your  honour,  love,  and  truth } 
Yet  (hould  Parthenia  wealth  and  title  flight. 
Would  jufHce  then  reflore  Dione's  right  ? 
Would  you  then  dry  her  ever-falling  tears ; 
And  blefs  with  honef^  love  your  future  years  ? 

^  LTCtOlil« 
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LYCIDAS. 

I  *ll  in  yon  fliadc'thy  wifh'd  return  attend  ; 
Come,  quickly  oome^  and  cheer  thy  lighing  frieiid.  i 

lExit  Lycidts. 

DIONE. 

Should  her  proud* foul. re'ftft  the  tempting  bait. 
Should  fhe  contemn  liis  proffcr'd  wealth  and  flatef 
Then  I  once  more  his  perjured  heart  may  move. 
And  in  his  bofom  wake  the  dying  love. 
As  the  pale  wretch  involved  in  doubts  and'fears^ 
All  trembling  in  the  judgement-hall  appears  j 
So  ftiall  I  ftand  before  Parthcnia*s  eyes. 
For  as  ihe  doomsi  .Di^oe  Jives  «r  4i«s»  - 
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ACT      nr. 

8  C  E  N  E     I. 

lj¥cn>AS9  ParthbmiA)  q/U^  miiB9wer» 

LYCIDAS. 

^yCA  Y  no  rude  wind  the  ruftling branches  move; 
^^•*-  Breathe  fofr,  ye  (ilent  gales,  nor  wake  my  Love. 
"Ye  Shepherds,  piping  homeward  on  the  way. 
Let  not  the  diftant  echoes  learn  your  layj 
Strain  not,  ye  nightingales,  your  warbling  throat. 
May  no  loud  fhake  prolong  the -ihriller  note, 
Lefi  ihc  aw^ke  ;  O  Sleep,  fecure  her  eyes, 
That  I  may  gaze ;  for,  if  Ihe  wake,  ibc  flies. 
While  eafy  dreams  compofe  her  peaceful  foul. 
What  anxious  cares  witliin  my  bofom  rolll 
VI F  tir'd  with  fighs  l)eneath  the  beech  I  lie. 
And  languid  (lumber  clofe  my  weeping  eye^ 
•Her  lovely  vifion  rifcs  to  my  view, 
■Swift  flies  the  nymph,  and  fwift  would  I  purfuC'j 
1  drive  to  call,  my  tongue  has  lort  its  found  j 
Xike  rooted  oaks,  my  feet  benumb'd  are  bound  ; ' 
Struggling  I  wake.     Again  my  forrows  flow, 
.Ankl  uot  oue  flattering  dream  deludes  my  woe. 
What  innocence  I  how  meek  is  every  grace  ! 
How  fweet  the  fmile  that  dimples  on  her  fact, 
Calm  as  the  flceping  feas  !  but  /bould  my  (igh§ 
loo  rudely  breathe,  what  angry  ftorofts  would  rife  I 
Vol.  1L  S  i:Vso>^^ 
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Though  the  fair  rofe  with  beauteous  blufh  is  crowh'd, 
"^ntath  her  fragrant  leaves  the  thorn  is  found ; 
TlijS  peach,  that  .with  inviting  crimfon  blooms. 
Deep  at  the  heart  the  cankering . worm  confunoes.; 
'Tis  thus,  alas!  thofe  lovely  features  bide 
Difdain  and  anger  and  refentful  pride. 


S    C    E    N    E       II. 
Lycidas,  Dione,  Parthekia. 

LYCIDAS. 

Hath  profferM  greatncfs  yet  overcome  her  hate  ? 
And  does  (he  languiih  for  the  glittering  bait  ? 
Againd  the  fwain  ihe  might  her  pride  fupport. 
Can  ihe  fubdue  herfcx,  and  fcorn  a  Court  ? 
Perhaps  in  dreams  the  fhining  vifion  charms. 
And  the  rich  bracelet  fparkles  on  her  arms; 
In  fancy'd  heaps  the  golden'  treafure  glows  : 
Parthenia,  wake;  all  this  thy  fwain  beftows. 

DIONE. 

Sleeps  ihe.  in  thefe  clofe  bowers  ? 

LYCIDAS. 

— Lo  !  there  ihe  lies. 

•DIONB. 

O  may  no  ftartlinjr  found  unfeal  hfcr  eyes, 
And  drive  her  hence  away.     *Till  now,  in  v>aiii 
J  trod  the  winding  woocUand  weary  plain. 

«  'Heacci 
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Hence,  Lycidas ;  beyoiid  thofe  ihades  repofe. 
While  I  thy  fortune  and  tiiy  birth  difclofe. 

LYCIDAS. 

May  I  Parthcnia  to  the  fncndlhip  owe  ? 

DIONB. 

O  rather  think  on  lod  Dione's  woe  I 
Muft  flic  thy  broken  faith  for  ever  mourn. 
And  will  that  jufter  pailion  ne'er  return? 

LYCIDAS. 

Upbraid  me  not;  but  go.     Her  (lumbers  chace ; 
And  in  her  view  the  bright  temptation  place. 

lExit  Lycidas, 


SCENE       in. 
DiONE,  Parthenia. 

DIONE. 

Now  flames  the  wcftcrn  iky  with  golden  beams. 
And  the  ray  kindles  on  the  quivering  ftreams  ; 
Long  flights  of  crows,  high-croaking  from  their  food. 
Now  feek  the  nightly  covert  of  the  wood  j 
The  tender  grafs  with  dewy  cryftal  bends. 
And  gathering  vapour  from  the  heath  afcends. 
Shake  off  this  downy  reft ;  wake,  gentle  maid, 
Trud  not  thy  charms  beneath  the  noxious  fliade. 
Parthenia,  rife. 
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PAHTH&NIA. 

— fWbat  voice  alarm$  my  emr? 
Away.     Approach  not.    Hah !  Alexis  there ! 
Lee  us  together  to  the  vales  de(ceiidy 
And  to  the  folds  our  bleating  charge  attend ; 
But  let  me  hear  no  more  that  fhepherd's  name. 
Vex  not  my  quiet  with  his  hateful  flame« 

DIONS. 

Can  I  behold  him  gafping  on  the  ground, 
And  feck  no  healing  herb  to  (launch  the  wound  ? 
For  thee  continual  iighs  confume  his  heart, 
'Tis  you  alone  can  cure  the  bleeding  fmart. 
Once  more  I  come  the  moving  caufe  to  plead. 
If  dill  his  fufferings  cannot  intercede. 
Yet  let  my  friendihip  do  his  paflion  right. 
And  (how  thy  lover  in  his  native  light. 

PAR.THBNIA. 

Why  in  dark  myftery  are  thy  words  involved  ? 
If  Lycidas  you  mean ;  know,  I  *m  refolv'd. 

DIONE.      ♦ 
Let  not  thy  kindling  rage  my  words  redrun. 
Know  then,  Pai^eoia  (lights  no  vulgar  Twain. 
For  thee  he  bears  the  fcrip  and  fylvan  crook. 
For  thee  the  glories  of  a  Coun  fbrfook. 
May  not  thy  heart  the  wealthy  flame  decline  ! 
His  honours,  his  podeflions,  all  are  thine. 

PARTHENIA. 

If  he  •?  a  Courtier,  O  ye  Nymphs,  beware ; 
Thcte  vAuD  ttofiL  '^TtmA&  ase  the  lei&  fincerc. 


The 


The  quick-cy*d  hawk  ihoots  headlong  from  above, 
And  in- his  pounces  bears  the  trembling  dore; 
The  pilfering  wolf  o'crlcaps  the  fold's  defence* 
But  rtie  falfe  Courder  preys  on  innocence. 
If  he 's  a  Courtier,  O  ye  Nymphs,  beware  t 
Thofc  who  moft  promife  are  the  leaft  lincere. 

blONE. 

Alas  !  thou  ne'er  haft  prov'd  the  fwcets  of  State, 
Nor  known  that  female  pleafure,  to  be  grejit. 
*Tis  for  the  tpwn  ripe  clufters  load  the  poles. 
And  all  our  Autumn  crowns  the  Courtier's  bowls  i 
For  him  our  woods  the  red>ey'd  pheafant  breeii. 
And  annual  coveys  in  our  harrcft  feed ; 
For  him  with  fruit  tlic  bending  branch  is  florM, 
Plenty  pours  all  her  bledings  on  his  board. 
If  (when  the  market  to  the  city  calh) 
We  chance  to  pafs  belide  his  palace-walls. 
Does  not  his  hall  ^ith  muiick's  voice  refound. 
And  the  floor  tremble  with  the  dancer's  bound  ? 
Such  are  the  plcafures  Lycidas  fball  give. 
When  thy  relenting  bofom  bids  him  live. 

PARTHBNIA. 

See  yon  gay  goldfinch  hop  from  Ipray  to  fpray, 
Who  (ings  a  farewel  to  the  parting  day ; 
At  large  he  flies  o'er  hill  and  dale  and  down ; 
Is  not  each  bufli,  each  fprea^ling  tree  his  own  ? 
And  canft  thou  think  he  '11  quit  his  native  brier, 
For  the  bright  cage  o'er-arch'd  with  golden  wire  ? 
What  then  are  honours,  pomp  and  gold  to  me  { 
Are  thUe  a  price  to  purchafc  IWvcxt'j  \ 

S  3  T^v^^-* 
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DIONE. 

*hink,  when  the  Hymeneal  torch  fhall  blaze,     * 

\nd  on  jhe  folemn  rites  the  virgins  gaze ; 
When  thy  fair  locks  with  glittering  gems  are  grac'd. 
And  the  bright  zone  ihall  fparkle  round  thy  waift; 
How  will  their  hearts  with  envious  forrow  pine^ 
When  Lycidas  (hall  join  his  hand  to  thine ! 

PAKTHENIA. 

And  yet,  Alexis,  all  that  pomp  and  ihow 

Are  oft'  the  varnifli  of  internal  woe. 

Wken  the  challc  lamb  is  from  her  fiftert  led. 

And  interwoven  garlands  paint  her  head ;  i 

The  gazing  flock,  all  envious  of  her  pride,  i 

Behold  her  fkipping  by  the  Prieftefs'  fide  ; 

Each  hopes  the  flowery  wreath  with  longing  eyes  | 

While  (he,  alas  !  is  led  to  facrifice  I 

Thus  walks  the  bride  in  all  her  (late  array'd, 

The  gaze  and  envy  of  each  thoughtlefs  maid. 

DIONR. 

As  yet  her  tongue  rciifts  the  tempting  fnare, 

And  guards  my  panting  bofom  from  defpair.        [i^^« 

Can  thy  ftrong  foul  this  noble  flame  forego  ? 

Muft  fuch  a  lover  wafte  his  life  in  woe  ? 

PARTHBNIA. 

Tell  him,  his  gifts  1  (ieorn  ;  not  all  liis  art. 
Not  all  his  flattery  (hall  feduce  my  heart. 
Courtiers,  I  know,  arc  difciplin'd  to  cheat, 
Thek  inCautW^^  ^x^  uu^bt  to  lifp  deceit  j 

Tf 
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To  prey  on  cafy  nymphs  they  range  the  fiiade. 
And  vainly  Ijoaft  of  innocence  betra/d  i  , 

Chafte  hearts*  unlearn'd  in  falfehood,  they  aflaily 
And  chink  our  ear  will  drink  the  grateful  tale. 
No.     Lycidas  (hall  ne*cr  my  peace  deilroyy. 
I  '11  guard  my  virtue,  and  'content  enjoy. 

DIOMB* 

So  (Irong  a  paflion  in  my  bofom  blirns, 
Whene'er  his  foul  is  gricvM,  Alexis  mourns  I 
Gdnfl  thou  this  importuning  ardor  blame  ? 
Would  not  chy  tongue  for  friendfiiip  urge  the  fame  f 

PARTHBNIA. 

Yesy  blooming  fwain.     You  ihow  an  hooeft  mind  i 

I  fee  it,  wiih  the  pureft*ftamc  refin'd. 

Who  (Kail  compare  iore^s  mean  and  grofs  de(hre 

To  the  chaftc  zeal  of  friend(hip'8  facred  fire  ? ' 

By  whining  lore  our  wcaknefs  is  confeA; 

But  ftrongcr  fri'Mid(hip  (hows  a  virtuous  brea(lw 

In  Folly's  heart  the  (hort-livM  Wazc  may  glow* 

Wifdom  alone  can  purer  frierdfhipknow; 

Love  is  a  fudden  blaze  which  foon  decays, 

Fritudihip  i-.  like  the  fun's  eternal  ray«j 

Not  daily  l)cnefits  cxhaud  the  flame, 

It  (lill  is  giving,  and  ftiil  bums  the  fame ; . 

And  could  Alexis  from  his  foul  rrmove 

All  the  low  images  of  g roller  love ; 

Sucl\  mild,  fuch  gentle  lookii  thy  heart  declare, 

Fain  would  my  brcaft  thy  faiihful  friendfiiip  (hare. 

S  4.  ^\A>i.x. 


DIONB. 

How  dare  you  in  the  different  fex  confide  ?' 

And  ieek  a  friendfliip  wlueh  you  iie*«r  hate  try'd?' 

PARTBENIA^ 

Yes,  I  to  thee  could  give  up  all  my  heart.  . 
From  thy  chafle  eye  no  wanton  glances  dart.fi. 
Thy  modeft  lips  convey  no  thought  impure^ 
With  thee  may  ftri£keft  virtue  walk  fecuse.. 

DIOHB. 

Tet  can  I  fafely  on  die  nymph  depend, 
Whofe  unrelenting  fcom  can  kill  my  fnead !' 

^A&THENIA. 

Accufe  me  not,  who  zSt  a  generous  part ;. 
Had  If  like  city  maids,  a  fraudful  hearty 
Then  had  his  proffers  taught  my  foul  to  fcigo^ 
Then  had  I  vilely  (loopt  to  fordid  gain. 
Then  had  I  iigh'd  for  honours,  pomp  and  gold^. 
And  for  unhappy  chains  my  freedom  fold. 
If  you  would  fave  him,  hid  him  leave  the  plain». 
,  And  to  his  native  city  turn  again  i 
There,  (hall  his  paiBon  find  a  ready  cure. 
There  not  one  dame  refifts  the  glittering  lurs* 

DIONE. 

All  this  I  fircquent  urg'd,  but  urg'd  in  vain*. 
Aim  I  thou  only  eanft  aiTuage  his  p«n  f 
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SCENE        IV. 
D10NE9  Parthenia,  Lygidas. 

LYCiDAS.  [LiJIemng. 

Why  ftays  Alexis  ?  can  my  bofom  bear 
Thus  long^akernace  florms  of  hope  and  fear } 
Tonder  they  walk  j  no  frowns  her  brow  difguife. 
But  love  confentiog  fparkles  in  her  eyes ; 
Here  will  I  Uden,  here,  im patient  wait. 
Spare  me,  Parthenia,  and  reiign  thy  hate.  [4fid^ 

PARTHENIA. 

When  Lycidat  ihall  to  the  Coun  repaiiv 
Still  let  Alexis  love  his  fleecy  care  \ 
Still  let  him  chufe  c«ol  grots  and  fylvan  bower^y 
And  let  Parthenia  (bare  his  peaceful  hours. 

LYCIDAS. 

What  do  I  hear  ?  my  friendfhip  is  betray*d  5  ' 

The  treacherous  rivtl  has  feduc'd  the  maid.         [^fi^ 

PARThBNFA. 

With  thee,  where  bearded  goats  defcend  the  fteep^ 
Or  where,  like  winter's  fnow,  the  nibbling  fheep- 
Cloath  the  flope  hills ;  I  *\\  pafs  the  cheerful  day^ 
And  from  thy  reed  my  voice  (hall  catch  the  lay. 
But  fee,  ftill  Evening  fpxcads  her  dufky  wings. 
The  ft>ck,  flow-moving  from  the  milly  fprings,. 
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Now  feek  their  fold.    Come,  ihepherd»  let 's  «way,. 
To  clofe  the  lateft  labours  of  the  day. 

lEx£UMt  band  in  bam 
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LYCIDAS. 

My  troubled  heart  wliac  dire  difaflers  rend  ? 
A  fcoKnful  miilrefs,  and  a  treacherous  friend  ! 
Would  ye  be  cozen'd,  more  than  woman  can. 
Unlock  your  bofom  to  perfidious  man. 
One  faithful  woman  have  thefe  eyes  beheld. 
And  againft  her  tliis  perjur'd  heart  rcbeli'd  : 
But  fearch  as  far  as  earth's  wide  bounds  extend. 
Where  fhall  the  wretched  find  one  faitliful  friend  ? 


SCENE        VI. 
Lycidas,  Dione. 

LYCIOAS. 

Why  flarts  the  fwain  ?  why  turn  his  eyes  away,. 
As  if  araidft  his  path  ihe  viper  lay  ? 
Did  I  not  to  thy  charge  mv  hean  confide? 
Did  I  not  truft  thee  near  Parthenia's  fide. 
As  here  fhe  flept  ? 

DIONE^ 

—She  (Iraight  my  call  obey'd. 
And  dow^Y  {LuTa\>^t  Viv  x^e^i^  Wicl^  maid  j 

Us 
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As  in  th(  morn  awakes  the  folded  rofc> 
And  all  around  her  breathing  odour  throws  }' 
So  wak'd  Parthenia. 

LYC1DA8. 

— Could  thy  guarded  hearty 
When  her  full  beauty  glow'd,  put  by  the  dart  ? 
Yet  on  Aleyis  let  my  foul  depend  $. 
'Tis  mod  ungenerous  to  fufpedl  a  friend. 
And  tliouy  I  hope,  hail  well  that  name  profefl. 

DIONE. 

O  could  thy  piercing  eye  difcern  my  bread ! 
Could*ft  thou  the  fecrets  of  my  bofom  fee. 
There  every  thought  is  fiird  with  cares  for  thee. 

LYCIDAS. 

Is  there,  againft  hypocrify,  defence, 

Who  cloaths  her  words  and  looks  with  innocence ! 

Say,  ihepherd,  when  you  profFer'd  wealth  and  (late. 
Did  not  her  fcorn  and  fuppled  pride  abate? 

DIONE. 

As  fparkling  diamonds  to  the  fcather*d  train, 
Who  fcrape  the  winnowM  chaff  in  fearch  of  grain ; 
Such  to  the  (hepherdefs  the  Court  appears  : 
Content  (he  feeks,  and  fpums  thofe  glittering  cares. 

LYCIDAS. 

Tis  not  in  woman  grandeur  to  defpife, 
*Tis  not  from  Courts,  from  me  alone  (he  flies* 
Did  not  my  paflion  futfer  like  difgrace, 
>yhile  ihe  believM  me  bom  o(  {^Vvvi  i^<^> 
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Dofl  thou  not  thiiik,  this  proudefl  «f  her  kili^ 
Has  to  fome  rival  fwtin  her  heart  refignV^? 

DIONE. 

No  rival  (hepherd  her  difdaili  CtSa  move ; 
Her  frozen  bofcnta  is  ayeife  to  loVe. 

trciDAS. 
Say,  art  thou  fure,  diat  thi^  tingftat'eful  fi\f 
Scorns  all  alike,  hids^  all  alike  defpkir  ? 

DIONE. 

|Iow  can  I  know  the  fe'crcts  of  her  hean  ? 

LYCIDA8. 

Anfwer  iincerey  nor  from  the  queftion  Oart. 
Say,  in  her  glance  was  never  love  confcfl. 
And  is  no  fwain  diilingui&M  from  the  reft  > 

DiONE. 

O  Lycidas,  bid  all  thy  troubles  ccafe ; 
Let  not  a  thought  on  her  difturb  thy  |>eac«» 
May  juilice  bid  thy  former  pallion  wake  i 
Think  how  Dtone  fufFers  for. thy  fake: 
Let  not  a  broken  oath  thy  hoiiour  ftain. 
Recall  thy  vow^,  and  feek  the  toWn  again* 

LTCIDAS. 

What  means  Alexis  ?  where 's  thy  friend(hip  flown  ? 
Why  am  I  banifh'*d  to  the  hateful  town  ? 
Hath  fome  new  0icpherd  Winxi'd  Parthenia's  breail2 
And  does  my  l6ve  his  ahibroas  hours  ttioled  ? 
Is  it  for*  this  thou  bid*ft  me  quit  the  plain  ? 
Yes,  ^tV)  ^o^W<^NVai<^\V^tlyairwaai* 
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WTicm  firft  my  cheated  foul  thy  friend  (hip  woo'd» 
To  my  Winn  heart  I  took  the  viperous  brood. 
Ofalfc  Alexis! 

DIONE« 

—Why  am  I  accusM  ? 
Thy  jealoos  mind  is  by  weak  fears  abus'd. 

LYCIDAS. 

Was  not  thy  bofom  fraught  with  falfc  defign  ? 
'  Didil  thpu  not  plead  his  caufc,  and  give  up  mincf 
Let  not  thy  tongue  cvaiive  anfwer  feek  ; 
The  confcious  crimfon  -rifes  on  thy  cheek  : 
Thy  coward  confcience,  by  thy  guilt  difmay'd^ 
Shakes  in  each  joint,  and  owns  that  I  'm  betray'd. 

DIONE. 

How  my  poor  heart  is  wrong'd  1  O  fparethy  friend  f 

LYCIDAS. 

Seek  not  dete£^ed  falfehood  to  defend. 

DIONE. 
Beware,  leA  blind  fufpicion  raihly  blame. 

LYCIDAS. 

Own  thyfelf  then  the  rival  of  my  flame. 
If  this  l>e  (he  for  whom  Alexis  pin'd. 
She  now  no  more  is  to  thy  vows  unkind. 
Behind  the  thicket's  twiflcd  verdure  laid, 
I  witnefj^'d  every  tender  thing  (he  fatd  i 
I  faw  bright  pleafurelundle  in  her  eyes. 
Love  warm'd  etch  ieatvre  «t  thy  foft  replict. 

7  DlONff 
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DIONB. 

Yet  hear  roc  fpcak. 

LYCIDAS. 

— In  vain  is  all  defence. 
Did  not  thy  treacherous  hand  condu6t  her  hence  > 
Hafle,  from  my  fight.    Rage  burns  in  every  vein; 
Never  approach  my  jufl:  revenge  again.  • 

DIONE. 

O  fearch  my  heart ;  tliere  injur'd  truth  thou*lt  find. 

LYCIDAS. 

Talk  not  of  Truth;  long  fmce  (he  left  mankind. 
So  fmooth  a  tongue  !  and  yet  fo  falfe  a  heart ! 
Sure  Courts  firft  taught  thee  fawning  friendlhip's  art  I 
No.    Thou  art  falfe  by  nature. 

DIONE. 

— Let  me  clear 
This  heavy  charge,  and  prove  my  truft  fmcerc. 

LYCIDAS. 

Boad  then  her  Favours ;  fay,  v^rhat  happy  hour 
Next  calls  to  meet  her  in  th'  appointed  bower ; 
Say,  when  and  where  you  met. 

DIONE. 

—Be  rage  fuppreft. 
In  dabbing  mine,  you  wound  Parthenia's  bread. 
She  faid,  (he  ftill  defy*d  Love's  keeneft  dart; 
Yet  purer  friendftiip  might  divide  her  heart, 
Fricnd(hip's  fincerer  bands  ihc  wilh'd  to  prove. 

LYCIDA8. 
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LYCIDAS. 

A  woman's  friendfliip  ever  ends  in  love. 

Think  not  thcfe^foglifii  tales  my  faith  conunand  ; 

Did  not  I  fee  thee  prefs  her  fnowy  hand  ? 

O  may  her  paflion  like  thy  friendihip  lad ! 

May  ihe  betray  thee  ere  a  day  be  part ! 

Hence  then.     Away,     Thou  'rt  hateful  to  my  fight, 

And  thus  I  fpum  the  fawning  hypocrite. 

lExit  Lycidis. 


SCENE        VII. 

DIONE. 

'Was  ever  grief  like  mine  !  O  wretched  maid  I 

My  friendfliip  wrong'd !  my  conftant  love  betray'd  I 

Misfortune  haunts  my  ileps  where'er  I  go» 

And  all  nay  days  arc  overcaft  with  woe. 

Long  have  I  drove  th'  increafing  load  to  bear. 

Now  faints  my  foul,  and  fmks  into  defpair. 

O  lead  me  to  the  hangmg  mountain's  cell, 

In  whofe  brown  cliffs  the  fowls  of  darknefs  dwell ; 

Where  waters,  trickling  down  the  rifted  wall. 

Shall  lull  my  forrows  with  the  tinkling  fall. 

There  ie^k  thy  grave.  How  canft  thou  bear  the  Ught, 

When  baniih'd  ever  from  Evander's  fight  1 


SCENE 
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S   C   E  N   B      vin. 

DXOIIE,  LAURiU 

XAVRA. 

Why  hangs  a  cloud  of  grief  upon  thy  biows  ? 
Doeft  the  proud  nymph  accept  Evander's  vowsf 

DIONE. 

«Can  I  bear  life  with  thefe  new  pangs  opprefl  I 
Again  he  tears  me  from  his  faith lofs  bread  : 
A  perjur'd  Lover  fird  he  fought  thefe  plains. 
And  BOW  my  friendihip  like  my  love  difdains. 
As  I  new  offers  to  Parthenia  made, 
fConceal'd  he  flood  behind  the  woodbine  fhade. 
He  fays,  my  treacherous  tongue  his  heart  betray 'd. 
That  my  falfe  fpeeches  have  mif-led  the  m^id  j 
With  groundless  fear  he  thus  his  foul  deceives  ; 
What  frenzy  diftates,  jcaioufy  believes. 

LA.URA. 

IRefign  thy  crook,  put  off  this  manly  veft. 
And  let  the  wrong'd  Dione  fland  confeft  ; 
When  he  fhali  learn  wliat  forrows  thou  haft  born. 
And  find  that  nought  relents  Panhenia's  fcorn» 
Sure  he  will  pity  tliee. 

— No,  Laura,  no. 
Should  I,  alas !  the  fylvan  dr&fs  forego, 

Tlien 
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Then  might  he  think  that  I  her  pride  fomeat|. 
That  injurM  love  inftnifts  me;  to  rcfcnt; 
Our  fccret  cnterprizc  might  fatal  prove  t 
Man  flics  the  plague  of  pcrfccuting  love. 

LAURA. 

Avoid  Parthcnii ;  left  his  rage  grow  waim, 
Ajid  jcdloufy  refolvc  fome  fatal  harm, 

DIONE. 

0  Laura,  if  thou  chance  the  youth  to  find. 
Tell  him  what  torments  vex  my  anxious  mind  { 
Should  I  once  more  his  awful  prcfence  feck. 
The  filcnt  tears  would  bathe  my  glowing  cheek  { 
By  rifing  fighs  my  fauhering  voice  be  ftay'd, 
And  trembling  fear  too  foon  confcfs  the  maid. 
Hafte,  Laura,  then ;  his  vengeful  foul  afTuage, 
Tell  him,  I  *m  guiltlcfs ;  cool  his  blinded  rage ; 
Tell  him  tlut  truth  fmccre  my  friendfhip  brougbs 
Let  him  not  cherifli  one  fufpicious  thought. 
Then,  to  convince  him  his  diftruft  was  vaiof 

1  *11  never,  never  fee  that  nymph  again. 
This  way  he  went. 

LAURA. 

—See,  at  the  call  of  nlgl^ 
The  ftar  of  evening  ihcds  his  filver  light 
High  o'er  yon  weftern  hill :  the  cooling  gales 
Frcih  odours  breatlie  along  the  winding  dales  | 
Far  from  their  home  as  yet  our  (hepherds  flray^ 
To  clofc  with  chcarful  walk  the  fulu^  d^'^. 
Vol.  U,  T  VtefisiflSto. 
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Methink&frora  far  I  hear  tke  p»ping  fwain ; 
Hark,  in  the  breeze  now  fwelh,  now  finks  the  ftraint 
Thither  I  '11  feck  him. 

DIONB. 

—While  this  length  of  glade  | 
*^hall  lead  me  penfive  through  the  fable  ihade  i 
'Where  on  the  branches  murmur  rufhing  winds. 
Grateful  as  falling  Hoods  to  love-fick  minds  ; 
*0  may  this  path  to  Death's  dark  vale  defcend! 
There  only  can  the  wretched  hope  afriend. 


ACT 


ACT         V. 

SCENE    L 

J  mod. 

D1ONI9  Cl^ANTHES  {ivbo  lies  -ivounded  in  a  d'-Jani 
part  of  ib^flage). 

DIONE. 

^T^HE  moon  fcrenc  now  climbs  th*  aerial  way^ 
"*"     Sec,  at  her  fight  ten  tiioufand  ftars  decay  : 
With  trembhng  gleam  (he  tips  the  (ilcnt  grove, 
Wliile  all  beneath  the  chcquer'd  fhadows  move. 
Turn  back  thy  filvcr  axles,  downward  roll, 
Darknefifc-bcft  fits  the  honors  of  my  foul. 
Rife,  rife,  ye  clouds;  the  face  of  heaven  deform^ 
Veil  the  bright  Goddefs  in  a  fable  ftorm  : 
O  look  not  down  upon  a  wretched  maid  ! 
Let  thy  bright  torch  the  happy  lover  aid, 
And  light  his  wandering  footllcp>  to  the  bower 
Where  the  kind  nymph  attends  th'  appointed  hour. 
Yet  thou  had  feen  unhappy  love,  like  mine  ; 
Did  not  thy  lamp  in  heaven's  blue  forehead  fliinc. 
When  l*hi(bc  fought  her  love  alonp,  the  glade  ? 
Didd  thou  not  then  behold  the  t^k-aming  blade, 
And  gild  the  fatal  point  that  (lahb'd  her  bread? 
Soon  I,  like  her,  ihall  feck  the  realms  of  reO. 
Let  groves  of  mournful  yew  a  wretch  furrouud  ! 
O  fuoth  my  car  with  mekncho\^y'  (ouu4\ 

T  X  "^^ 
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The  village-curs  now  ftrctch  their  yelling  throit. 
And  dogs  from  diftant  cots  return  the  jiote; 
The  ravenous  wolf  along  the  valley  prowls^ 
And  with  his  famifliM  cries  the  mountain  howls. 
Bat  hark  !  what  fudden  noife  advances  near? 
•Repeated  groans  alarm  my  frighted  ear ! 

-CLEANTHES. 

•Shepherd,  approach  ;  ah  !  fly  not  through  the  glade. 
A  wretch  all  dyM  with  wounds  invokes  thy  aid. 

DIONE. 

Say  then,  unhappy  ftranger,  how  j'ou  bled  ; 
Coilefl  thy  fpirits,  raife  thy  drooping  head. 

[Cleanthes  rai/es  h'tmfelf  on  his  amu 

0  liorritl  fight !  Cleanthes  gafping  lies  j 

And  Death's  black  fhaclows  float  before  his  eyes. 
Thiknewn  in  this  difguife,  1  '11  check  my  woe, 
Aiul  learn  what  bloodyhancl  has  ftruck  the  blow.  \^Afidi, 
Say,  youth,  ere  Fate  thy  feeble  voice  confounds. 
What  led  thee  hither  ?  whence  thefe  purple  wounds  ? 

CLEANTHES. 

Stay,  fleeting  life;  may  ftrength  a-while  prevail. 
Left  my  clos'd  lips  confine  th'  iniperfeft  tale. 
Ere  the  flreak'd  Eaft  grew  warm  with  amber  ray, 

1  hem  ihc-city  took  my  doubtful  way  j 

Far  oVr  the  plains  1  fought  a  beauteous  maid. 
Who,  from  the  Court,  in  thefe  wide  forefts  ftray'd ; 
Wanders  unknown;  as  I,  with  weary  pain, 
Try'd  every  paih,  and  opening  glade,  in  vain ; 

A  band 
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A  band  of  thieves,  forth-rufliing  from  the  wood^. 

Unflicath'd  their  daggers  warm  with  daily  blood  j 

Deep  iiKiny  bread  the  barbarous  fteel  is  dy'd, 

And  purple  hands  the  golden. prey  divide. 

Hence  are  thefe  mangling  woundb.    Say,  gentle  fwain^ 

If  thou  haft  known  among  the.  fylvan  train 

The  vagrant  nymph  I  feek  ? 

•      DIONS. 

—  What  mov'd  tliy  carc^ 
Thus,  in  thefe  pathlcfs  wilds,  to  fearch  the  fair  > 

CLJSANTRES. 

I  charge  you,  O  ye  daughters  ot  the  grove,. 

Ye  Naiads,  who  the  molTy  fountains  love, 

Ye  happy  fwains,  who  range  the  pafturcs  wide, 

Ye  tender  nymphs,  who  feed  your  flocks  befide  ;  - 

If  my  laft  gafping  breath  can  pity  move, 

If  e'er  ye  knew  tiie  pangs  ot  flighted  Jove, 

Show  her,  I  charge  you,  where  Cicanthcs  dy'df. 

The  grafs  yet  recking  with  the  fanguine  tide* 

A  father's  power  to  me  the  virgin  gave, 

But  (he  difdainVi  to  live  a  nuptial  Have; 

So  Red  her  native  home. 

DIONE. 

—  'Tis  then  from  thee 
Springs  the  foul  fourcc  of  all  her  mifery. 
Could'ft  thou,  thy  felfifh  appetite  lo  pleafe. 
Condemn  to  cndlefs  woes  another's  peace  ? 

T   3  CLE«.UTV.^\, 
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CLEANTHE9. 

O  fparc  me ;  nor  my  haplcfs  love  upbraid. 
While  on  my  heart  Death's  frozen  hand  is  laid  !' 
Go,  feck  her,  guide  her  where  Cleafithes  bled ; 
\\Tien  ihc  furveys  her  lover  pale  and  dead. 
Tell  her,  that,  fince  flie  fled  my  hateful  fight. 
Without  rcmorfc  I  fought  the  realms  of  nigbtb 
Methinks  I  fee  her  view  thefe  poor  remains. 
And  on  her  clveek  indecent  gladnefs  reigns  ! 
Full  in  her  prefence  cold  Cleanthes  lies, 
And  not  one  tear  (lands  trembling  in  her  eyes ! 
O  let  a  figh  my  haplefs  fate  deplore  f 
Cleanthes  now  controls  thy  love  no  mor£« 

DIONE. 

How  fliall  my  lids  confine  thefe  rifing  woes  ?      lAfiJe^ 

CLEANTHES. 
O  might  I  fee  her,  ere  Death's  finger  clofc 
Thefe  eyes  for  ever  !  might  her  foften'd  bread 
Forgive  my  love  with  too  much  ardor  preft  I 
Then  I  vvitli  peace  could  yield  my  latcil  breach. 

DlONE. 

Shall  I  not  calm  the  fahle  hour  of  death. 

And  (hew  myfclf  before  him  !  —  Ha  !  he  dies. 

See  from  his  trembling  lip  the  fpirit  flies  ?  [^Afiile^ 

Stay  yet  awhile.     Dione  (lands  confeft. 

He  knows  me  not^    He  faints,  he  finks  to  reft. 

Cleanthes. 
Tell  her,  fince  all  my  hopes  in  her  were  loft. 
That  death  was  welcome  —  IDies. 

»IONS 
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Wliat  fuddcn  gu(h  of  grief  my  bofom  rend  • 
A  parent's  curfes  o'er  my  head  impend. 
For  difobedient  vows;   O  wretched  maid, 
Thofe  very  vows  Evandcr  hath  betray'd. 
See,  at  thy  feet  Cleanthes  bath*d  in  blood  I 
For  love  of  thee  he  trod  this  lonely  wood ; 
Thou  art  the  cruel  authorcfs  of  his  face ; 
He  falls  by  thine ;  thou>  by  £vander*s  hate. 
When  (hall  my  foul  know  red  ?  Cleanthes  (lain 
No  longer  (ighs  and  weeps  for  thy  difdain. 
Thou  ftill  art  curft  with  love.     Bleed,  virgin,  bleedi 
How  ihall  a  wretch  from  anxious  life  be  freed  I 
My  troubled  brain  with  fudden  frenzy  bums. 
And  ihattcr'd  thought  now  this,  now  tlut  way  turns* 
What  do  I  fee  thus  glittering  on  the  plains^ 
Ha  !  the  dread  fword  yet  warm  with  crimfon  (lains  1 

ITak^j  up  the  daggtn 


SCENE      II. 

BlONE,  PARTHENIiU 
PARTHENIA. 

Sweet  is  the  walk  when  night  has  coolM  tlte  lioup. 
This  path  dire£ls  me  to  ray  fylvan  bower.  \4fidkk 

DIONE. 

Why  is  my  foul  with  fudden  fear  difmay'd  ? 
Why  drops  my  trembling  hand  the  pointed  blade  ? 
O  Arin^  my  arm  with  force  !  {.Afi^' 

T  4  riLiLTRt.uLw. 
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PARTHENIA. 

—  Methought  a  noHc 
Broke  through  the  (ilent  air,  like  human  voice.  [^/[/Ua 

DIONE. 

One  vvell-aim'd  blow  Ihall  all  my  pangs  remove, 
Grafp  firm  the  fatal  ftecl,  and  ceafe  to  love,        [AfiJfm 

PARTHENIA. 

Sure  'twas  Alexis.     Ha  !  a  fvvord  difplay'd  ! 

The  ftreaming  lullre  darts  acrofs  the  (hade.         [4^/a. 

DIONE. 

May  Heaven  new  vigour  to  my  foul  impart. 

And  guide  the  defpcrate  weapon  to  my  heart !    \^Afide, 

PARTHENIA. 
May  I  the  meditated  death  arrcfl !  {Holds  Dionc*s  hand^ 
Strike  not,  rafli  fhepherd  ;  fparc  thy  guiltlcfs  breaH:. 
()  give  me  ftrcngth  to  flay  the  thieatcnVi  harm, 
And  wrench  the  dagger  from  his  lifted  arm  ! 

DIONE. 

What  cruel  hand  with-holds  the  welcome  blow  ^ 
In  giving  life,  you  but  prolong  my  woe. 
O  may  not  thus  tli'  expected  ftroke  impend  ! 
Unloofe  thy  grafp,  and  let  fwift  death  defcend. 
But  if  yon'  murder  thy  red  hands  hath  dy'd; 
Here.     Fierce  me  deepj   let  forth  the  vital  tide. 

[  Dione  quits  the  dagger, 

PARTHENIA. 

Wait  not  thy  fate  f  but  this  way  turn  thy  eyes  : 
My  virgin  hand  no  purple  murder  dyes. 

Turn 
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Turn  thcikr  Alexis ;  and  Parthenia  knoWr 
'Tis  (he  prote£ls  thee  from  the  fatal  blow. 

DIONB. 

Mud  the  night-watches  by  my  fighs  be  toldf 

And  mud  thefe  eyes  another  mom  behold 

Through  dazling  floods  of  tears  ?  Ungenerous  maid^ 

The  friendfy  ftroke  is  by  thy  hand  delay'd  ) 

Call  it  not  mercy  to  prolong  my  breath ; 

'Tis  but  to  torture  me  with  Irogering  death* 

PARTHENIA. 

What  mcves  thy  hand  to  aft  this  bloody  part  ? 
Whence  are  thefe  gnawing  pangs  that  tear  thy  hcartF 
Is  that  thy  friend  who  lies  before  thee  (lain  ? 
Is  it  his  wound  that  reeks  upon  the  plain  ? 
Is  't  Lycidas  ? 

DIONE. 

—  No.     I  the  ftranger  found'» 
Krc  cliilly  deatli  his  frozen  tongue  liad  bound. 
He  faid ;  "  As  at  the  rofy  dawn  of  day, 
He  from  tnc  city  took  his  vagrant  way, 
A  minderinoj  band  pour'd  on  him  from  the  wood^ 
Fiift  fciz'cl  his  gold,  then  bath'd  their  fwords  in  blood.** 

PARTHENIA.   ' 

You,  whofc  ambition  labours  to  be  great, 
Think  on  the  perils  which  on  riches  wait. 
Safo  arc  the  fhepherd's  paths ;  when  fober  Even 
Streaks  with  pale  light  the  bending  arch  of  Hearen^ 
Trom  danger  free,  through  deferts  wild  he  hies. 
The  lifing  fmokc  far  o'er  the  mountain  fpics. 
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Which  marks  his  diftant  cottage ;  on  he  farcsy 

For  him  no  murderers  lay  their  nightly  fnares-; 

They  pafs  him  by,  they  turn  their  fteps  away : 

Safe  Poverty  was  ne'er  the  villain's  prey.. 

At  home  he  lies  fecure  in  eafy  (leep^ 

K9  bar»  his  ivy-mantled  cottage  keep ; 

Ko  thieves  in  dreams  the  fancy 'd  dagger  hold^ 

And  drag  him  to  dete£l  the  buried  gold  ; 

Kor  darts  he  from  his  couch  aghail  and  pale» 

When  the  door  murmurs  with  the  hollow  gale. 

While  he,  whofe  iron  coffers  rud  with  wealth. 

Harbours  beneath  his  roof  Deceit  and  Stealth ; 

Treachery  with  lurking  pace  frequents  his  walk%. 

And  clofc  behind  him  horrid  Murder  (lalks. 

*Tis  tempting  lucre  makes  the  villain  bold :  I 

There  lies  a  bleeding  facrifice  to  gold.  > 

DIONE. 

To  live,  is  but  to  wake  to  daily  carc% 
And  journey  through  a  tedious  vale  of  tears. 
Had  you  not  rufli'd  between,  my  life  had  flown.;. 
An4  I,  like  him,  no  more  had  forrow  known. 

PARTHENIA* 

When  anguiih  in  the  gloomy  bofom  dwells^ 
The  counfel  of  a  friend  the  cloud  difpels. 
Give  thy  bread  vent,  the  fecret  grief  impart. 
And  fay  what  woe  lies  hcavy^at  thy  heart. 
To  favc  thy  life,  kind  Heaven  has  fuccour  fent,. 
The  gods  by  me  thy  thiieatenM  fate  prevent. 


d  r  o  N  R;  ^ 

IHONB. 

No.     To  prevent  it>  is  beyond  thy  power;. 

Thou  only  canfl:  defer  the  wclconie  hour. 

When  you  the  lifted  dagger  tum*d  afide. 

Only  one  road  to  death  thy  force  deny'd ; 

Still  fate  Is  in  my  reach.     From  mountains  high. 

Deep  in  whofe  ihadow  craggy  ruins  lie^ 

Can  I  not  headlong  fling  this  weight  of  woe. 

And  da(h  out  life  againft  the  flints  below  ? 

Are  there  not  ftreams,  and  lakes,  and  rivers  wide^ 

Where  my  lad  breach  may  bubble  on  the  tide  ? 

No.     Life  ihall  never  flatter  me  again. 

Nor  ihall  to-morrow  bring- new  fighs  and  pain*. 

PARTHCNIA. 

Can  I  this  burthen  of  thy  foul  relieve. 
And  calm  thy  grief? 

DIONE. 

*—  If  thou  wilt  comfort  give,. 
Plight  me  thy  word,  and  to  that  word  be  jufl  j 
When  poor  Alexis  fliall  be  laid  in  dull. 
That  pride  no  longer  fliall  command  thy  mind. 
That  thou  wilt  fpare  the  friend  I  leave  behind. 
I  know  his  virtue  worthy  of  thy  breaft. 
Long  in  thy  love  may  Lycidas  be  blefl ! 

PARTUBNXA. 

That  fwain  (who  would  my  liberty  control, 
To  pleafe  fome  fliort-liv'd  tranfport  of  his  foul)^ 
Shows,  while  his  importuning  flame  he  moves. 
That  'tis  not  me,  hirafelf  alone  he  loves. 
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O  live,  nor  leave  him  by  misfortune  prcft : 
Tis  ihamefulto  defert  a  friend  didreft- 

DIONE. 

Alas  !  a  wretch  like  me  no  lofs  would  prove. 
Would  kind  Parthenia  liften  to  his  love. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why  hides  thy  lx)fom  this  myflerious  grief? 
Eafe  thy  o'erburthcn*d  heart,  and  hope  relief. 

DIONE. 

What  profits  it  to  touch  thy  tender  bread, 

With  wrongs,  like  mine,  which  ne'er  can  be  redteft  ^ 

Let  in  my  heart  the  fatal  feciet  die, 

Nor  call  up  forrow  in  another's  eye  ! 


SCENE     iir. 
DiONE,  Parthenia,  Lycidas. 

LYCIDAS. 

If  Laura  right  direct  the  darkfome  ways. 

Along  thefc  paths  the  penfive  fliephcrd  ftrays,    {JJiJe. 

DiONE. 
Let  not  a  tear  for  me  roll  down  thy  cheek. 
O  would  my  tlirobbiiig  fighs  my  heart-Arings  break .'" 
Why  was  my  brcafl:  the  jiftcd  flroke  deny'd  ? 
Muft  then  again  the  deathful  deed  be  try'd  ? 
Yes.     'Tis  rcfolv'd. 

\^Sn4itches  the  da^er  from  Parthenia. 
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PARTHENIA. 

—  Ahy  hold ;  forbear,  forbear ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Mcthought  Diftrefs  with  Ihricks  alarm'd  my  ear. 

TARTHENIA. 

Strike  not.     Ye  gods,  defend  him  from  the  wound  1 

LYCIDAS. 

Yes.     *Tis  Parthcnia's  voice,  I  know  the  found. 
Some  fyl\ran  raviflier  would  force  the  maid, 
And  Laura  fent  me  to  her  vinue's  aid. 
Die,  villain,  die  ;  and  feck  the  ihades  below. 

ILycidis /natcbes  the  dagger  from  Dione,  and 
^bs  ber. 

DIONE. 

Wlioe*er  thou  art,  I  blefs  thee  for  the  blow. 

LYCIDAS. 

Since  Heaven  ordain'd  this  arm  thy  life  fhould  guard, 
•O  hear  my  vows  !  be  love  the  jufl  reward. 

PARTH    NIA. 

Rather  let  vengeance,  with  her  fwifteft  fpecd, 
O^enake  thy  flight,  and  recom|)ence  the  deed  ! 
Why  flays  the  thunder  in  the  upper  iky  ? 
Gather,  ye  clouds  j  ye  forky  lightnings,  fly : 
On  thee  may  all  the  wrath  of  Heaven  defcend, 
Whofe  barbarous  hand  hath  (lain  a  faithful  £rienj. 
Bthdd  Alexis  I 
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LYC&P^A&. 

•  —Would  th^t  trcaclicrous  boy 
Have  forc'd  thy  virtue  to  his  brutal  joy  ? 
"What  rouz'd  his  padion  to  this  hold  advance  } 
Did  c*cr  thy  eyes  confefs  one  willing  gladce? 
*1  know,  the  faithlcfs  youth  his  truft  betray 'd; 
And  well  tlie  dagger  hath  my  wrongs  repaid. 

DION E.    [Raifing  berjelfottker  4nrm* 
Breaks  not  Evander's  voice  along  the  glade  ? 

♦Ha  !  is  it  he  who  holds  the  recking  blade  ! 
There  needed  not  or  poifon,  fword,  or  dart ; 

"Thy  faitlilefs  vows,  alas  !  had  broke  my  heart.   [JJidi. 

PARTH£NIA. 

"O  tremble,  fliepherd,  for  thy  rafli  offence. 
The  iword  is  dy'd  with  murder'd  innocence  1 
His  gentle  foul  no  brutal  pallion  fcizkl, 
l^or  at  my  bofom  was  the  dagger  rais'd  ; 
Self-murder  was  his  -aim  ;  the  youth  I  found 
Whelm'd  in  defpair,  and  llay'd'thc  failing  wound. 

DIONE. 

Into  what  mifchiefs  is  the  lover  led, 
Who  calls  down  vengeance  on  his  perjur'd  licad  ! 
'  O  may  he  ne*er  bewail  thb  defperate  deed. 
And  may,  unknown,  unwept,  Dionebleedl       [Afide* 

LYCIDAS. 

What  horrors  on  the  guilty  mind  attend  I 
His  confcience  had  reveng'd  an  injured' friend, 
Had  ft  thou  not  held  the  ftroke.    In  death  he  fought 
To  lofc  xVie  litWLVconfuming  pain  of  thought. 

Did 


w 


B    1    O    N    E,  lit 

Bid  tiQt  t\\t  fmgotK-tongu'd  Iwy  perfitilous  prwe, 
lead  liis  own  pa  (Hon,  and  bctny  my  love  ? 


O  let  hm  ne'er  this  bleeding  vl£ltm  know , 

Xeil  lui  rafli  rranfporE,  to  revenue  ilie  blow» 

Sboiild  in  his  dearer  lieart  tlie  dagger  l\am  I 

thac  wound  would  pierce  mjr  foul  with  dcubic  paTn. 
«w  dtd  his  faithfu!  lips  (now  pale  and  ca!d) 
With  moving  eloquence  thy  griefs  unfold  ! 

LYCIDAS, 
Wis  he  thus  faithful  ?  thus,  to  friend(hip  true? 
Then  I  'm  a  wretch >     All  peace  af  mmdf  iditu  ^ 
If  ebbing  life  yet  l«ac  within  thy  veb^ 
Alexia,  rptiAl<^ »  unclofc  thofe  lids  again* 

[fiij^s  Mm/fffm  thfgrmndni&r  Dio-ne, 
t  at  thy  feet  the  barbarous  villain  kneel* 
ris  Lvcidai  who  gral'ps  the  tilfiody  (lecl^ 
iiy  oncc-lovM  friend,^ Yet,  ere  I  ccafc  to  U?f, 
Canil  thou  a  wretched  penitenc  f<irgive  ? 

^Hi^hcn  low  l^cneath  the  fihlc  tnouJd  I  rdli 
^Hl^y  i  ^ncerer  fricndlliip  fliare  thy  breafl! 
^^■JH  irc  ihofe  heaving  groam  }  (ah  I  ceafc  tt  w^pf) ' 
PUP^y  loA  name  in  dirk  oblivion  flc«p| 
Let  thr*  fad  tale  no  fpjikiog  ftone  decUt^ 
^from  future  eyes  to  draw  «  pitying  tcwr. 


ly 
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Let  o'er  my  grave  the  leveling  plough-fliare  pafs, 
Mark  not  the  fpot ;  forget  that  e'er  I  was. 
Then  may  ft  thou  with  Parthenia's  love  be  blcft. 
And  not  one  thought  on  me  thy  joys  moleft  ! 
My  fwiroming  eyes  are  over-power'd  with  light, 
And  darkening  ihadQWS  fleet  before  my  (ight : 
3tlay*ft  thou  be  happy  1  ah !  my  foul  is  free.  IDia 

LYCIDAS. 

O  cruel  fhepherdefsy  for  love  of  thee        [To  Parthenia 
This  fatal  .deed  was  done. 


SCENE     THE     LAST. 
Lycjdasi  Parthenia,  Laura. 

LAURA. 

—Alexis  flain ! 

xycidas. 
"Yes.    'Twas  I  did  it.     See  tliis  crinrtfon  ftain ! 
-My  hands  with  blood  of  innocence  are  dy'd. 
O  may  the  moon  her  iilver  beauty  hide 
In  rolling  clouds  !  my  foul  abhors  the  light ; 
Shade,  ihade  the  murderer  in  eternal  night! 

LAURA. 

Kb  rival  (hepherd  is  before  thee  laid ; 
Ther^  bled  the  chafteft,  the  iincereft  maid 
That  ever  figh'd  for  love.     On  her  pale  face. 
Cannot  thy  weeping  eyes  the  feature  trace 
1 
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Of  thy, once  dear  Dionc  ?  With  wan  care 
Sunk  are  thofe  eyes,  .and  livid  with  dcfpaic^t 

LyCIDAS/ 

Ploiie  I 

LAURA. 

I  — ^Therc  pure  confttncy  lief  dead  I 

LYCIDAS. 

■   May  heaven  (hower  vengeance  on  this  perjur'd  head  t  ^ 
As  the  dry  branch  that  withers  on  the  ground. 
So,  blalted  bfe  the  hand  that  gave  the  wound  f  ' 
Off;  hold  me  not.    This  heart  deferves  the  (Irokei 
Tis  black  with  treachery.    Yes :  the  vows  are  broke 

[Stabs  bimftlf. 
Which  I  fo  often  fwore.    Vain  world,  adieu  ! 
Though  I  was  falfe  in  life,  in  death  I  'm  true,     [Z)fV/. 

LAURA. 

To-morrow  (hall  the  funeral  rites  be  paid,  • 
And  thefe  Love-vi£tims  in  one  grave  be  laid. 

PAR.THENIA. 

There  fliall  the  yew  her  fable  branches  fpread. 
And  mournfai  cyprefs  rear  her  fringed  head. 

LAURA. 

From  thence  fhall  thyme  and  myrtle  fend  perfume. 
And  laurel  ever-green  o'erlhade  th«  tomb. 

PARTHfiNIA. 

Come,  Laura,  jet  us  leave  this  horrid  wood, 
Wlierc  dreams  the  purple  grafs  with  lovers*  blood  % 
Vol.  II.  U  Com* 
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Come  to  my  bower.    And,  as  we  forrowing  go^ 
Let  poor  Dk>ne'»  ftory  feed  my  woe 
With  heart-relieving  tears*-—  ' 

LAURA.  [Pointing  t9  Dtone. 

—Unhappy  maid ! 
Hadft  thott  a  parentis  juft  command  obey'd^ 
Thou  yet  hadft  liv'd. — ^But  who  fliall  Love  advifc  ? 
Love  fcorns  command,  and  breaks  all  other  ties. 
Henceforth,,  ye  fwains,  be  true  to  vows  piofefls 
For  certain  vengeance  fbrikes  the  peijur'd  breail. 
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